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T O

HIS GRACE
THE

Duke of Ormond.

My LORD,

SOME
Eftates are held in England^ by paying a Fine at

the change of every Lord : I have enjoy'd the Patronage
of your Family, from the time of your excellent Grand-

father to this prefent Day. I have dedicated the Lives of

Plutarch to the firft Duke ; and have celebrated the Memory
of your Heroick Father. Tho' I am very fhort of the Age of

Nefior , yet I have liv'd to a third Generation of your Houfe ;

and by your Grace's Favour am admitted (till to hold from you

by the fa"me Tenure.

I am not vain enough to boaft that I have deferv'd the value

of fo llluftrious a Line ; but my Fortune is the greater, that

for three Defcents they have been pleas'd to diftinguifh my
Poems from thofe of other Men ; and have accordingly made
me their peculiar Care. May it be permitted me to

fay, That
as your Grandfather and Father were cherifh'd ajid adorn'd

with Honours by two iucceffive Monarchs, fo i have been

eftcem'd, and patron is'd, by the Grandfather, the Father, and
%
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The Dedication.

the Son, defcended from one of the moft Ancient
, moft Con-

fpicuous, and moft Deferring Families in Europe.

'Tis true
,

that by delaying th? Payment of my laft Fine,
when it was due by your Grace's Acceflion to the Titles

,
and

Patrimonies of your Houfe
,

I may feem in rigour of Law to

have made a forfeiture of my Claim, yet my Heart has always
been devoted to your Service : And fihce you have been graci-

oully pleas'd, by your permiffion of this Addrefs, to accept the

tender of my Duty ,
'tis not yet too late to lay thefe Poems at

your Feet.

The World is fenfible that you worthily fucceed
, not only

to the Honours of your Anceftors, but alfo to their Virtues.

The long Chain of Magnanimity, Courage, eafinefsof Accefs,
and deflre of doing Good, even to the Prejudice of your For-

tune, is fo far from being broken in your Grace, that the pre-
cious Metal yet runs pure to the neweft Link of it : Which I

will not call the laft, becaufe I hope and pray, it may defcend
to late Pofterity : And your flourifhing Youth

,
and that of

your excellent Dutchefs, are happy Omens of my Wifh.

'Tis obfery'd by Livy and by others ,
That fome of the no-

bleft Roman Families retain'd a refemblance of their Anceftry,
not only in their Shapes and Features

,
but alfo in their Man-

ner?, their Qualities, and the diftinguifhing Characters of their

Minds : Some Lines were noted for a ftern, rigid Virtue, fal-

vage,haughty,parcimonious and unpopular : Others were more

fweet, and affable ;
made of a more pliant Pad, humble, cour-

teous, and obliging ; ftudiousof doing charitable
Offices, and

dirfufive of the Goods which they enjoy'd. The laft of thefe

is the proper and indelible Character of your Grace's Family.
God Almighty has endu'd yon with a Softnefs, a Beneficence,
an attractive Behaviour winning on the Hearts of others

; and
fo fenfible of their Mifery, that the Wounds of Fortune, feem
not inflicted on them but on your felf. You are fo ready to

redrefs, that you alrnoft prevent their Wifhes, and always ex-

ceed their Expectations : As if what was yours, was not your
own, and not given you to polTefs, but to beftow on wanting
Merit. But this is a Topick which I muft caft in Shades, left

I of-



The Dedication.

I offend your Modefty, which is fo far from being oftentatious

of the Good you do, that it blulhes even to have it known:
And therefore I muft leave you to the Satisfaction and Tefti-

mony of your own Confcience
,

which though it be a filent

Panegvrick, is yet the belt.

-*?

You are fe eafy of Accefs, that PopHcola was not more, whofe

Doors were open'd on the Outride to fave the People even the

common Civility of asking entrance ; where all were equally
admitted ; where nothing that was reaibnable was deny'd ;

where Misfortune was a powerful Recommendation, and where

(I can fcarce forbear faying) that Want it felf was a powerful

Mediator, and was next to Merit.

The Hiftory of Peru afTures us , That their Incas above all

their Titles, efteem'd that the higheft ,
which calfd them Lo-

vers of the Poor : A Name more glorious, than the Felix, Pirn,

and Auguftiis
of the Roman Emperors ;

which were Epithets of

Flattery, deferv'd by few of them ; and not running in a Blood

like the perpetual Gentlenefs, and inherent Goodnels of the

ORMOND Family.

GJold, as it is the pureft, fo it is the fofteft, and moft duftile

of all Metals : Iron, which is the liardeft, gathers Ruft, cor-

rodes its felf
;
and is therefore fubjed: to Corruption : It was

never intended for Coins and Medals, or to bear the Faces and

Infcriptions of the Great. Indeed 'tis fit for Armour
,

to bear

off Infults, and preferve the Wearer in the Day of Battle : But

the Danger once repelFd ,
'tis laid afide by the Brave ,

as a

Garment too rough for civil Converfation ; a neceflary Guard
in War, but too harm and cumberfome in Peace

,
and which

keeps orT the embraces of a more human Life.

For this Reafon, my Lord, though you have Courage in a

heroical Degree , yet I afcribe it to you ,
but as your fecond

Attribute : Mercy, Beneficence, and Companion, claim Pre-

cedence
,

as they are firft in the divine Nature. An intrepid

Courage, which is inherent in vour Grace
,

. is at beft but a

Holiday-kind of Virtue, to be ieldom exercis'd, and never but

in Cafes of Neceffity : Affability, Mildnefs, Tendernefs, and a

Word,



The Dedication.

Word, which I would fain bring back to its original Significa-

tion of Virtue, I mean good Nature, are of daily ufe : They
are the Bread of Mankind, and Staff of Life : Neither Sighs,

nor Tears, nor Groans, nor Curfes of the vanquifh'd, follow

Acts of Compaflion^and of Charity : But a fincere Pleafure,

and Serenity of Mind ,
in him who performs an Action of

Mercv, which cannot iutfer the Misfortunes of another, with-

out rediefs ;
leaft they mould bring a kind of Contagion along

with them, and pollute the Happinefs which he enjoys.

Yet fince the perverfe Tempers of Mankind, fince Opprek
fion on one fide ,

-and Ambition on the other
, are ibmetimes

the unavoidable Occafions of War
; that Courage, that Mag^

nanimity, and Refolutiom which is born with you, cannot be

too much commended : And here it grieves me that I am
fcanted in the pleafure of dwelling on many of your Actions :

But i#>Mj Tpw<*? is an Expreflion which Tully often ufes, when
vould do what he dafes not

,
and fears the Cenfure of the

komans.

I have fometimes been fore'd to amplify on others ; but here,
where the Subject is fo fruitful, that the Harveft overcomes the

Reaper, T am fhorten'd by my Chain
,
and can only fee what

is forbidden me to reach : Since it is not permitted me to com-

mend you, according to the extent of my Wifhes, and much
lefs is it in my Power to make my Commendations equal to

your Merits.

Yet in this Frugality of your Praifes, there are fome Things
which I cannot omit, without detracting from your Character.

You have fo form'd your own Educafion
, as enables you to

pay the Debt you owe your Country; or more properly

fpeaking . both your Countries : Becaufe you were born, I

may almott lay in Purple at the Caftle of Dublin, when your
Grandfather was Lord-Lieutenant, and have fince been bred

in the Court of England.

If this Addrefs had been in Verfe
,

I might have call'd you
as ClawJtan calls Mercury, Numen commune, Gemino

faciens
com-*

mercia munch. The better to
fatisfy

this double Obligation you
have
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have early cultivated the Genius you have'to Arms,

when the Service of Britain or Inland {hall require

that

your

Courage, and your Conduct, you may exert them both to the

Benefit of either Country. You began in the Cabinet what

you afterwards pra&is'd in the Camp ; and thus both LucuUm

and C<xfar (to omit a crowd of mining Romans) form d them^

felves to the War by the Study of Hiftory ; and by the Exam-

ples of the greateff Captains ,
both of Greece and hah

i before

their time. I name thofe two Commanders in particular, be-

caufe they were better read in Chronicle than any of the

Roman Leaders ;
and that LucuUm in particular, having only

the Theory of War from Books, was thought fit, without

Practice, to be lent into the Field, againft the moft formidable

Enemy of Rome. Tully indeed was call'd the learn'd Conful

in derifion ;
but then he was not born a Soldier : His Head

was turn'd another way : When he read the Ta&icks he was

thinking on the Bar, which was his Field of Battle. The

Knowledge of Warfare is thrown away on a General who
dares not make ufe of what he knows. I commend it only in

a Man of Courage and of Refolution ; in him it will direct his

Martial Spirit ; and teach him the way to the belt Victories,

which are thofe that are leaft bloody, and which tho' atchiev'd

by the Hand, are manag'd by the Head. Science diftinguifhes

a Man of Honour from one of thofe Athletick Brutes whom
undefervedly we call Heroes. Curs'd be the Poet, who nrfi:

honoured with that Name a meer Ajax ,
a Man-killing Ideot.

The Vlyjfes of Ovid upbraids his Ignorance, that he underftood

not the Shield for which he pleaded : There was engraven on

it, Plans of Cities, and Maps of Countries, which Ajar could

not comprehend, but look'd on them as ftupidly as his Fellow-

Bean- the Lion. But on the other fide, your Grace has given

your felf the Education of his Rival ; you have ftudied every

.Spot of Ground in Flanders, which for thefe ten Years paft ha?

been the Scene of Battles and of Sieges. No wonder if you

perform'd your Part with inch Applaufe on a Theater which

you underftood fo well.

If I defign'd this for a Poetical Encomium, it were eafy to

enlarge o*n fo copious a Subject ; but confining my felf tp the

C Se-
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Severity of Truth, and to what is becoming me to fay, I muft

not only pafs over many Inftances of your Military Skill, but

alfo thofe of your affiduous Diligence in the War ; and of your
Perfonal Bravery, attended witli an ardent Thirft of Honour ;

a long Train of Generofity ; Profufenefs of doing Good ; a

Soul unfatisfy'd with all it has done
;

and an unextinguifh'd
Defire of doing more.

'

But all this is Matter for your own
Hiftorians ; I am, as Virgil lays, Spatiis exclufiis iniquU.

Yet not to be wholly fileut of all your Charities I muft ftay
a little on one A&ion, which preferred the Relief of Others, to

the Confederation of your Self. When, in the Battle of Landen,

your Heat ofCourage (a Fault only pardonable to your Youth)
had traniported you fo far before your Friends, that they were
unable to follow, much lefs to fuccour you ; when you were
not only dangeroully,but in all appearance mortally wounded,
when in that defperate Condition you were made Prifoner,and
carried to Namur at that time in Poflfeffion of the French; then it

was,my Lord, that you took a confiderable Part ofwhat was re-

mitted toyouofyour ownRevenues,andas a memorable Inftance

ofyour Heroick Charity,put it into the Handsof CountGuifiard,
who was Governor of the Place, to be diftributed among your
Fellow-Prifoners. The French Commander, charm'd with the

greatnefs of your Soul, accordingly confign'd it to the life for

which it was intended by the Donor : By which means the

Lives of fo many miferable Men were fav'd, and a comfortable

Provifion made for their Subfiftance, who had otherwife pe-

rifh'd, had not you been the Companion of their Misfortune :

or rather fent by Providence, like another Jofeph ,
to keep out

Famine from invading thofe, whom in Humility you call'd

your Brethren. How happy was it for thofe poor Creatures,
that your Grace was made their Fellow-Sufferer ? And how

glorious for You ,
that you chofe to want rather than not re-

lieve the Wants of others? The Heathen Poet, in commending
the Charity of Dido to the Trojans, fpoke like a Chriftian :

Non ignara mali miferis, fuccurere di/co. All Men, even thofe of
a different Intereft, and contrary Principles, muft praife this

Action, as the moft eminent for Piety, not only in this dege-
nerate Age, but almoft in any of the former; when Men were

made



The Dedication.

made de meliore luto
;
when Examples of Charity were 'frequent,

and when there were in being ,
Teucri fuhberrima proles ,

Magnanimi Heroes nati melioribus annis. No Envy can detract

from this ; it will flune in Hiftory ; and like Swans, grow
whiter the longer it endures : And the Name of ORMOND
will be more celebrated in his Captivity ,

than in his greatefi

Triumphs.

But all Actions of your Grace are of a piece ; as Waters

keep the Tenour of their Fountains : your Companion is ge-

neral, and has the fame EfFet as well on Enemies as Friends.

'Tis fo much in your Nature to do Good, that your Life is

but one continued Acl: of placing Benefits on many ; as the

Sun is always carrying his Light to fome Part or other of the

World : And were it not that your Reafon guides you where
to give, I might almoft fay that you could not help bellowing
more

,
than is confiding with the Fortune ofa private Man,

or with the Will of any but an Alexander.

What Wonder is it then
,

that being born for a Bleffing to

Mankind, your fuppos'd Death in that Engagement, was fo

generally lamented through the Nation ? The Concernment
for it was as univerfal as the Lofs : And though the

Gratitude might be counterfeit in fome
, yet the Tears of all

were real : Where every Man deplor'd his private Part in that

Calamity, and even thofe %who had not tafted of your Favours,

yet built fo much on the Fame of your Beneficence, that they
bemoan'd the Lofs of their Expectations.

This brought the untimely Death of your Great Father

into freih remembrance ; as if the fame Decree had pafs'd on
two fhort fucceffive Generations of the Virtuous ; and I re-

peated to my felf the fame Verfes, which I had formerly ap-

ply'd to him : OJiendunt terru hunc tantum fata,
nee

ultra, ejfe

Jinunt. But to the Joy not only of all good Men, but of Man-
kind in general, the unhappy Omen took not place. You are

ftill living to enjoy the Bleffings and Applaufe of all the Good

you have perform'd ,
the Prayers of Multitudes whom you

have oblig'd, for your long Profperity ; and that your Power
of
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of doing generous and charitable A&ions, may be as extended

as your Will ; which is by none more zealoufly defir'd

than by

Tour GRACE 's moft bumble,'

moft
obligd, .

and moft

obedient Servant,

*

John Dryden.
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I
f m ^1 S with a Poet, as with a Man who defigns to build,

and is very exact, as he fuppofes, in calling up the

Cod beforehand : But, generally {peaking, he is mif-

taken in his Account, and reckons flioit of the Ex-

pencc he firft intended : He alters his Mind as the

Work proceeds, and will have this or that Convenience more, of

which he had not thought when he began. So has it hapned to

me ;
I have built a Houle, where I intended but a Lodge : Yet with

better Succefs than a certain Nobleman, who beginning with a Dog-
kennil, never liv'd to finilh the Palace he had contriv'd.

From tranflating the Firft of Homers Iliads, (which I intended as

an Eflay to the whole Work) I proceeded to the Tranflation of the

Twelfth Book of Ow/s Metamorphofes, becaufe it contains, among
other Things, the Caufes, the Beginning, and Ending, of the Trojan
War : Here I ought in reafon to have ilopp'd ;

but the Speeches of

Ajax and
Ulyffcs I3 ing next in my way, I could not balk em. When

I had compafs'd them, I was Co taken with the former Part of the

Fifteenth Book, (which is the Mafter-piece of the whole Metamor-

phofes) that I enjoy n'd my (elf the pleafing Task of rendring it into

En&lifh. And now I found, by the Number of my Verfes, that

they began to fwell into a little Volume ;
which gave me an Occa-

fion of looking backward on fome Beauties of my Author, in his for-

mer Books : There occur'd to me the Hunting of the Boar, Cinyras
and Myrrha, the good-natur'd Story of Baucis and Philemon

,
with

the reft, which I hope I have tranflated clofely enough, and given
them the fame Turn of Verfe, which they had in the Original ;

and this, 1 may (ay without vanity, is not the Talent of every
Poet : He who has arriv'd the neareft to it, is the Ingenious and
Learned Sandys, the beft Vcrfifier of the former Age; if I may
properly call it by that Name, which was the former Part of this

concluding Century. For Spencer and Fairfax both flourifh'd in the

Reign of Queen Elizabeth: Great Matters in our Language; and
who faw much farther into the Beauties of our Numbers, than thofe

who immediately followed them. Milton was the Poetical Son of

Spencer, and Mr. Waller of Fairfax ;
for v\ e have our Lineal Des-

cents and Clans, as well as other Families: Spencer more than once

infinuates, that the Soul of Chaucer was transfus'd into his Body ;

and that he was begotten by him Two hundred years after his De-
ceafe. Milton has acknowledg'd to me, that Spencer was his Ori-

ginal ; and many befides my felf have heard our famous Waller

own, that he deriv'd the Harmony of his Numbers from the Godfrey
of Bufloigt?, which was turn'd into Englifh by Mr. Fairfax. But to

return : Having done with Ovid for this time, it came into my
mind, that our old Engl/Jb Poet Chaucer in many Things refembled

* A him,
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him,and that with no difad vantage on the Side of the Modern Author,

as 1 ihall endeavour to prove when I compare them : And as I am,
and always have been ftudious to promote the Honour of my Native

Country, fo I foon refolv'd to put their Merits to the Trial; by

turning Tome of the Canterbury tales into our Language, as it is now
refin'd : For by this Means both the Poets being let in the fame

Light, and drefs'd in the fame Englijh Habit, Story to be com-

par'd with Story, a certain Judgment may l.e made betwixt them,

by the Reader, without obtruding my Opinion on him : Or if I

licm partial to my Country-man, and TredecelTor in the Laurel,

the Friends of Antiquity are not few : And befides many of the

Learn'd, Ovid has almoft all the Beaux, and the whole Fair Sex

his declar'd Patrons. Perhaps I have afium'd fomewhat more to

my felf than they allow me; becaufe I have adventurd to

fum up the Evidence : But the Readers arc the Jury ;
and their

Privilege remains entire to decide according to the Merits of the

Caufe : Or, if they pleafe to bring it to another Hearing, before

fome other Court. In the mean time, to follow the Thrid of my
Difcourfc, (as Thoughts, according to Mr. Hobln, have always
fome. Connexion) fo from Chaucer I was led to think on Boccace^

who was not only his Contemporary, but alio purfu'd the fame

Studies; wrote Novels in Profe, and many Works in Verfe; parti-

cularly is faid to have invented the Octave Rhyme, or Stanza of

Eight Lines, which ever fince has been maintain'd by the Practice of

all Italian Writers, who are, or at lead aflume the Title of llerokk

Poets : He and Chaucer, among other Things, had this in common,
that they rcfin'd their Mother-Tongues ;

but with this difference,

that Dante had begun to file their Language, at leaft in Verfe, be-

fore the time of Boccace, who likewife received no little Help ffom

his Mailer Petrarch : But the Reformation of their Profe was wholly

owing to Boccace himfelf
;
who is yet the Standard of Purity in the

Italian Tongue ; though many of his Phrafes' are become obfolete,

as in procels of Time it mud needs happen. Chaucer (as you have

formerly been told by our learn'd Mr. Rhymer) f. rft adorn 'd and

amplified our barren Tongue from the Provencal/, which was then

the moll: poliuVd of all the 'Modern Lauguages : But this Subject

has been copioully treated by that great Critick, who defcrves no

little Commendation from us his Countrymen. For thefe Rcafons of

Time, and Refemblance of Genius, in Chaucer and Boccace, T re-

folv'd to join them in my prefent Work
;
to which I have added

fome Original Papers of my own
;

which whether they are equal

or infrriour to my other Poems, an Author is the mot improper

Judge ;
and therefore I leave them wholly to tlje Mercy of the Rea-

der : 1 will hope the belt, that they will not be condemn'd but if

they mould, 1 have the F.xcufe of an old Gentleman, who mount-

ing on Horfeback before fome Ladies, when I was prefent, got up
fomewhat heavily, but defir'd of the lair Spectators, that they

would count Fourlcore and c
:

ght before theyjudg'd him. By the

Mercy of God, I am already come within Twenty Years, of his

Number, a Cripple in my Limbs, but what Decays are in my Mind,
the Reader mult determine. I think my (elf as vigorous as ever in

die Faculties of my Soul, excepting only my Memory, which is

not
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not impair'd to any great degree ;

and if I lofe not more of it, I

have no great reafon to complain. What Judgment I had, increafes

rather than diminillics ;
and Thoughts, (uch as they are, come

crowding in fo fall upon me, that my only Difficulty is to chufe or

to reject ;
to run them into Verfe, or to give them the other Har-

mony of Profe, I have ib long ftudied and pradtis'd both, thrit they
are grown into a Habit, and become familiar to me. In fliort,

though 1 may lawfully plead fome part of the old Gentleman's Ex-

cufe ; yet I will referve it till I think I have greater need, and ask

no Grains of Allowance for the Faults of this my prefent Work, but

thole which are given of courfe to Humane Frailty. I will not

trouble my Reader with the ihortnefs of Time in which I writ it ;

or the feveral Intervals of Sicknefs : They who think too well of

their own Performances, are apt to boaft in their Prefaces how little

Time their Works have cofl: them; and what other Bufinefs of

more importance interfer'd : But the Reader will be as apt to ask

the Quell ion, Why they allow'd not a longer Time to make their

Works more perfect ? and why they had ib defpicable an Opinion
of their Judges, as to thrufl: their indigefted Stuff upon them, as if

they defcrv'd no better.*

With this Account of my prefent Undertaking, I conclude the

firft Part of this Difcourfe : In the fecond Part, as at a fecond Sit-

ting, though I alter not the Draught, I mufl touch the fame Features

over again, and change the Dead-colouring of the Whole. In ge-
neral I will only fay, that I have written nothing which favours of

Immorality or Profanenefs
;

at lead, I am not confeious to my felf

of any fueh Intention. If there happen to be found an irreverent

ExprelFicn, or a Thought too wanton,' they are crept into my
Verfes through my Inadvertency : If the Searchers find any in the

Cargo, let thetflflbe ilav'd or forfeited, like Counterbanded Goods;
at lcaif, let th'e'rV Authors be anfwcrable for them, as being but

imported Merchandise, and not of my own Manufacture. On the

other Side, I have endeavour'd to chufe fuch Fables, both Ancient

and Modern, as contain in eacli of them fome inllruclive Moral,
v Inch I could prove by Induction, but the Way is tedious

;
and they

leap foremoft into fight, without the Reader's Trouble of looking
after them. I wilh I could affirm with a ftfe Confcience, that I

had taken the fame Care in all my former Writings ;
for it muft be

own'd, that fuppofing Verfes arc never fo beautiful or pleafing, yet
if they contain any thing which fhocks Religion, or Good Man-
ners, they are at heft, what Horace fays of good Numbers without

good Senie, Verjus inopes rerum, nugaque cancrce : Thus far, I hope,
i am Right in Court, without renouncing to my other Right of

Self-defence, where 1 have been wrongfully accus'd, and my Senfe

wire-drawn into Blafphemy or Bawdry, as it has often been by a

Religious Lawyer, in a late Pleading againfl the Stage ;
in which he

mixes Truth with I-allhood, and has not forgotten the old Rule, of

calumniating flrongly, that fomething may remain.

I r< fume the Thnd of my Difcourfe with the firft of my Tranfla-

tibns, which was tiie Firft //Wof Homer. If it ihall pleaie God to

give me longer Life, and moderate Health, my Intentions are to
tranllate the whole Mas

; provided /till, that I meet with thofe En-

couragements
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couragements from the Publick, which may enable me to proceed
in my Undertaking with fome Chearfulnefs. And this I dare allure

the World before-hand, that I have found by Trial, Homer a more

plcafing Task than Virgil, (though I fay not the Translation will

be lels laborious.) For the Grecian is more according to my Genius,
than the Latin Poet. In the Works of the two Authors we may
read their Manners, and natural Inclinations, which are wholly dif-

ferent. Virgil was of a quiet, fedate Temper ;
Homer was vio-

lent, impetuous, and full of Fiie. The chief Talent of Virgil was

Propriety of Thoughts, and Ornament of Words : Homer was

rapid in his Thoughts, and took all the Liberties both of Numbers,
and of Expreliions, which his Language, and the Age in which he
liv'd allow'd him : Homer's Invention was more copious, Virgil's
more confin'd : So that if Homer had not led the Way, it was not in

Virgil to have begun Heroick Poetry : For, nothing can be more

evident, than that the Roman Poem is but the Second Tart of the
IHas

;
a Continuation of the fame Story : And the Perfons already

form'd : The Manners of /Eneas, are thofe of Hedor fuperadded to

thofe which Homer gave him. The Adventures of Ulyffes in the

Odyff'eis, are imitated in the firft Six Books of Virgil's '/Eneis : And

though the Accidents are not the fame, (which would have argu'd
him of a fervile, copying, and total Barrennefs of Invention) yet
the Seas were the fame, in which both the Heroes wander'd

, and
Dido cannot be deny'd to be the Poetical Daughter of Calypfo. Ihe
Six latter Books of Virgil's Poem, are the Four and twenty Iliads

contracted : A Quarrel occafion'd by a Lady, a Single Combate,
Battels fought, and a Town befieg'd. I fay not this in derogation
to Virgil, neither do I contradict any thing which I have formerly
faid in his juft Praife: For his Epifodes are almoft wholly of his own
Invention

;
and the Form which he has given to the Telling, makes

the Tale nte own, even though the Original Story had been the

fame. But this proves, however, that Homer taught Virgil to delign :

And if Invention be the firft Vertue of an F.pick Poet, then the
,

Latin Poem can only be allow 'd the fecond Place. Mr. Holbs, in

the Preface to his own bald Tranflation of the Mas, (ftudying

Poetry as he did Mathematicks, when it was too late) Mr. Hobbs,
I fay, begins the Praife of Homer where he fhculd have ended it.

He tells us, that the firft Beauty of an Epick Poem conlifls in

Diclion, that is, in the Choice of Words, and Harmony of Num-
bers: Now, the Words are the Colouring of the Work, which in

the Order of Nature is laft to be comider'd. The Defgn, the

Diipoftion, the Manners, and the 1 hough ts, are all before it : W here

any of thofe are wanting or imperfect, fo much wants or is imper-
fect in the Imitation of Humane Life

;
which is in the very Defi-

nition of a Poem. Words indeed, like glaring Colours, are the

firft Beauties that arife, and ftrike the Sight ;
but if the Draught be

falie or lame, the Figures ill difpos'd, the Manners obfeure or in-

confiftent, or the Thoughts unnatural, then the fineft Colours are

but Dawbing, and the Piece is a beautiful Monftcr at the bell.

Neither Virgil nor Homer were deficient in any of the former Beau-

ties; but in this laft, which is Expreifon, the Roman i oet is at

leaft equal to the Grecian, as I have laid tlltwb.ere
; iupplying the

Poverty
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Poverty of his Language, by his Mufical Ear, and by his Dili-

gence. But to return : Our two Great Poets, being fo different in

their Tempers, one Cholerick and Sanguin, the other Phlegmatick'
and Melancholick ;

that which makes them excel in their feveral

Ways, is, that each of them has followed his own natural Inclina-

tion, as well in forming the Defign, as in the Execution of it. The

very Heroes Ihew their Authors : Achilles is hot, impatient, revenge-

ful, Impiger, iracundus, inexorabilis, averse. JEnxas patient, con-

fiderate, careful of his People, and merciful to his Enemies
; ever

fubmilf.ve to the Will of Heaven, quo fata trabunt retrahuntque,

Jequamur. I could pleafe my lelf with enlarging on this Subject,

but am fore'd to defer it to a fitter Time. From all I have faid, I

will onlv draw, this Inference, That the Action of Homer being
more full of Vigour than that of Virgil, according to the Temper
of the Writer, is of confequence more pleafing to the Reader.

One warms you by Degrees ;
the other lets you on fire all at once,

and never intermits his Heat. 'Tis the fame Difference which Loh-

gimu makes betwixt the Efle&s of Eloquence in Demojlhenes^ and

fully. Cncperfuades; the other commands. You never cool while

you read Hemer, even not in the Second Book, (a graceful Flattery

to his Countrymen {) but he haOens from the Ships, and concludes

not that Book till he has made you an Amends by the violent play-

ing of a new Machine. From thence he hurries on his Action with

Variety of Events, and ends it in left Compafs than Two Months.
This Vehemence of his, I confefs, is more fuitable to my Tem-
per : and therefore I have tranflated his Firft Book with greater
Pleafure than any part of Virgil: But it was not a Pleafure without

Pains: The continual Agitations of the Spirits, mull needs be a

Weakning of any Conflitution, efpeciaily in Age : and many Paufes

f re required for Refreshment betwixt the Heats
;
the Iliad of its felf

being a third part longer than all Virgil s Works together.
T his is what I thought needful in this I lace to lay of Homer. I

proceed to Oxv//, and Chaucer
; confidering the former only in re-

lation to the latter. With Ovid ended the Golden Age of the Ro-

man Tongue i i rom Chaucer the Purity of the Englijk Tongue began.
The Manners of the Poets were not unlike : both of them were

well-bred, well-natur'd, amorous, and Libertine, at lead in their

Writings, it may be alfo in their Lives. Their Studies were the

fame, Philofophy, and Philology. Both of them were knowing in

Agronomy, of which Ovid's Books of the Roman Feafls, and Chan-

cers Treatifc of the Aflrolabe, are fufficient Witneffes. But Chaucer

was likewife an- Afirologer, as Were Virgil, Horace, Perfius, and

Manilms. Both writ with wonderful Facility and Clearnefs
j

nei-

ther were great Inventors : For Ovid only copied the Grecian Fables ;

and mod of Chancers Stories were taken from his Italian Contem-

poraries, or their Prcdeceflbrs : Boccace his Decameron was ftrit pub-
lilh'd ; and from thence our Englijhman has borrow'd many of his

Canterbury Tales : Yet that of Palamon and Arcite was written in all

.probability by (bine Italian Wit, in a former Age ;
as I ihall prove

hereafter : The Tale of Grizild was the Invention of Petrarch ; by
him fent to Boccace

j
from whom it came to Chaucer : Troilas and

Crejfida was alfo written bv a Lombard Author
;
but much amplified

* B by
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by our Engli/h Tranflatour, as well as beautified

;
the Genius of our

Countrymen in general being rather to improve an Invention, than

to invent themfelves; as is evident not only in our Poetry, but in

many of our Manufactures I find I have anticipated already, and
taken up from Boccace before 1 come to him : But there is (o much
lefs behind

;
and I am of the Temper of moft Kings, who love to

be in Debt, arc all for prefent Money, no matter how they pay it

afterwards : Befides, the Nature of a Preface is rambling ;
never

wholly out of the Way, nor in it. This I have lcarn'd from the

Practice of honeft Montaign, and return at my pleafure to Ovid and
Chaucer> of whom I have little more to fay. Both of them built

on the Inventions of other Men
; yet fince Chaucer had fomething

of his own, as The Wife of Baths Tale, The Cock and the Fox, which

I.have tranflated, and fome others, I may juilly give our Country-
man the Precedence in that Part ; fince I can remember nothing of

Ovid which was wholly his. Both of them underftood the Man-

ners; under which Name I comprehend the 1-aflions, and, in a

larger Senfe, the Defcriptions of Perfbns, and their very Habits :

For an Example, I fee Baucis and Philemon as perfectly before me,
as if fome ancient Painter had drawn them

;
and all the Pilgrims

in the Canterbury Tales, their Humours, their Features, anJ the

very Drefs, as diftinctly as if I had fupp'd with them at the Tabard
in Southwark : Yet even there too the Figures of Chaucer are much
more lively, and fet in a better Light : Which though I have not

time to prove ; yet I appeal to the Reader, and am fure he will

clear me from Partiality. The Thoughts and Words remain to be

confider'd, in the Companion of the two Poets
;
and I have fav'd

my ielf one half of that Labour, by owning that Ovid liv'd when
the Roman Tongue was in its Meridian

; Chaucer, in the Dawning of

our Language : Therefore that Part of the Comparifon (lands not

on an equal Foot, any more than the Diction of Enniiis and Ovid
;

or of Chaucer, and our prefent Engli/h. The Words are given up
as a Port not to be defended in our Poet, becaule he wanted the

Modern Art of Fortifying. The Thoughts remain to be confider'd :

And they are to be meafur'd only by their Propriety ;
that is, as

they flow more or lefs naturally from the Perfons defcrib'd, on fuch

and fuch Occafions. The Vulgar Judges, which are Nine Farts in

Ten of all Nations, who call Conceits and Jingles Wit, who fee

Ovid full of them, and Chaucer altogether without them, will think

me little left than mad, for preferring the Englifhman to the Reman .-

Yet, with their leave, I mull prefume to fay, that the Things they
admire are only glittering Trifles, and fo far from being Witty, that

in a ferious Poem they are naufeous, becaule they are unnatural.

Wou'd any Man who is ready to die for Love, dclcribe his Pafiion

like Narcijfus ? Wou'd he think of inopem me copia fecit, and' a

Dozen more of fuch Expreflions, pour a on the Neck of one ano-

ther, and Signifying all the fame Thing.'
3 If this were Wit, was this

a Time to be witty, when the poor Wretch was in the Agony of

Death ? This is juft John Littlewit in Bartholomew Fair, who had
a Conceit (as he tells you) left him in his Mifery ; a miferable

Conceit. On thefc Occafions the Poet fbou'd endeavour to raife

Pity ; But infleaj of this, Ovid is tickling you to laugh. Virgil
never
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never made ufe of fuch Machines, when he was moving you to

conimiferate the Death of Dido : He would not deftroy what he
was building. Chaucer makes Arcite violent in his Love, and un-

jufl in the Purfuit of it : Yet when he came to die, he made him
think more reafonably : He repents not of his Love, for that had
alter'd his Character

;
but acknowledges the Injuftice of his Pro-

ceedings, and refigns Emilia to ?alamort. What would Ovid have

done on this Occafion ? He would certainly have made Arcite

witty on his Death-bed. He had complain cl lie was farther off

from Pofleii on, by being fo near, and a thoufand fuch Boyifms,
which Chaucer rejected as below the Dignity of the Subject. They
who think otherwife, would by the fame Reafbn prefer Lucan and
Ovid to Homer and Virgil, and Martial to all Fcur of them. As
for the Turn of Words, in which Ovid particularly excels all Poets;

they are fometimes a Fault, and fometimes a Beauty, as they are

us'd properly or improperly ;
but in ftrong Paflions always to be

fliunn'd, becaule Paflions are ferious, and will admit no Playing.
The French have a high Value for them

;
and I confefs, they are

often what they call Delicate, when they are introdue'd with Judg-
ment

;
but Chaucer writ with more Simplicity, and follow 'd Nature

more clofely, than to ufe them. I have thus far, to the befl: of my
Knowledge, been an upright Judge betwixt the Parties in Competi-
tion, not medling with the Defign nor the DifpoGtion of it ; be-

caule the Defign was not their own
;
and in the difpofing of it they

were equal, it remains that I fay fomevvhat of Chaucer in par-
ticular.

In the firft place, As he is the Father of Englifh Poetry, fo I hold

him in the fame Degree of Veneration as the Grecians held Homer.,
or the Romans Virgil: He is a perpetual Fountain of good Senfe;
learn'd in all .Sciences

,
and therefore fpeaks properly on all Sub-

jedts
: As he knew what to (ay, Co he knows alfo when to leave off;

a Continence which is pradtis'd by few Writers, and fcarcely by any
of the Ancients, excepting Virgil and Horace. One of our late

great Poets is funk in his Reputation, becaufe he cou'd never forgive

any Conceit which came in his way; but fwept like a Drag-net,

great and fmall. There was plenty enough, but the DHhes were ill

ibrted
;
whole Pyramids of 6'weet-meats, for Boys and Women ;

but little of folid Meat, for Men : All this proceeded not from any
want of Knowledge, but of Judgment ;

neither did he want that

in difcerning the Beauties and Faults of other Poets ;
but only irt-

dulg'd himleL' in the Luxury of Writing ;
and perhaps knew it was

a Fault, but hop'd the Reader would not find it. For this Reafon,

though he mult always be thought a great Poet, he is no longer
efteem'd a good Writer : And for Ten lmprcilions, which his Works
have had info many fucceflive Years, yet at prefent a hundred Books
are fcarcely purchas'd once a Twelvemonth : For, as my lalt Lord

Rochefter faid, though fomewhat profanely, Not being of God, he

could not fland.

Chaucer follow'd Nature every where
;
but was never fo bold to

go beyond her : And there is a great Difference of being Poeta and

nimis Poeta, if wc may believe Cxti{l/us,as much as betwixt a mo-
de!! Behaviour and Affectation. The Verfe of Chaucer, I confefs,

is
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is not Harmonious to us ; but 'tis like the Eloquence of one whom
Tacitus commends, it was auribus ijlius temporis accomraodata : They
who liv'd with him, and fome time alter him, thought it Mufical

;

and it continues fo even in our Judgment, if compar'd with the

Numbers of LiJgate and Gower his Contemporaries : There is the

rude Sweetnefs of a Scotch Tune in it, w hich is natural and pleafmg,

though not perfedr. 'Tis true, I cannot go fo far as he who pub-
lifli'a the lad Edition of him; for he would make us believe the

Fault is in our Ears, and that there were really Ten Syllables in a

Verfe where we find but Nine : But this Opinion is not worth con-

futing ;
'tis fo grofs and obvious an Errour

,
that common Senfe

(which is a Rule in every thing but Matters of Faith and Revela-

tion) mnft convince the Reader, that Equality of Numbers in every
Verfe which we call Heroick, was either not known, or not always

practis'd in Chaucer's Age. It were an eafie Matter to produce
fome thoufands of his Verfes, which are lame for want of half a

Foot, and fometimes a whole one, and which no Pronunciation

can make otherwife. We can only fay, that he liv'd in the Infancy
of our Poetry, and that nothing is brought to Perfection at the

iirft. We muft be Children before we grow Men. There was an

Ennius, and in procefs of Time a Lucihus, and a Lucretius, before

Virgil and Horace even after Chaucer there was a Spencer, a Har-

rington, a Fairfax, before Waller and Detiham were in being : And
our Numbers were in their Nonage till thefe laft appear'd. I need

fay little of his Parentage, Life, and Fortunes : They are to be

found at large in all the Editions of his Works. He was employ'd

abroad, and favour'd by Edward the Third, Richard the Second,
and Henry the Fourth, and was Poet, as I fuppofe, to all Three or

them. In Richard's Time, I doubt, he was a little dipt in the Rebel-

lion of the Commons ;
and being Brothcr-in-Law to John of Chant,

it was no wonder if he follow'd the Fortunes of that Family; and

was well with Henry the Fourth when he had depos'd his Predecef-

for. Neither is it to be admir'd, that Henry, who was a wi(e as

well as a valiant Prince, who claim'd by Succellion, and was fenfible

that his Title was not found, but was rightfully in Mortimer, who
had married the Heir of Tori

;
it was not to be admir'd, I lay, if

that great Politician fhould be pleas'd to have the greateft Wit of

thofe Times in his Intereils, and to be the Trumpet of his Fraifes.

Auguftus had given him the Example, by the Advice of Mecanas,
who recommended Virgil and Horace to him

;
whole Prailes help'd

to make him Popular while he was alive, and after his Death have

made him Precious to Pollerity. As for the Religion of our Poet,
he feems to have fome little Byas towards the Opinions of Wkkliff,
after John of Gaunt his Patron ; fomewhat of which appears in the

Tale of Fieri Plowman : Yet I cannot blame him for inveighing
lb fharply againft the Vices of the Clergy in his Age : Their Pride,
their Ambition, their Pomp, their Avarice, their Worldly Intereft,

deferv'd the Lafhes which he gave them, both in that, and in molt
of his Canterbury Tales: Neither has his Contemporary Boccace,

fpar'd them. Yet both thofe Poets liv'd in much eUecm, with

good and holy Men in Orders : For the Scandal which is given by
particular Fricfls, rcfleds not on the Sacred Fuudtion. Chaucer's

Mont
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Monk, his Chatton, and his Fryar, took not from the Character of

his Good Parfoti. A Satyrical Poet is the Check of the Laymen, on

bad Priefts. We are only to take care, that we involve not the In-

nocent with the Guilty in the fame Condemnation. The Good can-

not be too much honour'd, nor the Bad too courfly us'd : For the

Corruption of the Beft, becomes the Word. ' When a Clergy-maft
is whipp'd, his Gown is firft taken off, by which the Dignity of his

Order is fecur'd : If he be wrongfully accus'd, he has his Acftion of

Slander
,
and 'tis at the Poet's Peril, if he tranfgrels the Law. But

they will *te!l us, that all kind of Satire, though never to well de-

ferv'd by particular Priefts, yet brings the whole Order into Contempt.
Is then the Peerage of England any thing diuhonour'd, when a Peer

ftifters for his Trealon ? If he be libelfd, or any way defam'd, he

has his Scand.ilum Magnatmn to punifh the Offendor. They who ufe

this kind of Argument, feem to be confcious to themfelves of fome-

what which has deferv'd the Poet's Lafli ; and are lefs concern'd for

their Publick Capacity, than for their Private : At leaft, there is

Pride at the bottom of their Reafoning. If the Faults of Men in

Orders are only to be judg'd among themfelves, they are all in fome
fort Parties : For, fmce they fay the Honour4 of their Order is con-

cern'd in every Member of it, how can we be fure, that they will

be impartial Judges ? How far I may be allow'd to fpeak my Opi-
nion in this Cafe, I know not : But I am fure a Difpute of this Na-
ture caus'd Mifchief in abundance betwixt a King of England and

an Archbifhop of Canterbury ;
one Handing up for the Laws of his

Land, and the other for the Honour (as he call'd it) of God's

Church
; which ended in the Murther of the Prelate, and in the

whipping of his Majefty from Poll; to Pillar for his Penance. The
Learn'd and Ingenious Dr. Drake has fav'd me the Labour of inqui-

ring into the Eileem and Reverence which the Priefts have had of

old
; and I would rather extend than diminifh any part of it : Yet I

mull needs fay, that when a Pried provokes me without any Occa-
fion given htm, I have no Reafon, unlefs it be the Charity of a

Chri/lian, to forgive him : Prior lajit is Juftification fufficient in the

Civil Law. If I anfwer him in his own Language, Self-defence, I

am fure, muft be allow'd me
;
and if I carry it farther, even to a

lharp Recrimination, fomewhat may be indulg'd to Humane Frailty.

Yet my Refentment has not wrought fo far, but that I have follow'd

Chaucer in his Character of a Holy Man, and have enlarg'd on that

Subject with fome Pleafure, referving to my felf the Right, if I (hall

think fit hereafter, to defcribe another fort of Priefts, fuch as are more

eafily to be found than the Good Parfon ;
fuch as have given the laft

Blow to Chriftianity in this Age, by a Pra&ice fo contrary to their

Doctrine. But this will keep cold till another time. In the mean

while, I take up Chaucer where I left him. He muft have been a

Man of a moll wonderful comprehenfive Nature, becaufe, as it has

been truly obferv'd of him, he has taken into the Compafs of his-

Canterbury Tales the various Manners and Humours (as we now call

them") of the whole Englijh Nation, in his Age. Not a fingle Cha-

racter has efcap'd him. All his Pilgrims are feverally diftinguilh'd

from each other : and not only in their Inclinations, but in their

tery Phifiognomies and Perfons. Etaptifta Porta could not have de-
* C fcfib'd
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fcrib'd their Natures better, than by the Marks which the Poet gives

them. The Matter and Manner of their Tales, and of their Tel-

ling, are ib fluted to their different Educations, Humours, and Cal-

lings, that each of them would be improper in any other Mouth.

Even the grave and lcrioas Characters are dillingui'lh'd by their fe-

veral forts of Gravity : "I heir Diicourles are fuch as belong to their

Age, their Calling, and their Breeding ;
fuel) as are becoming or'

them, and of them only. Some o! Iks I'erlons are Vicious, and lome
Yertuous

;
fome are unlearn'd, or (as Chancer calls them) Lewd,

and fome are I.carn'd. Even the Ribaldry of the Low Characters

is different : The Reeve, the Miller, and the Cook, are feveral Men,
and diflinguilh'd from each other, as much as the mincing Lady
Priorefs, and the broad-fpeaking gap-tooth'd Wife of Bathe. But

enough of this : There is fuch a Variety of Game fpringing up be-

fore me, that I am diftradted in my Choice, and know not which
to follow. 'Lis fufficient to fay according to the Proverb, that here

is God's Plenty. We have our Fore-lathers and Great Grand-dames
all before us, as they were in Chaucer's Days; their general Chara-

ra&ers are flili remaining in Mankind, and "even in England, though
they are call'd by other Names than thofe of Moncks, and Fryars,
and Chanons, and Lady Alleges, and Nuns : For Mankind is ever

the fame, and nothing loft out of Nature, though every tiling is

alter'd. May 1 have leave to do my lelf thejuflice, (fmce my
Enemies will do me none, and are fo far from granting me to be a

good Poet, that they will not allow me fo much as to be a Chriili-

an, or a Moral Man) may I have leave, I fay, to inform my Rea-

der, that I have confin'd my Choice to fuch Talcs of Chaucer, as

favour nothing of Immodefty. If I had defir'd more to pleale
than to inftrucf, the Reve, the Miller, the Skipman, the Merchant,
the Sumner, and above all, the Wife of Bathe, in the Prologue to

her Tale, would have procur'd me as many Friends and Readers,
as there are Beaux and Ladies of Plcafure in the Town. But I will

no moreo(?end againft Good Manners : I am fenfible as I ought to

be of the Scandal I have given by my loofe Writings ;
and male

what Reparation I am able, by this Publick Acknowledgment If

any thing of this Nature, or of Pro'anenefs, be crept into thefe

Poems, 1 am fo lar from defending it, that I difown it. Totum hoc

indicium volo. Chaucer makes another manner of Apologie for his

broad-fpeaking, and Boccace makes the like
;

but I will follow nei-

ther of them. Our Country-man, in the end of his Characters, be-

fore the Canterbury Tales, thus excufes the Ribaldry, which is very

grofs, in many of his Novels.

But firfl, i pray you, of your courtefy,
That ye ne arrete it nought my villany,
7'bough that I plainly Jpeak hi this mattere

To telienyou her words, and eke her ekere : .

Ne though Ifpeak her words properly,
Tor thisye kaowen as well as /,

U ho /hall tellen a tale after a man
1le mute rchearje as nye, as ever lis can :

Everich
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Everkh word of it been in his charge,

All fpeke he, never To rudely, ne large.

Or elfe he mote tellen his tale untrue,

Or jeine things, or find words new :

He may not fpare, altho he were his brother,

He mote as well Jav o word as another.

Chrift [pake himfelf full broad in
holy Writ,

And well I wote no Villavy is it.

Eke Plato faith, who fo can him rede.

The words mote been Coufirt to the dede.

Yet if a Man fhould have enquir'd of Boccace or of Chaucer, what

need they had of introducing fuch Characters, where obfcene Words
were proper in their Mouths, but very undecent to be heard ; I

know not what Anfwer they could have made : For that Reafon,
fuch Tales Hi a 1 1 be left untold by me. You have here a Specimen
of Chaucer's Language, which is lb obfolete, that his Senfe is Icarce

to be underftood ;
and you have likewife more than one Example of

his unequal Numbers, which were m.ntion'd before. Yet many of

his Verfes conlift of Ten Syllables, and the Words not much behind

cur pretent Engli/k . As for Example, thefe two Lines, in the De-

fcription of the Carpenter's Young Wife : *

Wincing fhe was, at is a jolly Colt,

Long as a Aloft, and upright as a Bolt.

I have almoft done with Chaucer, when I have anfwer'd lome

Objections relating to my prefent Work. I find fome People are

o!?ended that I have turn'd thefe Tales into modern Englifh ;
be-

caufe they think them unworthy of my Pains, and look onChaucer
as a dry, old-falhion'd Wit, not worth receiving. I have often

heard the late Farl of Eeicefter lay, that Mr. Cowley himfelf was of

that opinion ; who having read him over at my Lord's Requeft,
declar'd he had no Talle or him. I dare not advance my Opinion

againft the Judgment of fo great an Author: But 1 think it fair,

however, to leave the Decifion to the Pubhck : Mr. Cowley was too

modcil to fit up for a Di&atour; and being fhock'd perhaps with

his old Style, never examin'd into the depth of his good Senfe.

Chaucer, I confefs, is a rough Diamond, and mult firfl. be polifh'd
e'er he Ihines. I deny not likewife, that living in our early Days of

Poetry, he writes not always of a piece ;
but fometimes mingles

trivial Things, with thofe of greater Moment. Sometimes alfo,

though not often, he runs riot, like Ovid, and knows not when he
has laid enough. But there are more great Wits, befide Chaucer,
whofe Fault is their Excefs of Conceits, and thofe ill forted. An
Author is not to u rite all he can, but only all he ought. Having
obferv'd this Redundancy in Chaucer, (as it is an eafie Matter for a

Man of ordinary Parts to find a Fault m one of greater) 1 have not

ty'd my lclf to a Literal TranHatioa; but have often omitted what
1 judg'd unncceiiarv, or not of Dignity enough to appear in the

Company of better Thoughts. I have prefum'd farther in fome

Places, and added fomewhat of my own where I thought my Author

was
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was deficient, and had not given his Thoughts their true Luftre, for

want of Words in the Beginning of our Language. And to this I

was the more embolden'd, becaufe (if I may be permitted to fay-

it of my felf) I found I had a Soul congenial to his, and that I

had been converfant in the fame Studies. Another Poet, in another

Age, may take the fame Liberty with my Writings ;
if at leaft they

live long enough to deferve Correction. It was alfo neceffary
fometimes to reftore the Senle of Chaucer, which was loft or mang-
led in the Errors of the Prefs : Let this Example fuffice at prefent

in the Story of Talamon and Arcite, where the Temple of Diana is

defcrib'd, you find thefe Verfes, in all the Editions of our Author :

There faiv I Dane turned unto a Tree,

I mean not the Goddefs Diane,
But Venus Daughter, which that hight Dane.

Which after a little Confideration I knew was to be reform'd into thi

Senle, that Daphne the Daughter of Peneus was turn'd into a Tree.

I durft not make thus bold with Ovid, left fome future Milbourn

fliould arife, and fay, I varied from my Author, becaufe I under-

ftood him not.

But there arc other Judges who think I ought not to have tranfla-*

ted Chaucer into English, out of a quite contrary Notion : They
fuppofe there is a certain Veneration due to his old Language ; and

that it is little lefs than Profanation and Sacrilege to alter it. They
are farther of opinion, that fomewhat of his good Senfe will fuffer

in this Transfufion, and much of the Beauty of his Thoughts will

infallibly be loft, which appear with more Grace in their old Habit.

Of this Opinion was that excellent Perfon, whom I mention'd, the

late Earl of Leicefter, who valu'd Chaucer as mucli as Mr. Cowley

defpis'd him. My Lord difiuaded me from this Attempt, (for I was

thinking of it fome Years before his Death) and his Authority pre-
vails fo far with me, as to defer my Undertaking while he liv'd, in

deference to him : Yet my Reafon was not convinc'd with what he

urg'd againft it. If the firft End of a Writer be to be underftood,

then as his Language grows obfolete, his Thoughts muff grow ob-

fcure, multa renafcuntur qua? nunc cecidere
; cadentque qua nunc funt

in honore vocabula, ft volet ufus, quern penes arbitrium eft & jus 9

norma loquendi. When an ancient Word for its Sound and Signifi-

cancy deferves to be reviv'd, I have that reafonable Veneration for

Antiquity, to reftore it. All beyond this is Superftition. Words are

not like Land-marks, fo facred as never to be remov'd : Cuftoms

arechang'd, and even Statutes are filently repeal'd, when the Rea-

fon ceafes for Which they were enacted. As for the other Part of

the Argument, that his Thoughts will lofe of their original Beauty,

oy the innovation of Words ;
in the firft place, not only their

Beauty, but their Being is loft, w here they are no longer underftood,

which is the prefent Cafe. 1 grant, that (bmething muft be loft in

all Transfufion, that is, in all Tranflations
;
but the Senfe will re-

main, which would otherwife be loll, or at leaft be maim'd, when
it is fcarce intelligible ; and that but to a few. How few are there

who can read Chaucer, fo as to uriderftand him perfectly ? And if

imperfectly,



PREFACE.
imperfectly, then with lefs Profit, and no Pleafure. "lis not for

the Ufe of fome old Saxon Friends, that I have talcen thefe Pains

with him : Let them neglecT: my Verfion, becaufe they have no
need of it. I made it tor their fakes who. underfland Senfe and

Poetry, as well as they ;
when that Poetry and Senfe is put into

Words which they underfland. I will go farther, and dare to add,

that what Beauties I lofe in fome Places, I give to others which had

them not originally : But in this I may be partial to my felf ;

let the Reader judge, and I fubmit to his Decifion. Yet I think I

have jult Occafion to complain of them, who becaufe they under-,

fland Chaucer, would deprive the greater part of their Countrymen
of the fame Advantage, and hoord him up, as Mifers do their Gran-

dam Gold, only to look on it themfelves, and hinder others from

making ufe of it. In fum, I ferioufly proteft, that no Man ever

had, or can have, a greater Veneration for Chaucer, than my felf.

I have translated fome part of his Works, only that I might perpe-
tuate his Memory, or at leafk refrelh it, amongft my Countrymen.
If I have alter'd him any where for the better, I rauft at the fame

time acknowledge, that I could have done nothing without him ;

Facile eft inventis addere, is no great Commendation
,
and I am

not fo vain to think I have deferv'd a greater. I will conclude what
I have to fay of him fingly, with this one Remark : A Lady of my
Acquaintance, who keeps a kind of Correfpondence with fome
Authors of the Fair Sex in France, has been inform'd by them, that

Mademoifelle de Scudery, who is as old as Sibyl, and infpir'd like her

by the fame God of Poetry, is at this time tranflating Chaucer into

modern French. From which I gather, that he has been formerly
tranflated into the old Provencal/, (tor, how the fhould come to un-

derftand Old Englijh, I know not.) But the Matter of Fadt being
true, it makes me think, that there is fomething in it like Fatality j

that after certain Periods of Time, the Fame and Memory of Great

. Wits mould be renew'd, as Chaucer is both in France and England.
If this be wholly Chance, 'tis extraordinary ;

and I dare not call it

more, for fear of being tax'd with Superftition.

Boccace comes laft to be confider'd, who living in the fame Age
with Chaucer, had the fame Genius, and follow 'd the fame Studies:

Both writ Novels, and each of them cultivated his Mother-Tongue :

But the greateft Refemblance of our two Modern Authors being in

their familiar Style, and pleafing way of relating Comical Adven-

tures, I may pals it over, becaufe I have tranflated nothing from
Boccace of that Nature. In the ferious Part of Poetry, the Advan-

tage is wholly on Chaucer's Side ; for though the Englijhman has

borrow'd many Tales from the Italian, yet it appears, that thofe of

Boccace were not generally of his own making, but taken from Au-
thors of former Ages, and by him only modell'd : So that what
there was of Invention in either of them, may be judg'd equal.
But Chaucer has refin'd on Boccace, and has mended the Stories

which he has borrow'd, in his way of telling ; though Prole allows

more Liberty of Thought, and the Exprelhon is more eafie, when
unconfin'd by Numbers. Our Countryman carries Weight, And yet
wins the Race at difadvantage. I defire not the Reader fhould take

my Word
-,
and therefore I will fet two of their Difcour fes on the

*" D fame
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fame Subject, in the fame Light, for every Man to judge
betwixt them. I tranflatcd Chaucer firft

,
and amongft the

reft, pitch'd
on the Wife of Bath's Tale

;
not daring, as I have faid,

to adventure on her Prologue ;
becaufc 'tis too licentious : There

Chaucer introduces an old Woman ofmean Parentage, whom a youth-
ful Knight of Noble Blood was fore'd to marry, and confequently
loath'd her :The Crone being in bed with him on the wedding Night,
and finding his Averfion, endeavours to win His Affection by Reafon,
and fpeaks a good Word for her felf,. (as who could blame her ?)'m

hope to molline the fullen Bridegroom. She takes her Topiques from
the Benefits of Poverty, the Advantages of old Age and Uglincfs,
the Vanity of Youth, and the filly Pride of Anceftry and Titles

without inherent Vertue, which is the true Nobility. When I had

clos'd Chaucer, I return'd to Ovid, and tranflatcd fome more of his Fa-

bles
;
and by this time had fo far forgotten the Wife of Bath's Tale,

that when I took up Boccace, unawares I fell on the fame Argument
of preferring Virtue to Nobility of Blood, and Titles, in the Story
of Sigifmonda ;

which I had certainly avoided for the Refemblance

of the two Difcourfes, if my Memory had not fail'd me. Let the

Reader weigh them both
;
and if he thinks me partial to Chaucer, 'tis

in him to right Boccace.

I prefer in our Countryman, far above all his other Stories, the

Noble Poem of Talamort and Arcite, which is of the Epique kind,
and perhaps not much inferiour to the Mas or the /Eneis : the Story
is mote pleafing than either of them, the Manners as perf eel:, the Di-

clion as poetical, the Learning as deep and various
;
and the Difpofi-

tion full as artful : only it includes a greater length of time ; as ta-

king up feven years at lead ;
but Arijiotle has left undecided the Du-

ration of the Action ;
which yet is eafily redue'd into the Compafs

of a year, by a Narration of what preceded the Return of Palamon

to Athens. I had thought for the Honour of our Nation, and more

particularly for his, whole Laurel, tho' unworthy, I have worn after

him, that this Story was of Englijh Growth, and Chaucer's own :

But I was undeceiv'd by Boccace
; for cafually looking on the End

of his feventh Qiernaia, I found Dioneo ("under which name he iha-

dows himfelf ,) and Fiametta (who reprefents his Miflrefs, the na-

tural Daughter of Robert King of Naples) of whom thefe Words are

fpoken. Dioneo e Fiametta gran 'pezza eantaronoinfieme d'Arc it a, e di

Talamone : by which it appears that this Story was written before the

time of Boccace; but the-Name of its Author being wholly loft, Chau-

cer is now become an Original ;
and I queftion not but the Poem has

receiv'd many Beauties by palling through his Noble Hands. Befides

this Tale, there is another of his own Invention, after the manner of

the Provenca/ls, call'd The Flower and the Leaf; with which I was
fo particularly pleas'd, both for the Invention and the Moral

; that I

cannot hinder my felf from recommending it to the Reader.

As a Corollary to this Preface, in which I have donejuflice to o-

thers, I owe fomewhat to my felf : not that 1 think it worth my time

to enter the Lifts with one M
,
or one B

,
but barely

to take notice, that'Iuch Men there are who have written fcurriloufjy

againft me without any Provocation. M
, who is in Orders,

pretends amongft the red this (Quarrel to me, that I have fallen foul

on
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onFricflhood; If I have, T am only to ask Pardon of good PrieftSj
and am afraid his part of the Reparation will come to little. Let
him be fatisfied that he (hall not be able to force himfelf upon me for

an Adverfary. I contemn him too much to enter into Competition
with him. His own Tranflations of f/rpjlhave anfwer'd his Criti-

cifms on mine, h (as they fay, he has declar'd in Print) he

prefers the Verfion of Ogilly to mine, the World has made him the

fame Compliment : For 'tis agreed on all hands, that he writes even
below Ogilly : "I hat, you will fay, is not eafily to be done; but what
cannot M bring about ? 1 am fatisfy'd however, that while he
and I live together, I (hall not be thought the word Poet of the Age.
It looks as it I had defir'd him underhand to write fo ill againft me :

But upon my honeft Word I have not brib'd him to do me this Service,
and am wholly guiltlefs of his Pamphlet. 'Tistrue Khould be glad,
if I could perfuadc him to continue his good Offices, and write fuch
a nother Critique on any thing of mine: For I find by Experience he
has a great Stroke with the Reader, when he condemns any of my
Poems to make the World have a better Opinion of them. He has ta-

ken fome Fains with myPoetry ; but no body will be perfuaded to take

the fame with his. If 1 had taken to the Church (as he affirms
, but

which was never in myThoughts,) I lhould have had more Senfc,if not
more Gracc,than to have turn d my (elf out ot my benefice by writing
Libels on my Parilhioners. But his Account of my Manners'and my
Principles, are of a Ficce with his Cavils and his Poetry : And fo I

have done with him for ever.

As for the City Bard, or Knight Phyfician, I hear his Quarrel to me
is, that I was the Author of Abjalom and Architophel, which bethinks
is a little hard on his I anatique Patrons in London.

But I will deal the more civilly with his two Poems, becaufe

nothing ill is to be fpoken of the Dead : And therefore Peace be to
the Manes of his Arthurs. I will only fay that it was not for

this Noble Knight that I drew the Plan of an Epick Poem on King
Arthur in my I reiacc to the Tranflation of Juvenal. The Guardian

Angels of Kingdoms were Machines too ponderous for him to ma-

nage ;
and therefore he rejeded them as Dares did the Whirl-bats of

Eryx when they were thrown before him by Entellus : Yet from
that Preface he plainly took his Hint : For he began immediately
upon the Story ; though he had the Bafenefs not to acknowledge
his Benefactor

;
but in Head of it, to traduce me in a Libel.

1 (hall fay.the leis of Mr. Collier, becaufe in many Things he has

tax'd me juftly ;
and I have pleaded Guilty to all Thoughts and

Exprelfonsof mine, which can be truly argu'd of Obfcenity, Pro-

fanenefs, or Immorality ;
and 'remit them. If he be my Enemy,

let him triumph ;
if he be my Friend, as I lave given him no Per-

fonal Occaf.on to be otherwife, he will be glad of my Repentance.
It becomes me not to draw my Pen in the Defence of a bad Caufe,
when I have fo often drawn it for a good one. Yet it were not

difficult to prove, that in many Places he has perverted my Mean-

ing by his Glomes
;
and interpreted my Words into Blafphemy and

Baudry, of which they were not guilty. Bcfidcs that, he is too

much given to Horfe-play in his Raillery ; and comes to Battel, like

a Diclatour from the Plough. I will not fay, The Zeal of Cods
% Houfe
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Iloufe has eaten him up ;

but I am fure it has devour'd fome Part of

his Good Manners and Civility. It might alfo be doubted, whether

it were altogether Zeal, which prompted him to this rough manner
of Proceeding ; perhaps it became not one of his Function to rake

into the Rubbiih of Ancient and Modern Plays; a Divine might
have employ'd his Pains to better purpofe, than in the Naftinefc of

Plautus and Ariftophanes ;
whofe Examples, as they excufe not me,

fo it might be pombly fuppos'd, that he read them not without

fome Pleafure. They who have written Commentaries on thofe

Poets, or on Horace, Juvenal, and Martial, have explain'd fome

Vices, which without their Interpretation had been unknown to

Modern Times. Neither has he judg'd impartially betwixt the

former Age and us.

There is moreBaudry in one Phy of Fletcher's, czft'd The Cuftom of
the Country, than in all ours together. Yet this has been often acted

on the Stage in my remembrance. Are the Times fo much more
reform'd now, than they were Five and twenty Years ago

> If they

are, I congratulate the Amendment of our Morals., But I am not

to prejudice the Caufe of my Fellow- Poets, though I abandon my
own Defence : They have fome of them anfwer'd for themfelves,
and neither they nor I can think Mr. Collier fo formidable an Enemy,
that we fhould fhun him. He has loft; Ground at the latter end of

the Day, by purfuing his Point too far, like the Prince of Cottde at

the Battel of Senneph : From Immoral Plays, to No Plays ;
ah abufu

ad ufum, non valet confequentia. But being a Party, I am not to

erect my felf into a Judge. As for the reft of thole who have

written againft me, they are fuch Scoundrels, that they deferve

not the leaft Notice to be taken of them. B and M <

are only diftinguifh'd from the Crowd, by being remember'd to

their Infamy.
Demetri, Teque TigeOi

Difcipularum inter jubeo plorare cathedraf.
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THe
Bard who firft adorn'd our Native Tongue

Tun'd to his Britijh Lyre this ancient Song:

Which Homer might without a Blufh reherfe,

And leaves a doubtful Palm in
Virgil's Verfe;

He match'd their Beauties, where they mod excell
;

Of Love fung better, and of Arms as well.

A Vouchfafe,
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Vouchfafe, llluftrious Ormond, to behold

What Pow'r the Charms of Beauty had of old ;

Nor wonder if fuch Deeds of Arms were done,

Infpir'd by two fair Eyes, that fparkled like your own.

If Chancer by the beft Idea wrought,

And Poets can divine each others Thought,

The faireit Nymph before his Eyes he fet
;

And then the faired: was Plantagenet ;

Who three contending Princes made her Prize,

And rul'd the Rival-Nations with her Eyes:

Who left Immortal Trophies of her Fame,

And to the Nob'left Order gave the Name.

Like Her, of equal Kindred to the Throne,

You keep her Conquefts, and extend your own :

As when the Stars, in their Etherial Race, !

At length have roll'd around the Liquid Space,

At certain Periods they refume their Place,

From the fame Point of Heav'n their Courfe advance,

And move in Meafores of their former Dance ;

Thus, after length of Ages, fhe returns,

Reftord in you, and the fame Place adorns ;

Oi
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Or you perform tier Office in the Sphere,

Born of her Blood, and make a new Platoriick Year.*'

O true Plant
agenet, O Race Divine,

(For Beauty (till is fatal to the Line,)

Had Chancer Iiv'd that Angel-Face to view^

Sure he had drawn his Emily from You :

Or had You liv'd, to judge the doubtful Right,

Your Noble Falamon had been the Knight :

And Conqu'ring Thefeus from his Side had fent

Your Genrous Lord, to guide the Theban Government.

Time (hall accomplidi that ; and I (hall fee

A Palamon in Him, in You an Emily.

Already have the Fates your Path prepar'd,

And fure Prefage your future Sway declar'd :

When Weftward, like the Sun, you took your Way,
And from benighted Britain bore the Day,
Blue. Triton gave the Signal from the Shore,

The ready Nereids heard, and fwam before

To fmooth the Seas
;

a fbft Etefian Gale

But juft infpir'd, and gently fwell'd the Sail ;

A 2 Portums
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Tortmus took his Turn, whofe ample Hand

Heav d up the lighten'd Keel, and funk the Sand,

And fteer'd the facred VeiTel fafe to Land.

The Land, if not reftrain'd, had met Your Way,

Proje&ed out a Neck, and jutted to the Sea,

Hibernia, proftrate at Your Feet, ador'd,

In You, the Pledge of her expected Lord ;

Due to her lfle a venerable Name
;

His Father and his Grandfire known to Fame i

Aw'd by that Houfe, accuftom'd to command,

The fturdy Kerns in due Subjection ftand i

Nor hear the Reins in any Foreign Hand.

At Your Approach, they crowded to the Port ;

And fcarcely Landed, You create a Court :

As Ormond's Harbinger, to You they run
;

For Venus is the Promife of the Sun....
The Wafte of Civil Wars, their Towns deftroy'd,

Vales unhonour'd, Ceres unemploy'd.,

Were all forgot ;
and one Triumphant Day

Wipd all the Tears of three Campaigns away.

Blood, Rapines, MafTacres, were cheaply bought,

So mighty Re$ompence Your Beauty brought.

Af
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As when rhe Dove returning, bore the Mark

Of Earth reftor'd to the long-lab'ring Ark,

The Relicks of Mankind, fecure of Reft,

Op'd ev'ry Window to receive the Gueft,

And the fair Bearer of the MeiTage blefs'd
;

So, when You came, with loud repeated Cries,

The Nation took an Omen from your Eyes,

And God advanc'd his Rainbow in the Skies,

To fign inviolable Peace reftor'd
;

TheSaints with folemnShouts proclaim'd the new accord.

When at Your fecond Coming You appear,

(For I foretell that Millenary Year)

The fharpen'd Share fhall vex the Soil no more^

But Earth unbidden fhall produce her Store :

The Land fhall laugh, the circling Ocean fmile,

And Heav'ns Indulgence blefs the Holy Ifle.

Heav'n from all Ages has referv'd for You

That happy Clyme, which Venom never knew ;

Or if it had been there, Your Eyes alone

Have Pow'r to chafe all Poyfon, but their own.

Now
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Now in this Interval, which Fate has caft

Betwixt Your Future Glories, and Your Paft,

This Paufe of Powr, 'tis Irelands Hour to mourn
;

While England celebrates Your fafe Return,

By which You feem the Seafons to command,

And bring our Summers back to their forfaken Land.

The VanquiuYd Ifle our Leiiure mud attend,

Till the Fair Bleffing we vouchfafe to fend

Nor can we fpare You long, though often we may lend.

The Dove was twice employ'd abroad, before

The World was dry'd ; and fhe return'd no more.

Nor dare we truft (6 ibft a Meffenger,

New from her Sicknefs to that Northern Air ;

Reft here a while, Your Luftre to reftore,

That they may fee You as You fhone before :

For yet, th' Eclipfe not wholly paft, You wade

Thro' ibme Remains, and Dimnefs of a Shade.

A Subjed in his Prince may claim a Right,

Nor fufFer him with Strength impair'd to fight ,

Till Force rejurns,
his Ardour we reftrain,

And curb his Warlike Willi to croft the Main.

Now
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Now part
the Danger, let the Learn'd begin

Th' Enquiry, where Difeafe could enter in ;

How thole malignant Atoms forc'd their'Way,
What in the faultleisFrame they found to make their Prey?

Where ev'ry Element was weigh'd fo well,

That Heav'n alone, who mix'd the Mafs. could tell

Which of the Four Ingredients could rebel
j

And where, imprifon'd in fb fweet a Cage,

A Soul might well be pleas'd to pals an Age.

And yet the fine Materials made it weak ;

Porcelain by being Pure, is apt to break :

Ev'n to Your Bread the Sicknels durft
afpire ;

And forc'd from that fair Temple to retire,

Profanely fet the Holy Pkce on Fire.

In vain Your Lord like young Veftafian mourn'd,

When the tierce Flames the Sanctuary burn'd :

And I prepard to pay in Verfes rude

A mod detefted Act of Gratitude .

Ev'n this had been Your Elegy, which now

Is offer'd for Your Health, the Table of my Vow.

Your Angel fure our Morleys Mind infoir'd,

To find the Remedy Your 111 requir'd ;

*

As
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As once the Macedon, by Jove's Decree,

Was taught to dream an Herb for Ptolomec :

Or Heav'n, which had fuch Over- coil: beftow'd,

As fcarce it could afford to Flefli and Blood,

So lik'd the Frame, he would not work anew,

To (ave the Charges of another You.

Or by his middle Science did he fteer,

And faw fbme great contingent Good appear, ^

Well worth a Miracle to keep You here :

And for that End, preiervd the precious Mould,

Which all the future Ormondr was to hold ;

And meditated in his better Mind

An Heir from You, who may redeem the failing Kind.

Blefs'd be the Pow'r which has at once reftor'd

The Hopes of loft Succefllon to Your Lord,

Joy to the flriT:,
and laft of each Degree,

Vertuc to Courts, and what I long'd to fee,

To You the Graces, and the Mule to me.

O Daughter of the Rofe, whole Cheeks unite

The differing Titles of the Red and White
;

Who Heav'ns alternate Beauty well difplay,

The Blum of Morning, and the Milky Way ;

WhoCe
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Whofe Face is Paradife, but fenc'd from Sin :

For God in either Eye has plac'd
a Cherubin.

All is Your Lord's alone; ev'n abfent, He

Employs the Care of Chaft, Penelope.

For him You wafte in Tears Your Widow'd Hours,

For him Your curious Needle paints rhe Flow'rs :

Such Works of Old Imperial Dames were taught;

Such for Afcanim, fair Elifa wrought.

The fbft RecefTes of Your Hours improve

The Three fair Pledges of Your Happy Love :

All other Parts of Pious Duty done,

You owe Your Ormond nothing but a Son:

To fill in future Times his Father's Place,

And wear the Garter of his Mother's Race.
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O R,

The Knight's Tale.

In Three Books.
_______

BOOK I.

IN
Days of old, there liv'd, of mighty Fame

A valiant Prince
$
and Tbefetis was his Name :

A Chief, who more in Feats of Arms excell'd

The Rifing nor the Setting Sun beheld.

Of Athens he was Lord ;
much Land he won,

And added Foreign Countrys to his Crown :

In Scythia with the Warriour Queen he ftrove,

Whom firft by Force he conquer'd, then by Love J

He brought in Triumph back the beauteous Dame,

With whom her Sifter, fair. Emilia, came.

B With
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Book I

With Honour to his Home let Thefeus ride,

With Love to Friend, arjd Fortune for his Guide,

And his victorious Army at his Side.

I pafs their warlike Pomp, their proud Array,

Their Shouts, their Songs, their Welcome on the Way :

But, were it not too Jong, I would recite

The Feats of Amazons, the fatal Fight

Betwixt the hardy Queen, and Herbe Knight.

The Town befieg'd, and how much Blood it coft

The Female Army, and th' Athenian Hoft 3

The Spoufals of Hippolita the Queen 3
'* r

What Tilts, and Turneys at the Feaft were feen 3

The Storm at their Return, the Ladies Fear :

But thefe and other Things I muft forbear.

The Field is fpacious I defign to fow,

With Oxen far unfit to draw the Plow :

The Remnant of my Tale is of a length

To tire your Patience, and to wafte my Strength 3

And trivial Accidents fhall be forborn,

That others may have time to take their Turn 3

As was at firft enjoin'd us by mine Hoft :

That he whofe .Tale is belt, and plcafes moft,

Should win his Supper at our common Coft. 'q 2

And therefore where I left, I will purfue

This ancient Story, whether falfe or true,* * .'V.J. ' I J

In hope it may be mended with a new.

The Prince I mention'd, full of high Renown,

In this Array drew near th' Athenian Town 3

I . If

// When
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When in his Pomp and utmoft of his Pride,-

iMarching, he chanc'd to caft his Eye afide,

And law a Quire of mourning Dames, who lay

By Two and Two acrofs the common Way :

At his Approach they rais'd a rueful Cry,

And beat their Breafts, and held their Hands on high,

Creeping and crying, till they feiz'd at laft

His Courfers Bridle, and his Feet embrac'd.

Tell me, faid Tbefeus, what and whence you arc*

And why this Funeral Pageant you prepare ?

Is this the Welcome of my worthy Deeds,

To meet my Triumph in Ill-omen'd Weeds ?

Or envy you my Praife, and would deftroy

With Grief my Pleafures, and pollute my Joy ?

Or are you injur'd, and demand Relief ?

Name your Requeft, and I will eafe your Grief.

The mod: in Years of all the Mourning Train

Began ; (but founded firft away for Pain)

Then fcarce rccover'd, fpoke : Nor envy we

Thy great Renown, nor grudge thy Victory 5

'Tis thine, O King, th' Afflicted to redrefs,

And Fame has fiU'd the World with thy Succefs i

We wretched Women fue for that alone,

Which of thy Goodnefs is refus'd to none :

Let fall fomc Drops of Pity on our Grief,

If what we beg be juit, and we deferve Relief:

For none of us, who now thy Grace implore,

But held the Rank of Sovereign Queen before 5

*

B 2 Till,
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Til], thanks to giddy Chance, which never bears

That Mortal Blifs fhould laft for length of Years,

She caft us headlong from our high Eftate,

And here in hope of thy Return we wait :

And long have waited in the Temple nigh,

Built to the gracious Goddefs Clemency.

But rev'rence thou the Pow'r whofe Name it bears,

Relieve th' pprefs'd, and wipe the Widows Tears.

I, wretched I, have otlier Fortune kcny

The Wife of Capaneus, and once a Queen :

At Thebes he fell
$
curs'd be the fatal Day !

And all the reft thou feeft in this Array,

To make their moan, their Lords in Battel loft

Before that Town befieg'd by our Confed'rate Hoft t

But Creo7i
y old and impious, who commands

The Theban City, and ufurps the Lands,

Denies the Rites of Fun'ral Fires to thofe

Whofe breathlefs Bodies yet he calls his Foes.

Unburn'd, unbury'd, on a Heap they lie
j

Such is their Fate, and fuch his Tyranny 3

No Friend has leave to bear away the Dead,

But with their Lifelcft Limbs his Hounds are kd I

At this fhe skriek'd aloud, the mournful Train

Echo'd her Grief, and grov'ling on .the Plain,

With Groans, and Hands upheld, to move his Mind.

Befought his Pity to their helplefs Kind !

The Prince was touch'd, his Tears began to flow.

And, as his tender Heart would break in two,

He
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He figh'd 5
and could not but their Fate deplore,

So wretched now, fo fortunate before.

Then lightly from his lofty Steed he flew,

And raifing one by one the fuppliant Crew,

To comfort each, full folemnly he fwore,

That by the Faith which Knights to Knighthood bore,

And what e'er elfe to Chivalry belongs,

He would not ceafe, till he reveng'd their Wrongs :

That Greece fhou'd fee perform'd what de declar'd,

And cruel Creon find his ju ft Reward.

He faid no more, but Ihunning all Delay,

Rode on
3
nor enter'd Athens on his Way :

But left his Sifter and his Queen behind,

And wav'd his Royal Banner in the Wind :

Where in an Argent Field the God of War
Was drawn triumphant on his Iron Carr 3

Red was his Sword, and Shield, and whole Attire,

And all the Godhead feem'd to glow with Fire 3

Ev'n the Ground glitter'd where the Standard flew,

And the green Grafs was dy'd to fanguin Hue.

High on his pointed Lance his Pennon bore

His Cretan Fight, the conquer'd Minotaure :

The Soldiers fhout around with generous Rage,

And in that Victory, their own prcfage.

He prais'd their Ardour : inly pleas'd to fee

His Hoit the Flow'r of Grecian Chivalry.

All Day he rharchM 3
and all th' enfuing Night 5

And faw the City with returning Light.

The Procefs of the War I need not tell,

How Thefem conquer'd, and how Creon fell ;

Or
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Or after, how by Storm the Walls were won,

Or how the Victor fack'd and burn'd the Town :

How to the Ladies he reftor'd again

The Bodies of their Lords in Battel flain :

And with what ancient Rites they were intcrr'd
5

All thefe to fitter time ftiall be deferred :

I fpare the Widows Tears, their woful Cries

And Howling at their Husbands Obfequies 5

How Tkefens at thefe Fun'rals did aflift,

And with what Gifts the mourning Dames difmifs'd.

Thus when the Victor Chief had Creon flain,

And conquer'd Tbebes, he pitch'd upon the Plain

His mighty Camp, and when the Day return'd,

The Country wafted, and the Hamlets burn'd 5

And left the Pillagers, to Rapine bred,

Without 'Controul to ftrip and fpoil the Dead :

There, in a Heap of Slain, among the reft

Two youthful Knights they found beneath a Load opprefs\

Of flaughter'd Foes, whom firft to Death they fent,

The Trophies of their Strength, a bloody Monument.

Both fair, and both of Royal Blood they feem'd,

Whom Kinfmen to the Crown the Heralds deem'd
j

That Day in equal Arms they fought for Fame
;

Their Swords, their Shields, their Surcoats were the fame.

Clofe by each other laid they prefs'd the Ground,

Their manly Bofoms piere'd with many a gnefly Wound }

Nor well alive, nor wholly dead they were,

But fome faint Signs of feeble Life appear :

Th=
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The wandring Breath was on the Wing to part,

Weak was the Pulfe, and hardly heav'd the Heart.

Thefe two were Sifters Sons
$
and Arcite one,

Much fam'd in Fields, with valiant Palamon.

From Thefe their coftly Arms the Spoilers rent.

And foftly both convey'd to Thefeu* Tent ;

Whom known of Creo?h Line, and cur'd with care,

He to his City fent as Pris'ners of the War,

Hopelefs of Ranfom, and condemn'd to lie

In Durance, doom'd a lingring Death to die<

This done, he march'd away with warlike Sound,

And to his Athens turn'd with Laurels crown'd,

Where happy long he liv'd, much lov'd,and more renown d.^

But in a Tow'r, and never to be loos'd,

The woful captive Kinfmen are enclos'd
5

Thus Year by Year they pafs, and Day by Day,

Till once ('twas on the Morn of chearful May)
The young Emilia, fairer to be feen

Than the fair Lilly on the Flow'ry Green,

More frefh than May her felf in Bloffoms new

(For with the Rofie Colour ftrove her Hue)

Wak'd as her Cuftom was before the Day,

To do th' Obfervance due to fprightly May :

For fprightly May commands our Youth to keep

The Vigils of her Night, and breaks their fluggard Sleep i

Each gentle Breaft with kindly Warmth (he moves 5

Infpires new Flames, revives extinguifh'd Loves 5

In
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In this Remembrance mily e'er Day

Arofe, and drefs'd her felf in rich Array $

Frefli as the Month, and as the Morning fair :

Adown her Shoulders fell her length of Hair :

A Ribband did the braided Treflfes bind,

The reft was loofe, and wanton'd in the Wind :

Aurora had but newly chas'd the Night,

And purpl'd o'er the Sky with blufhing Light,

When to the Garden-walk (he took her way,

To fport and trip along in Cool of Day,

And offer Maiden Vows in honour of the May.

At ev'ry Turn, fhe made a little Stand,

And thruft among the Thorns her Lilly Hand

To draw the Rofe, and ev'ry Rofe fhe drew

She (hook the Stalk, and brufh'd away the Dew :

Then party-colour'd Flow'rs of white and red

She wove, to make a Garland for her Head :

This done, fhe fung and caroll'd out fo clear,

That Men and Angels might rejoice to hear.

Ev'n wondring Philomel forgot to fing 5

And learn'd from Her to welcome in the Spring.

The Tow'r, of which before was.mention made,

Within whofe Keep the captive Knights were laid,

Built of a large Extent, and ftrong withal,

Was one Partition of the Palace Wall :

The Garden was enclos'd within the Square

Where young Emilia took the Morning-Air.

It
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It happen'd Palamon the Pris'ner Knight;

Reftlefs for Woe, arofe before the Light,

And with his Jaylor's leave defir'd to breathe

An Air more wholefom than the Damps beneath.

This granted, to the Tow'r he took his way,

Cheer'd with the Promife of a glorious Day :

Then caft a languifhing Regard around,

And faw with hateful Eyes the Temples crown'd
'

With golden Spires, and all the Hoftile Ground.

He figh'd, and turn'd his Eyes, becaufe he knew

'Twas but a larger Jayl he had in view :

Then look'd below, and from the Caftles height

Beheld a nearer and more pleafing Sight :

The Garden, which before he had not feen,

In Springs new Livery clad of White and Green,

Frefh Flow'rs in wide Parterres, and fhady Walks between.

This view'd, but not enjoy'd, with Arms acrofs

He flood, reflecting on his Country's Lofs 5

Himfelf an Object of the Publick Scorn,

And often wifh'd he never had been born.

At laft (for fo his Deftiny requir'd)

With walking giddy, and with thinking tir'd,

He thro' a little Window caft his Sight,

Tho' thick of Bars, that gave a fcanty Light i

But ev'n that Glimmering ferv'd him to defcry

Th' inevitable Charms of Emily.

Scarce had he feen, but feiz'd with fudden Smart,

Stung to the Quick, he felt it at his Heart j

C Struck
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Struck blind with overpowering Light he flood,

Then ftarted back amaz'd, and cry'd aloud.

Young Arcite heard
;
and up he ran with haftc,

To help his Friend, and in his Arms embraced 5

And ask'd him why he look'd fo deadly wan,

And whence, and how his change of Cheer began ?

Or who had done th' Offence ? But if, faid he,

Your Grief alone is hard Captivity $

For Love of Heav'n, with Patience undergo

A curelefs 111, fince Fate will have it fo :

So ftood our Horofcope in Chains to lie,

And Saturn in the Dungeon of the Sky,

Or other baleful Afpect, rul'd our Birth,

When all the friendly Stars were under Earth :

Whate'er betides, by Deftiny 'tis done 5

And better bear like Men, than vainly feek to fliun.

Nor of my Bonds, faid Palamon again,

Nor of unhappy Planets I complain ;

But when my mortal Anguifh caus'd my Cry,

, That Moment I was hurt thro' either Eye 5

Pierc'd with a Random-fhaft, I faint away

And perifh with infenfibic Decay :

A Glance of fome new Goddefs gave the Wound,

Whom, like Afteon, unaware I found.

Look how Ihe walks along yon fhady Space, .

Not Juno moves with more Majeftick Grace
j

And all the Cyprian Queen is in her Face.

Jf thou art Venus, (for thy Charms confefs

That Face was form'd in Heav'n) nor art thou Ids
5

Difguisd
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Difguis'd in Habit, undifguis'd in Shape,

O help us Captives from our Chains to fcape 5

But if our Doom be part in Bonds to lie

For Life, and in a loathfom Dungeon die
5

Then be thy Wrath appeas'd with our Difgracc,

And ihew Companion to the Theban Race,

Opprcfs'd by Tyrant Pow'r
!.
While yet he fpoke,

Anite on Emily had nYd his Look j

The fatal Dart a ready Paflage found,

And deep within his Heart infix'd the Wound :

So that if Palamon were wounded fore,

Arche was hurt as much as he, or more:

Then from his inmoft Soul he figh'd, and faid,

The Beauty I behold has ftruck me dead :

Unknowingly Cac (bikes
5
and kills by chance 5

Poyfon is in her Eyes, and Death in ev'ry Glance.

O, I mult ask
5
nor ask alone, but move

Her Mind to Mercy, or mult die for Love.

*

Thus Arcite : And thus Palamon replies,

(Eager his Tone, and ardent were his Eyes.)

Spcak'it thou in earneir, or in jefting Vein ?

Jetting, faid Arcite, fuits but ill with Pain.

It fuits far worfe (faid Palamon again,

And bent his Brows) with Akn who Honour weigh,

Their Faith to break, their fflcndfhip to betray 5

But worft with Thee, of Noble Lineage born,

My Kinfman, and in Arms my Brother fwoni.

Have we not plighted each our holy Oath,

That one (hou'd be the Common Good of both ?

C 2 One
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One Soul (hou'd both infpire, and neither prove

His Fellows Hindrance in purfuit of Love ?

To this before the Gods we gave our Hands,

And nothing but our Death can break the Bands.

This binds thee, then, to farther my Defign ;

As I am bound by Vow to farther thine :

Nor canft, nor dar'ft thou, Traytor, on the Plain

Appeach my Honour, or thy own maintain, .

Since thou art of my Council, and the Friend

Whofe Faith I truft, and on whofe Care depend :

And would'ft thou court my Ladies Love, which I

Much rather than releafe, would chufe to die ?

But thou falfe Arcite never flialt obtain

Thy bad Pretence
5

I told thee firft my Pain :

For firft my Love began e'er thine was born
;

Thou, as my Council, and my Brother fworn,

Art bound t' affift my Elderfhip of Right,

Or juftly to be deem'd a perjur'd Knight.

Thus Palamon : But Arcite with difdain

In haughty Language thus reply'd again :

Forfworn thy felf : The Tray tor's odious Name

I firft return, and then difprove thy Claim.

If Love be Paftion, and that Paflion nurft

With ftrong Dcfires, I lov'd thcLady firft.

Canft thou pretend Defire, wflk Zeal inflam'd

To worlhip, and a Pow'r Coeleftial nam'd ?

Thine was Devotion to the Bleft above,

I faw the Woman, and defird her Love 5

Firft
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Firft own'd my Paflion, and to thee commend

T1V important Secret, as my chofen Friend.

Suppofe (which yet I grant not) thy Defire

A Moment elder than my Rival Fire
$

Can Chance of feeing firft thy Title prove ?

And know'fV thou not, no Law is made for Love ?

Law is to Things which to :ee Choice relate
5

Love is not in our Choice, but in our Fate :

Laws are but pofitive : Loves Pow'r we fee

Is Natures Sanction, and her firft Decree.

Each t)ay we break the Bond of Humane Laws

For Love, and vindicate the Common Caufe.

Laws for Defence of Civil Rights are plac'd,

Love throws the Fences down, and makes a general Wafte :

Maids, Widows, Wives, without diftinction fall
5

The fweeping Deluge, Loyc, comes on, and covers all.

If then the Laws of Friendihip I tranfgrefs,

I keep the Greater, while I break the Lefs 5

And both are mad alike, fince neither can poftefs.

Both hopelefs to be ranfom'd, never more

To fee the Sun, but as he paffes o'er.

Like Efofs Hounds contending for the Bone,

Each pleaded Right, and wou'd be Lord alone :

The fruitlefs Fight concinu'd all the Day j

A Cur came by, and fnatch'd the Prize away.

As Courtiers therefore juftle for a Grant,

And when they break their Friendihip, plead their Want,

So thou, if Fortune will thy Suit advance,

Love on 5 nor envy me my equal Chance :

For
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For I mud love, and am refolv'd to try

My Fate, or failing in th' Adventure die.

Great was their Strife, which hourly was renew'd,

Till each with mortal Hate his Rival view'd :

Now Friends no more, nor walking Hand in Hand 5

But when they met, they made a ^urly Stand
j

And glar'd like angry Lions as they pafs'd,

And wifhd that ev'ry Look might be their laft.

It chane'd at length, Ferithow came, t' attend

This worthy Thefeus, his familiar Friend :

Their Love in early Infancy began,

And rofe as Childhood ripen'd into Man.

Companions of the War
5
and lov'd fo well,

That when one dy'd, as ancient Stories tell,

His Fellow to redeem him went to Hell.

But to purfuc my Tale
5
to welcome home

His Warlike Brother, is Peritbous come :

Arcite of Thebes was known in Arms long fince,

And honour'd by this young Thejfalian Prince.

Tbefeus, to gratifie his Friend and Gueft,

Who made our Arcite's Freedom his Requeft,

Reftor'd to Liberty the Captive Knight,

But on thefe hard Conditions I recite:

That if hereafter Arcite fliou'd be found

Within the Compafs of Athenian Ground,

By Day or Night, or on whate'er Pretence,

His Head fhou'd pay the Forfeit of th' Offence.

iq To
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To this, Terithous for his Friend, agreed,

And on his Promife was the Pris'ner freed.

Unpleas'd and penfive hence he takes his way,

At his own Peril 5 for his Life muft pay.

Who now but Arcite mourns his bitter Fate,

Finds his dear Purchafe, and repents too late ?

What have I gain'd, he faid, in Prifon pent,

If I but change my Bonds for Banifhment ?

And banifh'd from her Sight, I fuflfer more

In Freedom, than I felt in Bonds before 5

Forc'd from her Prefence, and condemn'd to live

Unwelcom Freedom, and unthank'd Reprieve :

Heav'n is not but where Emily abides,

And where {he's abfent, all is Hell befides.

Next to my Day of Birth, was that accurft

Which bound my Friendfhip to Perithous firft :

Had I not known that Prince, I ftill had been

In Bondage, and had ftill Emilia feen :

For tho' I never can her Grace deferve,

Tis Recompence enough to fee and ferve.

O Palamon, my Kinfman and my Friend,

How much more happy Fates thy Love attend !

Thine is th' Adventure ; thine the Victory :

Well has thy Fortune turn'd the Dice for thee ;

Thou on that Angels Face maift feed thy Eyes,

In Prifon, no
5
but blifsful Paradife I

Thou daily fceft that Sun of Beauty fhine,

And lov'ft at lcaft in Loves extreameft Line;

1
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I mourn in Abfencc, Loves Eternal Night,

And who can tell but fince thou haft her Sight,

And art a comely, young, and valiant Knight,

Fortune (a various Pow'r) may ceafe to frown,

And by fome Ways unknown thy Wifhcs crown :

But I, the moft forlorn of Humane Kind,

Nor Help can hope, nor Remedy can find
5

But doom'd to drag my loathfom Life in Care,

For my Reward, muft end it in Defpair.

Fire, Water, Air, and Earth, and Force of Fates

That governs all, and Heav'n that all creates,

Nor Art, nor Natures Hand can eafe my Grief,

Nothing but Death, the Wretches laft Relief-'

Then farewel Youth, and all the Joys that dwell

With Youth and Life, and Life it felf farewell.

But why, alas ! do mortal Men in vain

Of Fortune, Fate, or Providence complain ?

God gives us what he knows our Wants require,

And better Things than thofe which we defire :

Some pray for Riches
5
Riches they obtain ;

But watch'd by Robbers, for their Wealth are flain :

Some pray from Prifon to be freed
3
and come

When guilty of their Vows, to fall at home
5

Murder'd by thofe they trufted with their Life,

A favour'd Servant, or a Bofom Wife.

Such dear-bought Bleflings happen ev'ry Day,

Becaufe we know not for what Things to pray.

Like drunken Sots about the Streets wc roam j

Well knows the Sot he has a certain Home 3

Yet'
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Yet knows not how to fin^
th' uncertain Place,

And blunders on, and (taggers ev'iy Pace.

Thus all feck Happinefs 3
but few can find,

For far the greater Part of Men are blind.

This is my Cafe, who thought our utmoft Good

Was in oneWord of Freedom underftood :

The fatal Bletfing came : From Prifon free,

I (larve abroad, and lofe the Sight of Emily*

V

Thus Arcite
j
but if Arcite thus deplore

His SufFrings, Palamon yet fufTers more.

For when he knew his Rival freed and gone,

He fwells with Wrath'; he makes outrageous Moan :

He frets, he fumes, he (lares, he (lamps the Ground 3

The hollow Tow'r with Clamours rings around :

With briny Tears he bath'd his fetter'd Feet,

And dropp'd all o'er with Agony of Sweat.

Alas! hecry'd, I Wretch in Prifon pine,

Too happy Rival, while the Fruit is thine :

Thou liv'ft at large, thou draw'ft thy Native Air,

Pleas'd with thy Freedom, proud of my Defpair :

Thou may'ft, fince thou haft Youth and Courage join d,

A fwcet Behaviour, and a folid Mind, .

Aflemble ours, and all the Theban Race,

To vindicate on Athens thy Difgrace.

And after (by fome Treaty made) poflefs

Fair Emily, the Pledge of lading Peace.

So thine (hall be the beauteous Prize, while I

Mu(l languifh in Defpair, in Prifon die.

E> Thus
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Thus all th' Advantage of the
Strife

is thine,

Thy Portion double Joys, and double Sorrows mine.

The Rage of Jealoufie then fird his Soul,

Aid his Face kindl'd like a burning Coal :

Now cold Defpair, fucceeding in her ftead,

To livid Palenefs turns the glowing Red.

His Blood fcarce Liquid, creeps within his Veins,

Like Water, which the freezing Wind conftrains.

Then thus he faid
5
Eternal Deities,

Who rule the World with abfolute Decrees,

And write whatever Time'ihall bring to pafs

With Pens of Adamant, on Plates of Brafs
5

What is the Race of Humane Kind your Care

Beyond what all his Fellow-Creatures are ?

He with the reft is liable to Pain,

And like the Sheep, his Brother-Beaft, is flaiii.

Cold, Hunger, Prifons, Ills without a Cure,

All thefe he muft, and guiltlefs oft, endure :

Or does your Juftice, Powr, or Prefcience fail,

When the Good fufFer, and the Bad prevail ?

What worfe to wretched Vertue could befall,

If Fate, or giddy Fortune govern d all ?

Nay, worfe than other Beafts is our Eftate
5

Them, to purfue their Pleafures you create
5

We" bound by harder Laws, muft curb our Will,

And your Commands, not our Defires fulfil :

Then when the Creature is unjuftly flain,

Yet after Death at leaft he feels no Pain
5

But
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But Man in Life furcharg'd with Woe before,

Not freed when dead, is doom'd to furTer more.

A Serpent fhoots his Sting at unaware 5

An ambufh'd Thief forelays a Traveller ;

The Man lies murder'd, while the Thief and Snake ,

One gains the Thickets, . and one thrids the Brake.

This let Divines decide 5
but well I know,

Juft, or unjuft, I have my Share of Woe :

Through Saturn feated in a lucklefs Place,

And Juno's Wrath, that perfecutes my Race $

Or Mars and Venus in a Quartil, move

My Pangs of Jealoufie for Arches Love.

Let Palamon opprefs'd in Bondage mourn,

While to his exil'd Rival we return.

By this the Sun declining from his Height,

The Day had ihortned to prolong the Night :

The lengthen'd Night gave length of Mifery

.Both to the Captive Lover, and the Free.

For Palamon in endlefs Prifon mourns, ! .; I

And Arcite forfeits Life if he returns.

The Banifh'd never hopes his Love to fee,

Nor hopes the Captive Lord his Liberty :

'Tis hard to fay who fuffers greater Pains,

One fees his Love, but cannot break his Chains :

One free," and all his Motions uncontroul'd,

Beholds whate'er he wou'd, but what he wou'd behold.

Judge as you pleafe, for I will hafte to tell

What Fortune to the banifh'd Knight befei.

D 2 When
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When Arcite was to Thebes return'd again,

The Lofs of her he lov'd renew'd his Pain
$

What could be worfe, than never more to fee

His Life, his Soul, his charming Emily ?

He rav'd with all the Madnefs of Defpair,

He rbar'd, he beat his Brcaft, he tore his Hair.

Dry Sorrow in bis ftupid Eyes appears,

For wanting Nourifhment, he wanted Tears :

His Eye-balls in their hollow Sockets fink,

Bereft of Sleep $
he Joaths his Meat and Drink.

He withers at his Heart, and looks as wan

As the pale Spectre of a murder'd Man :

That Pale turns Yellow, and his Face receives

The faded Hue of faplefs Boxen Leaves :

In folitary Groves he makes his Moan,

Walks early out, and ever is alone.

Nor mix'd in Mirth, in youthful Pleafure (hares,

But fighs when Songs and Inftruments he hears :

His Spirits are fo low, his Voice is drown'd,

He hears as from afar, or in a Swound,

Like the deaf Murmurs of a diftant Sound :

Uncomb'd his Locks, and fqualid his Attire,

Unlike the Trim of Love and gay Defire
3

But full of mufeful Mopings, which prefage

The lofs of Reafon, and conclude in Rage.

This when he had endur'd a Year and more,

Now wholly chang'd from what he was before,

It happen'd once, that flumbring as he lay,

He dreamt (his Dream began at Break of Day)

That
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That Hermes o'er his Head in Air appear'd,

And with foft Words his drooping Spirits cheer'd :

His Hat, adornd with Wings, difclos'd the God,

And in his Hand he bore the Sleep-compelling Rod :

Such as he feem'd, when at his Sire's Command

On Argus Head he laid the Snaky Wand 5

-

Anfe, he faid, to conqu'ring Athens go,

There Fate appoints an End of all thy Woe.

The Fright awaken'd Arcite with a Start,

Againft his Bofom bounc'd his heaving Heart 5

But foon he faid, with fcarce-recovcr'd Breath,

And thither will I go, to meet my Death,

Sure to be {lain
$
but Death is my Deflre,

Since in Emilias Sight I (hall expire.

By chance he fpy'd a Mirrour while he /poke,

And gazing there beheld his alter'd Look
5

Wondring, he faw his Features and his Hue

So much were chang'd, that fcarce himfelf he knew.

A fudden Thought then ftarting in his Mind,

Since I in Arcite cannot Arcite find,

The World may fearch in vain with all their Eyes,

But never penetrate through this Difguife.

Thanks to the Change which Grief and S icknefs give,

In low Eftate I may fecurely live,

And fee unknown my Miftrefs Day by Day :

He faid
5
and cloth'd himfelf in coutfe Array 5

A lab'ring Hind in fhcw : Then forth he went,

And to th' Athenian Tow'rs his Journey bent \

One Squire attended in the fame Difguife,

Made confcious of his Matter's Enterprize.

21

Arriv'd
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Arriv'd at Athens, foon he came to Court,

Unknown, unqueftion'd in that thick Refort 5

ProflPring for Hire his Service at the Gate,

To drudge, draw Water, and to run or wait.

So fair befel him, that for little Gain

He fcrv'd at firft Emilia 's Chamberlain
5

And watchful all Advantages to fpy,

Was ftill at Hand, and in his Matter's Eye 5

And as his Bones were big, and Sinews ftrong,

Refus'd no Toil that could to Slaves belong 5

But from deep Wells with Engines Water drew,

And us'd his Noble Hands the Wood to hew.

He pafs'd a Year at leaft attending thus

On Emily, and call'd Philoftratus.

But never was there Man of his Degree

So much efteem'd, fo well belov'd as he.

So gentle of Condition was he known,
1

That through the Court his Courtefie was blown :

All think him worthy of a greater Place,

And recommend him to the Royal Grace :

That cxercisd within a higher Sphere,

His Vermes more confpicuous might appear.

Thus by the general Voice was Arcite prais'd,

And by Great Tbefeus to high Favour rais'd 5

Among his Menial Servants firft enroll'd,

And largely entertain'd with Sums of Gold :

Befides what fecretly from Thebes was fent,

Of his own Income, and his Annual Rent.

This
*
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This well employed, he purchas'd Friends and Fame,

But cautioufly conceal'd from whence it came.

Thus for three Years he liv'd with large Increafe,

In Arms of Honour, and Efteem in Peace 5

To Tbefeus Perfon he v/as ever near,

And Tbefeus for his Vertues held him dear.

The End of the Firft Book-

PALAMON
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P A L A M O N
AND

A R C I T E.

O R,

The Knight's Tale.

1

1

BOOK II

WHile
Arcite lives in Blifs, the Story turns

Where hopelefs falamon in Prifon mourns.

For fix long Years immur'd, the captive Knight

Had dragg'd his Chains, and fcarcely feen the Light :

Loft Liberty, and Love at once he bore
5

His Prifon pain'd him much, his Partion more :

Nor dares he hope his Fetters to remove,

Nor ever wifhes to be free from Love-

But
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But when the fixth revolving Year was run,

And May Within the Twins receiv'd the ^Sun,

Were it by Chance, or forceful Deftinv,

Which forms in Caufes firit whate'er fhall be,

Ailifted by a Friend one Moonlcfs Night,

This Palamon from tVifon took his Flight :

A pleafant Beverage he prepar'd before

Of Wine and Honey mix'd, with added Store

Of Opium j
to his Keeper this he brought,

Who fwallow'd unaware the fleepy Draught,

And fnor'd fecure till Morn, his Scnfcs bound

In Slumber, and in long Oblivion drown'd.

Short was the Night, and careful Palamon

Sought the next Covert e'er the Rifing Sun.

A thick fpread Foreft near the City lay, .

To this with lengrhen'd Strides he took his way,

(For far he cou'd not fly, and fear'd the Day :)

Safe from Purfuit, he meant to fhun the T ighr,

Till the brown Shadows of the friendly Night

To Thtbes might favour his intended Flight.

When to his Country come, his next Defign

Was all the Tbeban Race in Arms to join,

And war on T/xfeut, till he loft his Life,

Or won the Beauteous Emily to Wife.

Thus while his Thoughts the lingring Day beguile,

To gentle Arcite let us turn our Style 5

Who little dreamt how nigh he was to Care,

Till treacherous Fortune caught him in the Snare.

The
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The Morning-Lark, the Meffenger of Day,

Saluted in her Song the Morning gray $

And foon the Sun arofe with Beams fo bright,

That all th' Horizon laugh'd to fee the joyous Sight 5

He with his t^pid Rays the Rofe renews, r{j

And licks the dropping Leaves, and dries the Dews j

When Arcite left his Bed, refolv'd to pay

Obfervance to the Month of merry May :

Forth on his fiery Steed betimes he rode,

That fcarcely prints the Turf on which he trod 2

At cafe he feem'd, and pranfing o'er the Plains,

Turn'd only to the Grove his Horfes Reins,

The Grove I nam'd before 5 and lighting there,

A Woodbind Garland fought to crown his Hair $

Then turn'd his Face againft the rifing Day,

And raia'd his Voice to wclcom in the May.

For thee, fweet Month, the Groves green Liv'ries wear :

If not the firft, the faired of the Year :

For thee the Graces lead the dancing Hours,

And Nature's ready Pencil paints the Flow'rs :

When thy fhort Reign is paft, the Fev'nfh Sun

The fultry Tropick fears, and moves more flowly on.

So may thy tender Bloffoms fear no Bike,

Nor Goats with venom'd Teeth thy Tendrils bite,

As thou (halt guide my wandring Feet to find

The fragrant Greens I feck, my Brows to bind.

E 2 His
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His Vows addrefs'd, within the Grove he ftray'd,

Till Fate, or Fortune, near the Place convey'd

His Steps where fecret Pala?non was laid.

Full little thought of him the gentle Knight,

Who flying Death had there conceal'd his Flight
-' bn

In Brakes and Brambles hid, and fhunmng Mental Sight.

And lefs he knew him for his hated Foe,
^

But fear'd him as a Man he did not know.

But as it has been faid of ancient Years,

That Fields are full of Eyes, and Woods have Ears;

For this the Wife are ever on their Guard,

For, Unforefecn, they fay, is unprepar'd.

Uncautious Arcite thought himfelf alone,

And Ids than all fufpeded Palamon,
Wn

]

L

Who liftning heard him, while he fearch'djhe &&<%
l LflA

And loudly fung his Roundelay of Love.

But on the fudden ftopp'd, and filent ftood,

(As Lovers often mufe, .and change their Mood
b)

Now high as Heav'n
} and then as low as Hell

3

Now up, now down, as Buckets in a Well :

For Venus, like her Day, will change her Cheer,

And feldom fhall we fee a Friday clear.

Thus Arcite having fung, with alter'd Hue
Sunk on the Ground, and from his Bofom drew

A defp rate Sigh, accufing Heav'n and Fate,

And angry Junos unrelenting Hate.

Cursd be the Day when firit I did appear 5

Let it be blotted from the Calendar,

Left it pollute the Month, and poifon all'the^'Year.

Still
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Still will the jealous Queen purfue our Race ?

Cadmus is dead, the fheban City was :

Yet ceafes not her Hate : For all who come

From Cadmus are involv'd in Cadmus Doorru

I fuffer for my Blood : Unjuft Decree !

That *punifhes another's Crime on me.

In mean Eftate I ferve my mortal Foe,

The Man who caus'd my Countrys Overthrow.

This is not all
5

for Juno, to my ihame,

Has fore'd me to forfake my former Name 5

Arcite I was, Philoftratus I am.

That Side of Heav'n is all my . Enemy :

Mars ruin'd Thebes-, his Mother ruin'd me.

Of all the Royal Race remains but one

Befide my felf, th'unhappy Palamon,

Whom Tbefeus holds in Bonds, and will not free 5

Without a Crime, except his Kin to me.

,
Yet thefe, and all the reft I cou'd endure 5

But Love's a Malady without a Cure :

Fierce Love has piere'd me with his fiery Dart,

He fries within, and hilTcs at my Heart.

Your Eyes, fair Emily, my Fate purfue 3

I fuffer for the reft, I die for you.

Of fuch a Goddefs no Time leaves Record,

Who burnd the Temple where fhe was ador'd :

And let it burn, I never will complain,

Pleas'd with my SurT'rings, if you knew my Pain.

At this a fickly Qualm his Heart affail'd,

"His Ears ring inward, and his Senfes fail'd.

No
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No Word mifs'd Valainon of all he fpoke,

But foon to deadly Pale he chang'd his Look :

He trembl'd ev'ry Limb, and felt a Smart,

As if cold Steel had glided through his Heart 3

Nor longer ftaid, but ftarting from his Place,

Difcover'd flood, and fhcw'd his hoftile Face :

Falfe Traytor Arcite
> Traytor to thy Blood,

Bound by thy facred Oath to feek my Good,

Now art thou found forfworn, for Emily 3

And dar'ft attempt her Love, for whom I die.

So haft thou cheated Theseus with a Wile,

Againft thy Vow, returning to beguile

Under a borrow'd Name t As falfe to me,

So falfe thou art to him who fet thee free : \>

But reft aftur d, that either thou fhalt die,

Or elfe renounce thy Claim in Emily :

For though unarm'd I am, and (freed by Chance)

Am here without my Sword, or pointed Lance ;

Hope not, bafe Man, unqueftion'd hence to go,

For I am Palamon thy mortal Foe.

Arcite, who heard his Tale, and knew the Man,

His Sword unfheath'd, and fiercely thus began :

Now by the Gods, who govern Heav'n above,

Wert thou not weak with Hunger, mad with Love,

That Word had been thy laft, or in this Grove

This Hand Ihould force thee to renounce thy Love.

The Surety which I gave thee, I defie
5

Fool, not to know that Love endures no Tic,

And Jove but laughs at Lovers Perjury.
'

Know
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Know I will ferve the Fair in thy defpight 3

But fince thou art my Kinfman, and a Knight,

Here, have my Faith, to morrow in this Grove

Our Arms (hall plead the Titles of our Love 1

And Heav'n fo help my Right, as I alone

Will come, and keep the Caufe and Quarrel both unknown 3

With Arms of Proof both for my felf and thee
5

Chufe thou the bed, and leave the worft to me.

And, that at better cafe, thou maift abide,

Bedding and Clothes I will this Night provide*

And needful Suftenance, that thou maift be

A Conqueft better won, and worthy me.

His Promiie Palamon accepts 5
but pray'd*

To keep it better than the firft he made.

Thus fair they parted till the Morrows Dawn*

For each had laid his plighted Faith to pawn. ,

Oh Love ! Thou fternly doft thy Pow'r maintain*

,
And wilt not bear a Rival in thy Reign,

Tyrants and thou all Fellowfhip difdain.

This was in Arcite prov'd, and ^alamort,

Both in Defpair, yet each would love alone*

Arcite return'd, and, as in Honour ty'd,

His Foe with Bedding, and with Food fupply'dj

Then, e'er the Day, two Suits of Armour fought,

Which born before him on his Steed he brought :

Both were of fhining Steel, and wrought fo pure,

As might the Strokes of two fuch Arms endure.

Now, at the Time, and in th' appointed Place,

The Challenger, and Challeng'd, Face to Face,

*

Approach $
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Approach ; each other from afar they knew,

And from afar their Hatred chang'd their Hue.

So ftands the Thracian Heardfman with his Spear,

Full in the Gap, and hopes the hunted Bear,

And hears him ruftling in the Wood, and fees

His Courfe at Diftance by the bending Trees ;

And thinks, Here comes my mortal Enemy,

And cither he muft fall in Fight, or I :

This while he thinks, he lifts aloft his Dart;

A genrous Chilnefs feizes ev'ry Part ;

- The Veins pour back the Blood, and fortifie the Heart.

Thus pale they meet ; their Eyes with Fury burn 5

None greets 5 for none the Greeting will return :

But in dumb Surlinefs, each arm'd with Care

His Foe
profeft, as Brother of the War :

Then both, no Moment loft, at once advance

Againft each other, arm'd with Sword and Lance :

They lafh, they foin, they pafs, they ftrive to bore

Their Corflets, and the thinned Parts explore.

Thus two long Hours in equal Arms they ftood,

And wounded, wound 5 till both were bath'd in Blood;

And not a Foot of Ground had cither got,

As if the World depended on the Spot.

Fell Arcite like an angry Tyger far'd,

And like a Lion Palamon appear'd :

Or as two Boars whom Love to Battel draws,

With rifing Briftles, and with frpathy Jaws,

Their adverfe Breafts with Tusks oblique they wound 3

With Grunts and Groans the Foreft rings around.

So
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So fought the Knights, and fighting mu(t abide,

Till Fate an Umpire fends their DjfTrence to decide.

The Pow'r that ministers to God's Decrees,

And executes on Earth what Heavn forcfees,

Call'd Providence, or Chance, or fatal Sway,

Comes with refiltlefs Force, and finds or makes her Way,
Nor Kings, nor Nations, nor united Pow'r

One Moment can retard th' appointed Hour.

And fome one Day, fome wondrous Chance appears,

Which happen'd not in Centuries of Years :

For fure, whate'er we iMortals hate or love,

Or hope, or fear, depends on Pow'rs above
\

They move our Appetites to Good or 111,

And by Foreflght neceffitate the Will.

In Thefeus this appears 5
whofe youthful Joy

Was Beafts of Chafe in Foreffc to deftroy $

This gentle Knight, infpir'd by jolly May,

Forfook his eafie Couch at early Day,

And to the Wood and Wilds purfu'd his Way.

Beflde him rode Hippolita the Queen,

And Emily attir'd in lively Green :

With Horns, and Hounds, and all the tuneful Cry,

To hunt a Royal Hart within the Covert nigh :

And as he follow'd Mars before, fo now

He ferves the Goddefs of the Silver Bow.

The Way that Tbefeus took was to the Wood
Where the two Knights in cruel Battel flood :

The Laund on which they fought, th' appointed Place

In which th' uncoupl'd Hounds began the Chace.

F Thither
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Thither forth-right he rode to rowfe the Prey,

That lhaded by the Fern in Harbour lay j

And thence diflodg'd, was wont to leave the Wood,

For open Fields, and croft the Cryftal Flood.

Approach'd, and looking underneath the Sun,

He faW. proud 4rcite t
and fierce Palamon

y

In mortal Battel doubling Blow on Blow,

Like Lightning flam'd their Fauehions to and fro,

And fhot a dreadful Gleam 5 fo itrong they ftrook,

There feem'd lefs Force requir'd to fell an Oak :

He gaz'd with Wonder on their equal Might,

Look'd eager on, but knew not either Knight :

Refolv'd to learn, he fpurr -d his fiery Steed

With goring Rowels, towprovoke his Speed.

The Minute ended that began the Race,

So foon he was betwixt .'em on the Place
5

And with his Sword unfheath'd, on pain of Life

Commands both Combatants to ceafe their Strife :

Then with imperious Tone purfues his Threat
5

What are you ? Why in Arms together met ?

How dares your Pride prefume againft my Laws,

As in a lifted Field to fight your Caufe ?

Unask'd the Royal Grant
^
no Marfhal by,

As Knightly Rites require 5
. nor Judge to try ?

Then Palamon, with.fcarce recovcr'd Breath,

Thus hafty fpoke 5
We both deferve the Death,

And both wou'd die 5 for look the M^orld around,

A Pair fb wretched is not to be found.

Our Life's a Load
5
encumber'd with the Charge,

We long to fet th' imprifon'd Soul at large.

Nov/
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Now as thou art a Sovereign Judge, decree

The rightful Doom of Death to him and me,

Let neither find thy Grace
5
for Grace is Cruelty.

Me firft, O kill me firft
5
and cure my Woe :

Then fheath the Sword of Juftice on my Foe

Or kill him firft 5 for when his Name is heard,

He foremoft will receive his due Reward.

Arcite of Thebes is he
3 thy mortal Foe,

On whom thy Grace did Liberty beftow,

But firft contracted, that if ever found

By Day or Night upon th' Athenian Ground,

His Head fhould pay the Forfeit : See return d

The perjur'd Knight, his Oath and Honour fcorn'd.

For this is he, who with a borrow'd Name

And profer'd Service, to thy Palace came,

Now call'd Philojiratus : retain'd by thee,

A Traytor trufted, and in high Degree,

Afpiring to the Bed of beauteous Emily.

My Part remains : From Thebes my Birth I own,

And call my felf th' unhappy Palamon.

Think me not like that Man
$ fince no Difgrace

Can force me to renounce the Honour of my Race.

Know me for what I am : I broke thy Chain,

Nor promis'd I thy Pris'ner to remain :

The Love of Liberty with Life is giv'n,

And Life it felf th' inferiour Gift of Heaven.

Thus without Crime I fled ; but farther know,

I with this Arcite am thy mortal Foe :

Then give me Death, fince I thy Life purfuc,

For Safeguard of thy felf, Death is my Due.

F 2 More
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More would'ft thou know ? I love bright Emily,

And for her Sake, and in her Sight will die :

But kill my Rival too
5
for he no Ids

Deferves ; and I thy righteous Doom will blefs,

AfTur'd that what I lofe, he never fhall poflefs.

To this reply'd the ftern Athenian Prince,

And fow'rly fmild, In Owning your Offence

You judge your felf ; and I but keep Record

In place of Law, while you pronounce the Word.

Take your Defert, the Death you have decreed $

I feal your Doom, and ratine the Deed.

By Mars, the Patron of my Arms, you die.

He faid 5
dumb Sorrow fciz'd the Standers by.

The Queen above the reft, by Nature Good,

(The Pattern form'd of perfect Womanhood)

For tender Pity wept : When fhe began,

Through the bright Quire th' infectious Vertue ran.

All dropp'd their Tears, ev n the contended Maid 5

And thus among themfelves they foftly faid s

What Eyes can fuffer this unworthy Sight !

Two Youths of Royal Blood, renown'd in Fight,

The Mafterfhip of Heavn in Face and Mind,

And Lovers, far beyond their faithlefs Kind 5

See their wide ftreaming Wounds
3 they neither came

From Pride of Empire, nor defire of Fame :

Kings fight for Kingdoms, Madmen for Applaufe 5

But love for Love alone 3
that crowns the Lover's Caufe.

This Thought, which ever bribes the beauteous Kind,

Such Pity wrought in ev'ry Ladies Mind,

They
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They left their Steeds, and proftrate on the Place,

From the fierce King, implor'd th' Offenders Grace,

He paus'd a while, flood filent in his Mood,

(For yet, his Rage was boiling in his Blood)

But foon his tender Mind th' Impreflion felt, .

(As fofteft Metals are not flow to melt

And Pity fooneft runs in gentle Minds :)

Then reafons with himfelf
5 and firft he finds

Mis Paflion caft a Mift before his Senfe,

And either made, or magnifi'd th' Offence.

Offence ! of what ? to whom ? Who judgd the Caufe ?

The Pris'ner freed himfelf by Natures Laws :

Born free, he fought his Right : The Man he freed

Was perjur'd, but his Love excus'd the Deed :

Thus pond'ring, he look'd under with his Eyes,

And faw the Womens Tears, and heard their Cries 5

Which mov'd Companion more : He fhook his Head,

And foftly fighing to himfelf, he faid,

Curfe on th' unpard'ning Prince, whom Tears can draw-

To no Remorfe > w ho rules by Lions Law
5

And deaf to Pray'rs, by no Submiffion bow'd,

Rends all alike
3

the Penitent, and Proud :

At this, with Look ferene, he rais'd his Head,

Reafon refum'd her Place, and Paflion fled :

Then thus aloud he fpoke : The Pow'r of Love,

In Earth, and Seas, and Air, and Heav'n above*

Rules, unrefilted, with an awful Nod 5

By daily Miracles declar'd a God :

He
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He blinds the Wife, gives Eye-fight to the Blind j

And moulds and (lamps anew the Lover's Mind.
*

Behold that Arcite, and this Palamon,

Freed from my Fetters, and in Safety gone,

What hinder'd cither in their Native Soil

At eafe to reap the Harveft of their Toil ?

But Love, their Lord, did otherwife ordain,

And brought 'em in their own defpite again,

To fuffer Death deferv'd 5 for well they know,

'Tis in my Pow'r, and I their deadly Foe
5

The Proverb holds, That to be wife and love,

Is hardly granted to the Gods above.

See how the Madmen bleed i Behold the Gains

With which their Mafter, Love, rewards their Pains :

For fev'n long Years, on Duty ev'ry Day,

Lo their Obedience, and their Monarch's Pay :

Yet, as in Duty bound, they ferve him on,

And ask the Fools, they think it wifely done t

Nor Eafe, nor Wealth, nor Life it klf regard,

For 'tis their Maxim, Love is Love's Reward.

This is not all
5
the Fair for whom they ftrove

Nor knew before, nor could fufpect their Love,

Nor thought, when fhe beheld the Fight from far,

Her Beauty was th' Occafion of the War.

But fure a gen'ral Doom on Man is paft,

And all are Fools and Lovers, fkft or laft :

This both by others and my kl( I know,

For I have ferv'd their Sovereign, long ago.

Oft
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Oft have been caught within the winding Train

Of Female Snares, and felt the Lovers Pain,

And learn'd how far the God can Humane Hearts contain.

To this Remembrance, and the Pray' is of thofe

Who for th' offending Warriors interpofe,

I give their forfeit Lives
5
on this accord,

To do me Homage as their Sov'reign Lord 5

And as my Vaflals,. to their utmoit Might,

Affift my Perfon, and aflert my Right.

This, freely fworn, the Knights their Grace obtain'd
$

Then thus the King his fecret Thoughts explain'd :

If Wealth, or Honour, or a Royal Race,

Or each, or all, may win a Ladies Grace,

Then either of you Knights may well deferve

A Princefs born
\ and fuch is (he you ferve :

For Emily is Sifter to the Crown,

And but too well to both her Beauty known :

But fhou'd you combate till you both were dead,

Two Lovers cannot fhare a fingle Bed :

As therefore both are equal in Degree,

The Lot of both be left to Deftiny.

Now hear th* Award, and happy may it prove

To her, and him who beft deferves her Love.

Depart from hence in Peace, and free as Air,

Search the wide World, and where you pleafe repair j

But on the Day when this returning Sun

To the fame Point through ev'ry Sign has run,

Then each of you his Hundred Knights fhall bring,

In Royal Lifts, to fight before the King 3

And
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And then, the Knight whom Fate or happy Chance

Shall with his Friends to Victory advance,

And grace his Arms fo far in equal Fight,

From out the Bars to force his Oppo/itc,

Or kill, or make him Recreant on the Plain,

The Prize of Valour and of Love ihall gain $

The vanquiih'd Party fhall their Claim releafe,

And the long Jars conclude in Lifting Peace.

The Charge be mine t' adorn the chofen Ground,

The Theatre of War, for Champions fo renown d
$

And take the Patrons Place of either Knight,

With Eyes impartial to behold the Fight $

And Heav'n of me fo judge, as I fhall judge aright.

If both are fatisfi'd with this Accord,

Swear by the Laws of Knighthood on my Sword.

Who now but Palamon exults with Joy ?

And ravilh'd Arcite feems to touch the Sky :

The whole aflembl'd Troop was pleas'd as well,

Extol'd th' Award, and on their Knees they fell

To blefs the gracious King. The Knights with Leave

Departing from the Place, his laft Commands receive
5

On Emily with equal Ardour, look,

And from her Eyes their Infpiration took.

From thence to Thebes old Walls purfue their Way,

Each to provide his Champions for the Day.

It might be deem'd on our Hiftorian's Part,

Or too much Negligence, or want of Art,

If
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If he forgot the vaft Magnificence

Oi Royal Tbefeut, and his large Expencc.

He firft enclos'd for Lifts a level Ground,

The whole Circumference a Mile around :

The Form was Circular
5 and all without

A Trench was funk, to Moat the Place about.

Within
5
an Amphitheatre appear'd,

Rais'd in Degrees 5
to fixty Paces rcar'd I

That when a Man was plac'd in one Degree,

Height was allow'd for him above to fee.

Eaftward was built a Gate of Marble white 5

The like adorn d the Weftern oppofke.

A nobler Ob
j
eel: than this Fabrick was,

Rome never faw
\ nor of fo vaft a Space.

For, rich with Spoils of many a conquer'd Land,

All Arts and Artifts Thefeus could command ;

.Who fold for Hire, or wrought for better Fame 1

The Mafter-Painters, and the Carvers came.

So rofe within the Compafs of the Year

An Ages Work, a glorious Theatre.

Then, o'er its Eaftern Gate was rais'd above

A Temple, facred to the Queen of Love 5

An Altar ftood below : On either Hand

A Prieft with Rofes crown'd, who held a Myrtle Wand;

The Dome of Mars was on the Gate oppos'd,

And on the North a Turret was enclos'd*

G Withiri
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Within the Wall, of Alabafter white,

And crimfon Coral, for the Queen of Night,

Who takes in Sylvan Sports her chafte Delight.

Within thefe Oratories might you fee

Rich Carvings* Pourtraitures, and Imagery i

Where ev'ry Figure to the Life exprefs'd

The Godhead's Pow'r to whom it was addrefs'd.

In Venus Temple, on the Sides were feen

The broken Slumbers of inamour'd Men :

Pray'rs that ev'n fpoke, and Pity feem'd to call,

And nTuing Sighs that fmoak'd along the Wall.

Complaints, and hot Dellres, the Lover's Hell,

And fcalding Tears, that wore a Channel where they fell :

:

And all around were Nuptial Bonds, the Ties

Of Loves AfTurance, and a Train of Lies,

That, made in Luft, conclude in Perjuries.

Beauty, and Youth, and Wealth, and Luxury,

And fpritely Hope, and fhort-enduring Joy 5

And Sorceries to raife th' Infernal Pow'rs,

And Sigils fram'd in Planetary Hours :

Expence, and After-thought, and idle Care,

And Doubts of motley Hue, and dark Defpair :

Sufpicions, and fantaftical Surmife,

And Jealoufie fuffus'd, with Jaundice in her Eyes 5

Difcolouring all lhe view'd, in Tawney drefs'd 5

Down-look'd, and with a Cuckow on her Fift.

Oppos'd to her, on t' other Side, advance

The coftly Feaft, the Carol, and the Dance,

*inftrels.
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Minftrels, and Mufick, Poetry, and Play,

. And Balls by Night, and Turnaments by Day.

AH thefe were painted on the Wall, and more
;

With Ads, and Monuments of Times before :

And others added by Prophetick Doom,

And Loyers yet unborn,- and Loves to come :

For there, th' Idalian Mount, and Citheron,

The Court of Venus, was in Colours drawn :

Before the Palace-gate, in carelefs Drefs,

And loofe Array, fat Portrefs Idlenefs :

There, by the Fount, Narcijfus pin'd alone 5

There Samfon was j with wifer Solomon,

And all the mighty Names by Love undone :

Medea $ Charms were there, Circean Feaits,

With Bowls that turn'd inamour'd Youth to Beafts.

Here might be feen, that Beauty, Wealth, and Wit,

And Prowefs, to the Pow'r of Love fubmit :

'The fpreading Snare for all Mankind is laid 5

And Lovers all betray, and are betray'd.

The Goddefs k\f, fome noble Hand had wrought 5

Smiling {he feem'd, and full of pleafing Thought :

From Ocean as (he firft began to rife,

And fmooth'd the rurB'd Seas, and clear'd the Skies ;

She trodc the Brine all bare below the Breaft,

And the green Waves, but ill conceal'd the reft
;

A Lute flic held
;
and on her Head was feen

A Wreath of Rofes red, and Myrtles green :

Her Turtles fann'd the buxom Air above ;

And, by his Mother, flood an Infant-Love :

G 2 Wjth
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With Wings unfledg'd $ his Eyes were banded o'er ;

His Hands a Bow, his Back a Quiver bore,

Supply'd "with Arrows bright and keen, a deadly Store.

But in the Dome of mighty Mars the Red,

With dift 'rent Figures all the Sides were fpread : .

This Temple, lefs in Form, with equal Grace

Was imitative of the firft in Thrace :

For that cold Region was the lov'd Abode,

And Sov'reign Manfion of the Warriour-God.

The Landfcape was a Foreft wide and bare
$

Where neither Beaft, nor Humane Kind repair ;

The Fowl, that fcent afar, the Borders fly,

And ftiun the bitter Blaft, and wheel about the Sky.

A Cake of Scurf lies baking on the Ground,

And prickly Stubs, mftead of Trees, are found 3

Or Woods with Knots, and Knares deform'd and old
;

Headlefs the moft, and hideous to behold :

A ratling Tempeft through the Branches went,

That flripp'd 'em bare, and one fole way they bent.

Heav'n froze above, fevere, the Clouds congeal,

And through the Cryftal Vault appear'd the ftanding Hail.

Such was the Face without, a Mountain flood

Threatning from high, and overlook'd the Wood :

Beneath the lownng Brow, and on a Bent,

The Temple flood of Mars Armipotent :

The Frame of burnifh'd Steel, that caft a Glare

From far, and feem'd to thaw the freezing Air.

A ftreight, long Entry, to the Temple led,

Blind with high Walls
5 and Horrour over Head :

Thence
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Thence itfu'd fuch a Blaft, and hollow Rore,

As threaten'd from the Hinge, to heave the Door 5

In, through that Door, a Northern Light there (hone 3

'Twas all it had, for Windows there were none.

The Gate was Adamant
3
Eternal Frame !

Which hew'd by Mars himfelf, from Indian Quarries came,

The Labour of a God
3
and all along

Tough Iron Plates were clench'd to make it ftrong.

A Tun about, Was ev'ry Pillar there
3

A polifh'd Mirrour (hone not half fo clear.

There faw I how the fecret Fcllon wrought,

And Treafon lab'ring in the Traytor's Thought 3

And Midwife Time the ripend Plot to Murder brought.

There, the Red Anger dar'd the Pallid Fear 3

Next ftood Hypocrifie, with holy Lear :

Soft, fmiling, and demurely looking down,

But hid the Dagger underneath the Gown :

Th' aiTafiinating Wife, the Houfhold Fiend
3

And far the blacked there, the Traytor-Friend.

On t' other Side there flood Deftruction bare
j

Unpunifh'd Rapine, and a Wafte of War.

Conteft, with fharpen'd Knives in Cloyfters drawn,

And all with Blood befpread the holy Lawn.

Loud Menaces were heard, and foul Difgrace,

And bawling Infamy, in Language bafe
3

Till Senfe was loft in Sound, and Silence fled the Place.

The Slayer of Himfelf yet faw I there,

The Gore congeal'd was clotter'd in his Hair :

With Eyes half clos'd, and gaping Mouth he lay,

And grim, as when he breath'd his fullen Soul away.

In



46 Palamon and Arcite ; Or, Book If.

-
.

In midft of all the Dome, Misfortune fat,

And gloomy Difcontent, and fell Debate :

And Madnefs laughing in his ireful Mood
j

And arm'd Complaint on Theft
5
and Cries of Blood.

There was the murder'd Corps, in Covert laid,

And Violent Death in thoufand Shapes difplay'd :

The City to the Soldier's Rage refign'd :

Succefslefs Wars, and Poverty behind :

Ships burnt in Fight, or fore'd on Rocky Shores,

And the rafh Hunter ftrangled by the Boars :

The new-born Babe by Nurfes overlaid
5

And the Cook caught within the raging Fire he made.

All Ills of Mars his Nature, Flame and Steel :

The gafping Charioteer, beneath the Wheel

Of his own Car ; the ruin'd fioufe that falls

And intercepts her Lord betwixt the Walls:

The whole Divifion that to Mars pertains,

All Trades of Death that deal in Steel for Gains,

Were there : The Butcher, Armourer, and Smith,

Who forges fharperid Fauchions, or the Scythe.

The fcarlet Conqueft on a Tow'r was plac'd,

With Shouts, and Soldiers Acclamations grae'd \

A pointed Sword hung threatning o'er his Head,

Suftain'd but by a flender Twine of Thrcd.

There /aw I Mars his Ides, the Capitol^

The Seer in vain foretelling Ccefars Fall,

The laft Triumvirs, and the Wars they move,

And Antony, who loft the World for Love.

Thefe, and a thoufand more, the Fane adorn

Their Fates were painted e'er the. Men were born,

All
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All copied from the Heav'ns, and ruling Force

Of the Red Star, in his revolving Courfe.

The Form of Mars high on a Chariot flood,

All fheath'd in Arms, and gruffly look'd the God :

Two Geomantick Figures were difplay'd -s

Above his Head, a * Warriour and a Maid; > *Rubeas,&,

1 , \VuelU.
One when Direcl:, and one when Retrograde. J

Tir'd with Deformities of Death, I hafte

To the third Temple of Diana chaftej

A Sylvan Scene with various Greens was drawn;

Shades on the Sides, and on the midft a Lawn :

The Silver Cynthia, with her Nymphs around,

Purfu'd the flying Deer, the Woods with Horns rcfourtd 1

Califtho there flood manifeft of Shame,

And turn d a Bear, the Northern Star became :

Her Son was next, and by peculiar Grace

In the cold Circle held thefecond Place :

The Stag Afteon in the Stream had fpy'd

The naked Huntrefs, and, for feeing, dy'd .*

His Hounds, unknowing of his Change, purfue

The Chace, and their miftaken Mafter flew.

Teneian Daphne too was there to fee

Apollo's Love before, and now his Tree :

Th' adjoining Fane th* afTembPd Greeks exprefs'd*

And hunting of the Caledonian Beaft*

OeniJes Valour, and his envy'd Prize 5

The fatal Pow'r of Atalantas Eyes 3

Diana's Vengeance on the Victor fhown,

The Murdrefs Mother, and eonfuming Son.

The
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The Volfcia?i Queen extended on the Plain
5

The Treafon punifh'd, and the Tray tor (lain.

The reft were various Huntings, well defign'd,

And Salvage Beafts deftroy d, of ev'ry Kind S

The graceful Goddefs was array'd in Green 5
nosi

About her Feet were little Beagles feen,

That watch'd with upward Eyes the Motions of their Queen.

Her Legs were Buskind, and the Left before,

In act to (hoot, a Silver Bow (he bore,

And at her Back a painted Quiver wore.

She trod a wexing Moon, that foon wou'd wane,

And drinking borrow'd Light, be fill'd again :

With down-caft Eyes, as feeming to furvey

The dark Dominions, her alternate Sway.

Before her ftood a Woman in 'her Throws,

And call'd Latino's Aid, her Burden to difclofe.

All thefe the Painter drew with fuch Command,
That Nature fnatch'd the Pencil from his Hand,

Alham'd and angry that his Art could feign

And mend the Tortures of a Mothers Pain.

Thefeus beheld the Fanes of ev'ry God,

.
And thought his mighty Coft was well beftow'd :

So Princes now their Poets fhould regard 3

But few can write, and fewer can reward.

The Theater thus rais'd, the Lifts enclbsd,

And all with vaft Magnificence difpos'd,

We leave the Monarch pleas d, and haftc to bring

The Knights to combate
5
and their Arms ro fing.

The End of the Second Book,

PA-
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P A L A M O N
AND

A R C I T E:

O R,

The Knight's Tale.

book ni

THE
Day approach'd when Fortune fliou'd decide

Th' important Enterprize, and give the Bride 5

For now, the Rivals round the World had fought,

And each his Number, well appointed, brought.

The Nations far and near, contend in Choice,

And fend the Flow'r of War by Publick Voice 5

That after, or before, were never known

Such Chiefs
5

as each an Army feem'd alone :

Befide the Champions j
all of high Degree,

Who Knighthood lov'd, and Deeds of Chivalry,

H Throng'd
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Throng'd to the Lifts, and envy'd to behold

The Names of others, not their own inroll'd. .

Nor Teems it ftrange 5 for ev'ry Noble Knight,

Who loves the Fair, and is endu'd with Might,

In fuch a Quarrel wou'd be proud to fight.

There breaths not fcarce a Man on Britiflj Ground

(An Ifle for Love, and Arms of old renown d) -

But would have fold his Life to puchafe Fame,

To Palamon or Arcite fent his Name 5

And had the Land felecled of the beft,

Half had come hence, and let the World provide the reft.

A hundred Knights with Palamon there came,

Approv'd in Fight, and Men of mighty Name $

Their Arms were fev'ral, as their Nations were,

But furnifli'd all aJjke with Sword and Spear, .

Some wore Coat-armour, imitating Scale 5

And next their Skins were ftubborn Shirts of Mail

Some wore a Breaftplate and a light Juppon,

Their Horfes cloth'd with rich Caparifon :

Some for Defence would Leathern Bucklers ufe,

Of folded Hides j and others Shields of Truce.

One hung a Poleax at his Saddle-bow,

And one a heavy Mace, to ftun the Foe :

One for his Legs and Knees provided well,

With Jambeux arm'd, and double Plates of Steel :

This on his Helmet wore a Ladies Glove,

And that a Sleeve embroider'd bv his Love.

With
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With Palamm^ above the reft in Place,

Lycurgus came, the furly King of Thrace 5

Black was his Beard, and manly was his Face :

The Balls of his broad Eyes roll'd in his Head,

And glar'd betwixt a Yellow and a Red :

He look'd a Lion with a gloomy Stare,

And o'er his Eye-brows hung his matted Hair : W
Big-bon'd, and large of Limbs, with Sinews ftrong,

Broad-fhoulder'd, and his Arms were round and long,

Four Milk-white Bulls (the Tbracian Ufe of old)

Were yok'd to draw his Car of burniftYd Gold.

L flight he flood, and bore aloft his Shield,

Confpkuous from..afar, and over- look'd the Field.

His Surcoat was a Bear-skin on his Back
5

His Hair hung long behind, and glotfy Raven-black.

His ample Forehead bore a Coronet

With fparkling Diamonds, and with Rubies fet I

Ten Brace, and more, of Greyhounds, fnowy fair,

And tall as Stags, ran loofe, and cours'd around his Chair,

A Match for Pards in flight, in grappling, for the Bear :

With Golden Muzzles all their Mouths were bound, K '

And Collars of the fame their Necks furround.

Thus thro' the Fields Lycurgus took his way 3

His hundred Knights attend in Pomp and proud Array.

To match this Monarch, with ftrong Arcite came

Emetrius King of bide, a mighty Name,
On a Bay Courfcr, goodly to behold,

'The Trappings of his Horfe embofs'd with barb'rous GoW.

H 2 jsfot"
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Not Mars beftrode a Steed with greater Grace 5

His Surcoat o'er his Arms was Cloth of Thrace,

Adorn'd with Pearls, all Orient, round, and great $

His Saddle was of Gold, with Emeralds fet.

His Shoulders large, a Mantle did attire,

With Rubies thick, and fparkling as the Fire :

His Amber-colour'd Locks in Ringlets run,

With graceful Negligence, and fhone againft the Sun.

His Nofe was Aquiline, his Eyes were blue,

Ruddy his Lips, and frefh and fair his Hue :

Some fprinkled Freckles on his Face were feen,

Whofe Dusk fet off the Whitenefs of the Skin :

His awful Prefence did the Crowd furprize,

Nor durft the raflh Spectator meet his Eyes,

Eyes that confefs'd him born for Kingly Sway,

So fierce, they flafh'd intolerable Day.

His Age in Nature's youthful Prime appear'd,

And juft began to bloom his yellow Beard.

Whene'er he fpoke, his Voice was heard around,

Loud as a Trumpet, with a Silver Sound.

A Laurel wreath'd his Temples, frefh, and green 5

And Myrtle-fprigs, the Marks of Love, were mix'd between.

Upon his Fift he bore, for his Delight,

An Eagle well reclaim'd, and Lilly-white.

His hundred Knights attend him to the War,

All arm'd for Battel 3 fave their Heads were bare.

Words, and Devices blaz'd on ev'ry Shield,

And pleafing was the Terrour of the Field.

For
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For Kings, and Dukes, and Barons you might fee,

Like fparkling Stars, though dirf'rent in Degree,

All for th' Increafe of Arms, and Love of Chivalry.

Before the King, tame Leopards led the way,

And Troops of Lions innocently play. ,w

So Bacchus through the conquer'd Indies rode,

And Beafts in Gambols fnsk'd before their honed God^

In this Array the War of either Side

Through Athens pafs'd with Military Pride.

At Prime, they enter'd on the Sunday Morn
s

Rich Tap'ftry fpread the Streets, and Flowr's the Pots adorn.

The Town was all a Jubilee of Feafts 5 ((j

So Thefezts will'd, in Honour of his Guelts :

Himfelf with open Arms the Kings embrac'd,

Then all the reft in their Degrees were grac'd.

No Harbinger was needful for the Night,

For evry Houfe was proud to lodge a Knight.

I pafs the Royal Treat, nor mud relate

The Gifts bellow' d, nor how the Champions fate
5

Who firft, who laft, or how the Knights addrefs'd

Their Vows, or who was faireft at the Feaft $

Whofe Voice, whofe graceful Dance did mod furprife,
-A 11A

Soft amrous Sighs, and filcnt Love of Eyes.

The Rivals call my Mufe another way,

To ling their Vigils for th' enfuing Day.

'Twas ebbing Darknefs, pad: the Noon of

And Phofpher on the Confines of the Light,

PromisM

Night s
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Promis'd the Sun, e'er Day began to fpring

The tuneful Lark already ftretch'd her Wing,

And flick'ring on her Neft, made fhort Eflays to fing.

When wakeful Palamon, preventing Day,

Took, to (he Royal Lifts, his early way,

To Venus at her Fane, in her own Houfe to pray.

There, falling on his Knees before her Shrine,

He thus implor'd with Pray'rs her Pow'r Divine.

Creator Venus, Genial Pow'r of Love,

The Bli(s of Men below, and Gods above,

Beneath the Aiding Sun thou runn'ft thy Race,

Doft faireft fhine, and beft become thy Place.

For thee the Winds their Eaftern Blafts forbear,

Thy Month reveals the Spring, and opens all the Year.

Thee, Goddefs, thee the Storms of Winter fly,

Earth fmiles with Flow'rs renewing 5 laughs the Sky,

And Birds to Lays of Love their tuneful Notes apply.

For thee the Lion loaths the Tafte of Blood,

And roaring hunts his Female through the Wood I

For thee the Bulls rebellow through the Groves,

And tempt the Stream, and fnufF their abfent Loves.

'Tis thine, whate'er is pleafant, good, or fair:

All Nature is thy Province, Life thy Care 5

Thou mad'ft the World, and doft the World repair.

Thou Gladder of the Mount of Cytberon,

Increafe of Jove, Companion of the Sun
;

If e'er Adonis touch'd thy tender Heart,

Have pity, Goddefs, for thou know'ft the Smart :

Alas
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Alas ! I have not Words to tell my Grief 5

To vent my Sorrow wou'd be fome Relief:

Light SurFrings give us leifure to complain 5

We groan, but cannot fpeak, in greater Pain.

O Goddefs, tell thy felf what I would fay,

Thou know'ft it, and I feel too much to pray.

So grant my Suit, as I enforce my Might,

In Love to be thy Champion, and thy Knight 5 \,

A Servant to thy Sex, a Slave to thee,

A Foe profeft to barren Chaftity.

Nor ask I Fame or Honour of the Field,

Nor chufe I more to vanquilh, than to yield :

In my Divine Emilia make me bleft,

"

. ^

Let Fate, or partial Chance, difpofe the reft :

Find thou the Manner, and the Means prepare j
-

PofTeffion, more than Conqueft, is my Care.

Mars is the Warriour's God
5

in him it lies,

On whom he favours, to confer the Prize j

With milling Afpecl: you ferenely move -

In your fifth Orb, and rule the Realm of Love.

The Fates but only fpin the courfer Clue,

The fined of the Wooll is left for you.

Spare me but one fmall Portion of the Twine,

And let the Sifters cut below your Line :

The reft among the Rubbilh may they fweep,

Or add it to the Yarn of fome old Mifers Heap.
But if you this ambitious Pray'r deny,

(A Wifh, I grant, beyond Mortality)

Then let me fink beneath proud Arcites Arms,

And I once dead, let him poflefs her Charms.

Thus
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Thus ended he
5 then, with Obfervancc due,

The facred Incence on her Altar threw :

The curling Smoke mounts heavy from the Fires j

At length it catches Flame, and in a Blaze expires 3

At once the gracious Goddefs gave the Sign,

Her Statue fhook, and trembld all the Shrine
;

Pleas'd Palamon the tardy Omen took :

For, fince the Flames purfu'd the trailing Smoke,

He knew his Boon was grantee! 5 but the Day
To diftance driv'n, and Joy adjourn'd with long Delay.

Now Morn with Rofie Light had ftreak'd the Sky,

Up rofe the Sun, and up rofe Emily 5

Addrefs'd her early Steps to Cynthia % Fane,

In State attended by her Maiden Train,

Who bore the Vefts that" Holy Rites require,

Incence, and od'rous Gums,' and cover'd Fire.

The plenteous Horns with pleafant Mead they crown,

Nor wanted ought befidcs in honour of the Moon.

Now while the Temple fmoak'd with hallow'd Steam,

They wafh the Virgin in a living Stream
5

The fecret Ceremonies I conceal :

Uncouth
; perhaps unlawful to reveal :

But fuch they were as Pagan Ufe rcquir'd,

Perform'd by Women when the Men retir'd,

Whofe Eyes profane, their chaft myflerious Rites

Might turn to Scandal, or obfeene Delights.

Well-meaners think no Harm
$
but for the reft,

Things Sacred they pervert, and Silence is the bed

Her



Book III. The Knight's Tale. 57

Her ihining Hair, uncomb'd, was loofly fpread^

A Crown of Maftlefs Oak adorn'd her Head :

When to the Shrine approach'd the fpotlefs Maid,

Had kindling Fires on either Altar laid :

(The Rites were fuch as were obferv'd of old,

By Statim in his Tbeban Story told.)

Then kneeling with her Hands acrofs her Breaft,

Thus lowly fhe preferr'd her chad Requeft.

O Goddefs, Haunter of the Woodland Green,

To whom both Heav'n and Earth and Seas are feen 5

Queen of the nether .Skies, where half the Year

Thy Silver Beams defcend, and light the gloomy Sphere 3

Goddefs of Maids, and confeious of our Hearts,

So keep me from the Vengeance of thy Darts,

Which Niobes devoted Iflue felt,

When hiding through the Skies the feather'd Deaths were dealt :

As I defire to live a Virgin-life,

Nor know the Name of Mother or of Wife.

Thy Votrefs from my tender Years I am,

And love, like thee, the Woods and Sylvan Game.

Like Death, thou know'ft, I loath the Nuptial State,

And Man, the Tyrant of our Sex, I hate,

A lowly Servant, but a lofty Mate.

Where Love is Duty, on the Female Side
3

On theirs meer fenfual Guft, and fought with furly Pride-

Now by thy triple Shape, as thou art feen

In Heav'n, Earth, Hell, and ev'ry where a Queen,

Grant this my firft Defire
3

let Difcord ceafe,

And make betwixt the Rivals lading Peace :

I Quench
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Quench their hot Fire, or far from me remove

The Flame, and turn it on fome other Love.

Or if my frowning Stars have fo decreed,

That one muft be rejected, one fucceed,

Make him my Lord within whofe faithful Breaft

Is fix'd my Image, and who loves me beft.

But, oh ! ev'n that avert ! I chufe it not,

Bift take it as the leaft unhappy Lot.

A Maid I am, and of thy Virgin-Train 5

Oh, let me ttill that fpotlefs Name retain !

Frequent the Foretts, thy chaft Will obey,

And only make the Beafts of Chace my Prey !

The Flames afcend.on either Altar clear,

While thus the blamelefs Maid addrefs'd her PrayV
When lo t the burning Fire that fhone fo bright,

Flew off, all fudden, with extinguifh'd Light,

And left one Altar dark, a little fpace 5

Which turn'd felf-kindl'd, and renew'd the Blaze :

That other Victour-FJame a Moment ftood,

Then fell, and lifelefs left th' extinguifh'd Wood 5

For ever loft, th' irrevocable Light

Forfook the blackning Coals, and funk to Night :

At either End it whittled as it flew,

And as the Brands were green, fo dropp'd the Dew $

Infected as it fell with Sweat of Sanguin Hue.

The Maid from that ill Omen turn'd her Eyes,

And with loud Shrieks and Clamours rent the Skies,

I
Nor
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Nor knew what fignifi'd the boding Sign,

But found the Pow'rs difpleas'd, and fear'd the Wrath Divine.

Then (hook the Sacred Shrine, and fudden Light

Sprung through the vaulted Roof, and made the Temple bright.

The Pow'r, behold ! the Pow'r in Glory (hone,

By her bent Bow, and her keen. Arrows known :

The reft, a Huntrefs itfuing from the Wood,

Reclining on her Cornel Spear fhe flood.

Then gracious thus began $
Difmifs thy Fear,

And Heav'ns unchang'd Decrees attentive hear :

More pow'rful Gods have torn thee from my Side,

Unwilling to refign, and doom'd a Bride :

The two contending Knights are weigh'd above 3

One Mars protects, and one the Queen of Love :

But which the Man, is in the Thund'rer's Breaft,

This he pronoune'd, 'tis he who loves thee beft.

The Fire that once extinct, reviv'd again,

Forefhews the Love allotted to remain.

Farewell, fhe faid, and vanifh'd from the Place 5

The Sheaf of Arrows fhook, and rattl'd in the Cafe.

Agaft at this, the Royal Virgin flood,

Difclaim'd, and now no more a Sifter of the Wood ;

But to the parting Goddefs thus fhe pray'd 3

Propitious ftill be prefent to my Aid,

Nor quite abandon your once favoured Maid.

Then fighing (he return'd ;
but fmil'd betwixt,

With Hopes, and Fears, and Joys with Sorrows mixt.

I 1 The
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The next returning Planetary Hour

Of Mars, who fhar'd the Heptarchy of Pow'r,

His Steps bold Arcite to the Temple bent,

T s

adore with Pagan. Rites the Pow'r Armipotcnt :

Then proftrate, low before his Altar lay,

And rais'd his manly Voice, and thus began to pray.

Strong God of Arms, whofe Iron Scepter fways

The freezing North, and Hyperborean Seas,

And Scythian Colds, and Thracias Wintry Coaft,

Where ftand thy Steeds, and thou art honour'd moft :

There moft
;
but ev'ry where thy Pow'r is known,

The Fortune of the Fight is all thy own :

Terrour is thine, and wild Amazement flung

From out thy Chariot, withers ev'n the Strong:

And Difarray and fhameful Rout enfue,

And Force is added to> the fainting Grew.

Acknowledg'd as thou art, accept my PrayY,

If ought I have atchiev'd deferve thy Care i

If to my utnaoft. Pow'r with Sword and Shield

I dar'd the Death, unknowing how to yield,

And falling in my Rank, (till kept the Field :

Then let my Arms prevail, by thee fuftain'd,

That Emily by Conqueft may be gain'd.

Have pity on my Pains
j nor thofe unknown

To Mars, which when a Lover, were his own.

Venus, the Publick Care of all above,

Thy ftubborn Heart has foftned into Love ;

Now by her Blandifhments and pow'rful Charms

"When yielded, fhe lay curling in thy Arms,

Fv'n
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Ev'n by thy Shame, if Shame it may be calld,

When Vulcan had thee in his Net lnthrall'd 5

O envy'd Ignominy, fweet Difgrace,

When ev'ry God that law thee, wifh'd thy Place.!

By thofe dear Pleafures, aid my Arms in Fight,

*And make me conquer in my Patron's Right :

For I am young, a Novice in the Trade,

The Fool of Love, unpractis'd to perfuade ;

And want the foothing Arts that catch the Fair,

But caught my k\f, lie ftrugling in the Snare :

And fhe I love, or laughs at all my Pain,

Or knows her Worth too well $ and pays me with Difdain.

For fure I am, unlefs I win in Arms,

To {land excluded from Emilias Charms :

Nor can my Strength avail, unlefs by thee

JBndu'd with Force, I gain the Victory :

Then for the Fire which warm'd thy genrous Heart,

Pity thy Subject's Pains, and equal Smart.

$0 be the Morrows Sweat and Labour mine,

The Palm and Honour of the Conqueft thine :

Then fhall the War, and ftern Debate, and Strife

Immortal, be the Bus nefs of my Life
j

And in thy Fane, the dufty Spoils among,

High on the burnifh'd Roof, my Banner fhall be hung 5

Rank'd with my Champions Bucklers, and below

With Arms revcrs'd, th' Atchievcments of my Foe :

And while thefe Limbs the Vital Spirit feeds,

While Day to Night, and Night to Day fucceeds,

Thy fmoaking Altar fhall be fat with Food

Of Incence, and the grateful Steam of Blood 5

Burnt
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Burnt OfPrings Morn and Ev'ning fhall be thine
$

And Fires eternal in thy Temple fhine.

This Bufh of yellow Beard, this Length of Hair,

Which from my Birth inviolate I bear,

Guiklefs of Steel, and from the Razour free,

Shall fall a plenteous Crop, referv'd for thee.

So may my Arms with Victory be bleft,

I ask no more 5
let Fate difpofc the reft.

The Champion ceas'd
$

there follow'd in the Clofe

A hollow Groan, a murm'ring Wind arofe,

The Rings of Ir'n, that on the Doors were hung,

Sent out a jarring Sound, and harfhly rung:

The bolted Gates flew open at the Blaft,

The Storm rulh'd in
5
and Arcite flood agaft :

The Flames were blown afide, yet fhone the*r

bright,

Fann'd by the Wind, and gave a runTd Light :

Then from the Ground a Scent began to rife,

Sweet-fmdling, as accepted Sacrifice :

This Omen pleas'd, and as the Flames afpire

With od'rous Incence Arcite heaps the Fire :

Nor wanted Hymns to Mars, or Heathen Charms :

At length the nodding Statue clafti'd his Arms,

And with a fullen Sound, and feeble Cry,

Half funk, and half pronoune'd the Word of Victory.

For this, with Soul devout, he thank'd the God,

And of Succefs fecurc, rcturn'd to his Abode.

Thefe
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Thcfe Vows thus granted, rais'd a Strife above,

Betwixt the God of War, and Queen of Love.

She granting firft, had Right of Time to plead ;

But he had granted too, nor would recede.

Jove was for Venus
$
but he feafd his Wife,

And feem'd unwilling to decide the Strife 5

Till Saturn from his Leaden Throne arofe,

And found a Way the DirPrence to compofe :

Though fparing of his Grace, to Mifchief bent,

He fcldom does a Good with good Intent.

Wayward, but wife
5 by long Experience taught

To pleafe both Parties, for ill Ends, he fought :

For this Advantage Age from Youth has won,

As not to be outridden, though outrun.

By Fortune he was now to Venus Tnn d,

And with ftern Mars m Capricorn was join'd :

Gf him difpofing in his own Abode,

He footh'd the Goddcfs, while he gull'd the God :

Ceafe, Daughter, to complain 5
and itint the Strife 3

Thy Palamon {hall have his promis'd Wife :

And Marsy the Lord of Conqueft, in the Fight

With Palm and Laurel ihall adorn his Knight.

Wide is my Courfe, nor turn I to my Place

Till length of Time, and move with tardy Pace.

Man feels me, when I prefs th' Etherial Plains,

My Hand is heavy, and the Wound remains.

Mine is the Shipwreck, in a Watry Sign 3

And in an Earthy, the dark Dungeon mine.

Cold
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Cold fhivcring Agues, melancholy Care,

And bitter blading Winds, and poifon'd Air,

Are mine, and wilful Death, rcfulting from Defpair.

The throtling Quinfey 'tis my Star appoints,

And Rhcumatifms I fend to rack the Joints :

When Churls rebel againft their Native Prince,

I arm their Hands, and furnilh the Pretence 5

And houfing in the Lion's hateful Sign,

Bought Senates, and deferting Troops are mine.

Mine is the privy Pois'ning, I command

Unkindly Seafons, and ungrateful Land.

By me Kings Palaces are pufh'd to Ground,

And Miners, crufh'd beneath their Mines are found.

'Twas I flew Samfo?i, when the Pillar'd Hall

Fell down, and crufh'd the Many with the Fall.

My Looking is the Sire of Peftilence,

That fweeps at once the People and the Prince.

Now weep no more, but truft thy Grandfire's Art $

Mars fhall be pleas'd, and thou perform thy Part.

'Tis ill, though difFrent your Complexions are,

The Family of Heav'n for Men fhould war.

Th' Expedient pleas'd, where neither loft his Right :

Mars had the Day, and Venus had the Night.

The Management they left, to Chronds Care 5

Now turn we to th' ErTecTr, and fing the War.

In Athens, all was Pleafure, Mirth, and Play,

All proper to the Spring, and fpritely May :

Which ev'ry Soul infpir'd with fuch Delight,

'Twas Jufting all the Day, and Love at Night.

Heav'n
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Heav'n fmil'd, and gladded was the Heart of Man 5

And Venus had the World, as when it firft began.

Ac length in Sleep their Bodies they compofe,

And dreamt the future Fight, and early rofe.

Now fcarce the dawning Day began to fpring,

As at a Signal giv'n, the Streets with Clamours ring :

At once the Crowd arofe
$
confus'd and high

Ev'n from the Heav'n was heard a fhouting Cry 3

For Mars was early up, and rowz'd the Sky.

The Gods came downward to behold the Wars,

Sharpning their Sights, and leaning from their Stars.

The Neighing of the gen'rous Horfe was heard,

For Battel by the bufie Groom prepar'd :

Ruftling of Harnefs, ratling of the Shield,

Clatt nng of Armour, furbifh'd for the Field.

Crowds to the Caftle mounted up the Street,

Batt'ring the Pavement with their Courfers Feet :

The greedy Sight might there devour the Gold

Of glittring Arms, too dazling to behold j

And poliih'd Steel that caft the View afide,

And Crefted Morions, with their Plumy Pride.

Knights, with a long Retinue of their Squires,

In gawdy Liv'ries march, and quaint Attires.

One lae'd the Helm, another held the Lance :

A third the fhining Buckler did advance.

The Courfer paw'd the Ground with reftlefs Feet,

And fnorting foam'd, and champ'd the Golden Bit.

K The
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The Smiths and Armourers on Palfreys ride,

Files in thcic Hands, and Hammers at their Side,

And Nails for loofen'd Spears,and Thongs for Shields provide.

The Yeomen guard the Streets, in feemly Bands 5

And Clowns come crowding on,with Cudgels in their Hands-

The Trumpets, next the Gate, in order plac'd,

Attend the Sign to (bund the Martial Blaft :

The Palace-yard is flll'd with floating Tides,

And the laft Comers bear the former to the Sides.

The Throng is in the midft : The common Crew

Shut out, the Hall admits the better Few.

In Knots they ftarid, or in a Rank they wall:,

Serious in Afpect, earneft in their Talk :

Factious, and fav'rihg this or t' other Side,

As their ftrong Fancies, and weak Reafon, guide :

Their Wagers back their Wilhes : Numbers hold

With the fair freckl'd King, and Beard of Gold :

So vig'rous are his Eyes, fuch Rays they caft,

So prominent his Eagles Beak is plac'd.

But rnoft their Looks on the black Monarch bend,

His riling Mufcles, and his Brawn commend
j

His double-biting Ax, and beamy Spear,

Each asking a Gygantick Force to rear.

All fpoke as partial Favour mov'd the Mind
5

And fafe themfelves, at others Coft divin'd.

Wak'd by the Cries, th" Athenian Chief arofe,

The Knightly Forms of Combate to difpofc 5

And
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And pafling through th' obfequious Guards, he fate

Confpicuous oh a Throne, fublimc in State 5

There, for the two contending Knights he fent :

Arm'd Cap-a-pe, with Rev'rence low they bent 5

He fmil'd on both, and with fuperiour Look

Alike their offer'd Adoration took.

The People prefs on ev'ry Side to fee

Their awful Prince, and hear his high Decree*

Then figning to the Heralds with his Hand,

They gave his Orders from their lofty Stand.

Silence is thrice enjoin'd 5
then thus aloud

The King at Arms befpeaks the Knights and liftning Crowd.

Our Sovereign Lord has ponder'd in his Mind

The Means to fpare the Blood of gentle Kind 5

And of his Grace, and in-born Clemency,

He modifies his firft fevere Decree $

The keener Edge of Battel to rebate,

The Troops for Honour fighting, not for Hate.

He wills, not Death ftiou'd terminate their Strife
3

And Wounds, if Wounds enfue, be ihort of Life.

But iflues, e'er the Fight, his dread Command,
That Slings afar, and Ponyards Hand to Hand,

Be banifh'd from the Field 5 that none fhall dare

With fhortned Sword to ftab in clofer War
5

But in fair Combate fight w ith manly Strength,

Nor pufh with biting Point, but flrike at length.

The Turney is allow'd but one Career,

Of the tough Afh, with the fliarp-grinded Spear.

< K 2 But
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But Knights unhors'd may rife from off the Plain,

And fight on Foot, their Honour to regain.

Nor, if at Mifchief taken, on the Ground

Be flain, but Pris'ners to the Pillar bound,

At either Barrier plac'd 5
nor (Captives made,)

Be freed, or arm'd anew the Fight invade.
1

The Chief of either Side, bereft of Life,

Or yielded to his Foe, concludes the Strife.

Thus dooms the Lord : Now valiant Knights and young,

Fight each his fill with Swords and Maces long.

The Herald ends : The vaulted Firmament

With loud Acclaims, and vaft Applaufe is rent :

Heav'n guard a Prince fo gracious and fo good,

So juft, and yet fo provident of Blood !

This was the gen'ral Cry. The Trumpets found,

And Warlike Symphony is heard around.

The marching Troops through Athens take their way,

The great Earl-Marfhal orders their Array.

The Fair from high the pafling Pomp behold 3

A Rain of Flow'rs is from the Windows roll'd.

The Cafements are with Golden TifTue fpread,

And Horfes Hoofs, for Earth, on Silken Tap'ftry tread.

The King goes midmoft, and the Rivals ride

In equal Rank, and clofe his either Side.

Next after thefe, there rode the Royal Wife,

With Emily, the Caufe, and the Reward of Strife.

The following Cavalcade, by Three and Three,

Proceed by Titles marfhall'd in Degree.

Thus
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Thus through the Southern Gate they 'take their Way,

And at the Lifts arriv'd e'er Prime of Day.

There, parting from the King, the Chiefs divide,

/And wheeling Eaft ,and Weft, before their Many ridc
t

Th' Athenian Monarch mounts his Throne on high,

And after him the Queen, and Emily :

Next thefe, the Kindred of the Crown are grae'd

With nearer Seats, and Lords by Ladies plac'd.

Scarce were they fcated, when with Clamours loud

In rufb'd at once a rude promifcuous Crowd :

The Guards, and then each other overbare,

And in a Moment throng the fpacious Theatre.

Now chang'd the jarring Noife to Whifpers low,

As Winds forfaldng Seas more foftly blow
;

When at the Weftern Gate, on which the Car

Is plac'd aloft, that bears the God of War,

Proud Arcite entring arm'd before his Train,

Stops at the Barrier, and divides the Plain.

Red was his Banner, and difplay'd abroad,

The bloody Colours of his Patron God.

At that felf-moment enters Palamon

The Gate of Vetius,' and the Rifing Sun 5

Wav'd by the wanton Winds, his Banner Bksy

All Maiden White, and fhares the Peoples Eyes.

From Eaft to Weft, look all the World around,

Two Troops fo match'd were never to be found :

Such Bodies built for Strength, of equal Age,
In Stature fiz'd

3 fo proud an Equipage :

The
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The niceft Eye cou'd no Diftinction make,

Where lay th' Advantage, or what Side to take.

Thus rang d, the Herald for the laft proclaims

A Silence, while they anfwer'd to their Names:

For fo the King decreed, to (nun with Care

The Fraud of Mufters falfe, the common Bane of War.

The Tale was juft, and then the Gates were clos'd ;

And Chief to Chief, and Troop to Troop oppos'd.

The Heralds laft retir'd, and loudly cry'd,

The Fortune of the Field be fairly try'd.

At this, the Challenger with fierce Defie

His Trumpet founds
5

the Challeng'd makes Reply :

With Clangour rings the Field, refounds the vaulted Sky.

Their Vizors clos'd, their Lances in the Reft, .

Or at the Helmet pointed, or the Creft 5

They vanifh from the Barrier, fpeed the Race,

And fpurring fee decreafe the middle Space.

A Cloud of Smoke envellops either Hoft,

And all at once the Combatants are loft :

Darkling they join adverfe, and (hock unfeen,

Courfers with Courfers juftling, Men with Men :

As lab'ring in Eclipfe, a while they ftay,

Till the next Blaft of Wind reftores the Day.

They look anew : The beauteous Form of Fight

Is chang'd, and War appears a grizly Sight.

Two Troops in fair Array one Moment ihow'd,

The next, a Field with fallen Bodies ftrow'd :

Not
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Not half the Number in their Seats are found,

But Men and Steeds lie grov'ling on the Ground.

The Points of Spears are {tuck within the Shield,

The Steeds without their Riders fcour the Field.

The Knights unhors'd, on Foot renew the Fight 5

The glitt'ring Fauchions caft a gleaming Light :

Hauberks and Helms are hew'd with many a Wound
5

Out fpins the dreaming Blood, and dies the Giound.

The mighty Maces with fuch hafte defcend,

They break the Bones, and make the folid Armour bend.

This thrufts amid the Throng with furious Force ;

Down goes, at once, the Horfeman and the Horfe :

That Courfcr {tumbles on the fallen Steed,

And floundring, throws the Rider o'er his Head.

One rolls along, a Foot-ball to his Foes 5

One with a broken Truncheon deals his Blows.

This halting, this difabl'd with his Wound,

In Trumph led, is to the Pillar bound,

Where by the King's Award he muft abide :

There goes a Captive led on t other Side.

By Fits they ceafe
j and leaning on the Lance,

Take Breath a while, and to new Fight advance'

Full oft the Rivals met, and neither fpar'd

His utmoft Force, and each forgot to ward.

The Head of this was to the Saddle bent.

That other backward to the Crupper fent :

Both were by Turns unhors'd
5
the jealous Blows

Fall thick and heavy, when on Foot they clofe.

So
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So deep their Fauchjons bite, that ev'ry Stroke

Picrc'd to the Quick ,
and equal Wounds they gave and took.

Born far afunder by the Tides of Men,

Like Adamant and 'Steel th^y meet agen.

So when a Tyger fucks the Bullock's Blood,

A famifh'd Lion iflliing from the Wood
Roars Lordly fierce, and challenges the Food.

Each claims PofTcflion, neither will obey,.

But both their Paws are faften'd on the Prey :

They bite, they tear
5 and while in vain they ftrivc,

The Swains come arrrfd between, and both- to diftance drive.

At length, as Fate foredoom'd, and all things tend

By Courfe of Time to their appointed End
3

So when the Sun to Weft was far declin'd,

And both afrefh in mortal Battel join'd,

The ftrong Emetrius. came in Arcite s Aid,

And Palamon with Odds was overlaid :

For turning (hort, he ftruck with all his Might

Full on the Helmet of th' unwary Knight.

Deep was the Wound
5
he ftagger'd with the Blow,

And turn d him to his unexpected Foe
5

Whom with fuch- Force he ftruck, he fell'd him down, ,

And cleft the Circle of his Golden Crown.

But Arcite s Men, who now prevail'd in Fight,

Twice Ten at once furround the (ingle Knight :

O'erpowr'd at length, they force him to the Ground,

Unyielded as he was, and to the Pillar bound ;

And



Book Hi. The Knight's Tale. 73

And King Lycurgus, while he fought in vain

His Friend to free, was tumbl'd on the Plain.

Who now laments but Palamon, compell'd ;

No more to try the Fortune of the Field !

And worfe than Death, to view with hateful Eyes

His Rival's Conqueft, and renounce the Prize !

The Royal Judge on his Tribunal plac'd,

Who had beheld the Fight from firft to laft,

Bad ceafe the War 5 pronouncing from on high

Arcitf of Thebes had won the beauteous Emily.

The Sound of Trumpets to the Voice reply'd,

And round the R#yal Lifts the Heralds cry'd,

Arcite of Thebes has won the beauteous Bride.

The People rend the Skies "with vaft Applaufe h

All own the Chief, when Fortune owns the Caufe.

Arcite is own'd ev'n by the Gods above,

And conqu'ring Mars infults the Queen of Love.

So laugh'd he, when the rightful Titan fail'dj,

And Jove's ufurping Arms in Heav'n prevail'd.

Laugh'd all the Pow'rs who favour Tyranny 5

And all the Standing' Army of the Sky.

But Venus with dejected Eyes appears,

And weeping, on the Lifts, diftill'd her Tears
5

Her Will rcfus'd, which grieves a Woman moft,

And in her Champion foild, the Caufe of Love is loft.

Till Saturn (aid, Fair Daughter; now be ftill,

The bluftring Fool has fatisfi'd his Will :

L His
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His Boon is giv'n $
his Knight has gain'd the Day,

But loll the Prize, th* Arrears are yet to pay.

Thy Hour is come, and mine the Care ihall be

To pleafe thy Knight, and fet thy Promife free.

Now while the Heralds run the Lifts around,

And Arcite, Arcite, Hcav'n and Earth rcfound 5

A Miracle (nor lefs it could be call'd)

Their Joy with unexpected Sorrow pall'd.

The Victor Knight had laid his Helm afide,

Part for his Cafe, the greater part for Pride :

Bare- headed, popularly low he bow'd,

And paid the Salutations of the Crowd.

Then fpurring at full fpeed, ran endlong on

Where Thefeus fat on his Imperial Throne 5

Furious he drove, and upward caft his Eye,

Where next the Queen was plac'd his Emily 5

Then paffing, to the Saddle-bow he bent,

A fweet Regard the gracious Virgin lent :

(For Women, to the Brave an eafie Prey,

Still follow Fortune, where ihe leads the Way :)

Juft then, from Earth fprung out a flashing Fire,

By Pluto fent, at Satunis bad Defire $

The ftartling Steed was feiz'd with fudden Fright,

And, bounding, o'er the Pummel caft the Knight :

Forward he flew, and pitching on his Head,

He quiverd with his Feet, and lay for Dead.

Black was his Count'nance in a little fpace,

For all the Blood was gather'd in his Face.

Help
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Help was at Hand 3 they rear'd him from the Ground,

And from his cumbrous Arms his Limbs unbound
5

Then lanc'd a Vein, and watch'd returning Breath
5

It came, but clogg'd with Symptoms of his Death.

The Saddle-bow the Noble Parts had preft,

All bruis'd and mortifi'd his Manly Breaft.

Him Hill entranced, and in a Litter laid,

They bore from Field, and to his Bed convey'd.

At length he wak'd, and with a feeble Cry,

The Word he firft pronounc'd was Emily.

Mean time the King, though inwardly he mourn'dj

In Pomp triumphant to the Town return'd,

Attended by the Chiefs, who fought the Field
5

Now friendly mixd, and in one Troop compell'd.)

..ompos'd his Looks to counterfeited Cheer,

And bade them not for Arcites Life to fear.

1 :
r that which gladded all the Warriour Train,

Though moil: were forely wounded, none were flairi.
*

The Surgeons foon dcfpoil'd em of their Arms,

And fome with Salves they cure, and fome with Charms.

Foment the Bruifes, and the Pains afTwage,

And heal their inward Hurts with Sov'reign Draughts of Sage,

The King in Perfon vifits all around,

Comforts the Sick, congratulates the Sound
5

Honours the Princely Chiefs, rewards the reft,

And holds for thrice three Days a Royal Feaft.

None was difgrac'd 5 for Falling is no Shame )

And Cowardice alone is Lofs of Fame.

Tk
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The vent'rous Knight is from the Saddle thrown ;

But 'tis the Fault of Fortune, not his own.

If Crowns and Palms the conqu'ring Side adorn,

The Victor under better Stars was born :

The brave Man feeks not popular Applaufe,

Nor overpowYd with Arms, deferts his Caufe 5

Unfham'd, though foil'd, he does the beft he can 5

Force is of Brutes, but Honour is of Man.

Thus Tbefeus fmil'd on all with equal Grace
5

And each was fet according to his Place.

With eafe were reconcil'd the difT'ring Parts,

For Envy never dwells in Noble Hearts.

At length they took their Leave, the Time expir'd 5

Well pleas'd.5 and to tneir fev'ral Homes retir'd.

Mean while the Health of Arcite ftill impairs 5

From Bad proceeds to Worfe, and mocks the Leeches Cares :

Swoln is his Breaft, his inward Pains increafe,

All Means are us'd, and all without Succefs.

The clotted Blood lies heavy on his Heart,

Corrupts, and there remains in fpite of Art i

Nor breathing Veins, nor Cupping will prevail $

All outward Remedies and inward fail :

The Mold of Natures Fabrick is deftroy'd,

Her VefTels difcompos'd, her Vertue void :

The Bellows of his Lungs begins to fwell :

All out of frame is ev'ry fecret Cell,

Nor can the Good receive, nor Bad expel.

Thofe
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Thofe breathing Organs thus within oppreft,

With Venom foon diftend the Sinews of his Breaft.

Nought profits him to fave abandon'd Life,

Nor Vomits upward aid, nor downward Laxatife.

The midmoft Region batter'd, and deftroy'd,

When Nature cannot work, th' Effect of Art is void.

For Phyfick can but mend our crazie State,

Patch an old Building, not a new create.

Arcite is doom'd to die in all his Pride,

Muft leave his Youth, and yield his beauteous Bride,

Gain'd hardly, againfl Right, and unenjoy'd.

When 'twas declar'd, all Hope of Life was paft,

Confcience, that of all Phyfick works the laft,

Caus'd him to fend for Emily in hafte.

With her, at his defile, came Palamort

Then on his Pillow rais'd, he thus begun;

No Language can exprefs the fmalleft part

Of what I feel, and fufTer in my Heart,

,
For you, whom beft I love and value moft $

But to your Service I bequeath my Ghofl: 5

Which from this mortal Body when unty'd,

Unfeen, unheard, fhall hover at your Side 5

Nor fright you waking, nor your Sleep offend,

But wait officious, and your Steps attend :

How I have lov'd, excufe my faltring Tongue,-

My Spirits feeble, and my Pains are ftrong :

This I may fay, I only grieve to die
'"

Becaufe I lofe my charming Emily :

To die, when Heav'n had put yon in my Pow'r,'

Fate could not chufe a more malicious Hour !

What
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What greater Curfe cou'd envious Fortune give,

Than jufl to die, when I began to live!

Vain Men, how vanilhing a Blifs we crave,

Now warm in Love, now with'ring in the Grave !

Never, O never more to fee the Sun !

Still dark, in a damp Vault, and ftill alone !

This Fate is common 5 but I lofe my Breath

Near Blifs, and yet not blefs'd before my Death.

Farewell 5
but take me dying in your Arms,

Tis all I can enjoy of all your Charms :

This Hand I cannot but in Death refign ;

Ah, could I live ! But while I live 'tis mine.

I feel my End approach, and thus embrae'd,

Am pleas'd to die 5 but hear me fpeak my laft.

Ah! my fweet Foe, for you, and you alone,

I broke my Faith with injur'd Talamon.

But Love the Senfe of Right and Wrong confounds,

Strong Love and proud Ambition have no Bounds.

And much I doubt, fhou'd Heav'n my Life prolong,

I fhou d return to juftifie my Wrong :

For while my former Flames remain within,

Repentance is but want of Pow'r to (in.

With mortal Hatred I purfu'd his Life,

Nor he, nor you, were guilty of the Strife
5

Nor I, but as I lov'd : Yet all combin'd,

Your Beauty, and my Impotence of Mind 5

And his concurrent Flame, that blew my Fire j

For ftill our Kindred Souls had one Defirc

He had a Moments Right in point of Time 3

Had I feen firft, ,

then his had been the Crime.

Fate
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Fate made it mine, and juftified his Right 5

Nor holds this Earth a more deferving Knight,

For Venue, Valour, and for Noble Blood,

Truth, Honour, all that is compriz'd in Good 5

So help me Heav'n, in all the World is none

So worthy to be lov'd as Palamon.

He loves you too
5 with fuch a holy Fire,

As will not, cannot but with Life expire :

Our vow'd Affections both have often try'd,

Nor any Love but yours cou'd ours divide.

Then by my Loves inviolable Band,

By my long SufT'ring, and my (hort Command,
If e'er you plight your Vows when I am gone,

Have pity on the faithful Palamm*

This was his laft
5

for Death came on amain,

And exercis'd below, his Iron Reign 5

Then upward, to the Seat of Life he goes 3

Senfe fled before him, what he touch'd he froze :

Yet cou'd he not his clofing Eyes withdraw,

Though lefs and lefs of Emily he faw :

So, fpeechlefs, for a little fpace he lay 5

Then grafp'd the Hand he held, and figh'd his Soul away.

But whither went his Soul, let fuch relate

Who fearch the Secrets of the future State :

Divines can fay but what themfelves believe $

Strong Proofs they have, but not demonftrativc :

For, were all plain, then all Sides muft agree,

And Faith it felf be loft in Certainty.

To
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To live uprightly then is fare the belt,

To favc our fclvcs, and not to damn the reft.

The Soul of Arcite vent, where Heathcus go,

Who better live than we, though lefs they know.

,,

In Talamon a manly Grief appears \ \dr

Silent, he wept, afham'd to fhew his Tears :

Emilia fhriek'd bur- Once, and then opprefsd i A

With Sorrow, funic upon her Lovers Breaft :

Till Thefeus in his Amis convey'd with Cafe,

Far from fo fad a Sight, the fwooning Fair.

'Twere loft of Time her Sorrow to relate
5 \1

111 bears the Sex-a, youthful Lover's -Fate,

When juft approaching to the Nuptial State. Vi

But like a low-hung Cloud, it rains fo faft,

That all at once ft fells; and cannot lai't. ew ?:\

The Face of Things is .chang'd, and Athens now,'

That laugh'd fo late> becomes the Scene of Woe :

Matrons andMaids,, both Sexes, ev'iy State,

With Tears lament/the Knights untimely Fate.

Not greater Grief in falling Troy was feen >HT

For Hettors Death 3 Jxit'
Hettor was not then.

QkL Men. withtDtt^deformM their: hoary.' Hajiy,'qhhj

The Women beat their Breafts, their Cheeks they tear.

Why would'll; thou go, with one Confent they ciy,

When thou had/t Gold enough, and Emily !

d

Tbefeus-.huMf, who fliftiul have cheer'd the Grief

Of others, wanted now the fame Relief. \\,.

...
QT Old
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Old Egeus only could revive his Son,

Who various Changes of the World had known 5

And rtrange Viciflitudes of Humane Fate,

Still alt'ring, never in a fkady State :

Good after 111, and after Pain, Delight 5

Alternate, like" the Scenes of Day and Night :

Since ev'ry Man who lives, is born to die,

And none can boaft fincere Felicity.

With equal Mind, what happens, let us bear,

Nor joy, nor grieve too much for Things beyond our Care.'

Like Pilgrims, to th' appointed Place we tend
5

The Worlds an Inn, and Death the Journeys End.

Ev'n Kings but play 5 and when their Part is done,

Some other, worfe or better, mount the Throne. ,

With Words like thefe the Crowd was fatisfi'd,

And fo they would have been, had Thefeus dy'd.

But he, their King, was lab'ring in his Mind,

A fitting Place for Fun'ral Pomps to find,

Which were in Honour of the Dead defign'd.

And after long Debate, at laft he found

(As Love it felf had mark'd the Spot of Ground)

That Grove for ever green, that confcious Lawnd,

Where he with Palamon fought Hand to Hand :

That where he fed his amorous Defires

With foft Complaints, and felt his hotteft Fires,

There other Flames might wafte his Earthly Part,

And burn his Limbs, where Love had burn'd his Heart.

M This,
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This, once refolv'd, the Peafants were enjoin d

Sere Wood, and Firs, and doddcr'd Oaks to find.

With founding Axes to the Grove they go,

Fell, fplit, and lay the Fewel on a Row,

Vulcanian Food : A Bier is next prepar'd,

On which the lifelefs Body fhould be rear'd,

Cover'd with Cloth of Gold, on which was laid

The Corps of Arcite, in like Robes array'd.

White Gloves were on his Hands, and on his Head

A Wreath of Laurel, mix'd with Myrtle, fpread.

A 'Sword keen-edg'd within his Right he held,

The warlike Emblem of the conquer'd Field :

Bare was his manly Vifage on the Bier 5

Menac'd his Count'nance
5
ev'n in Death fevere.

Then to the Palace-Hall they bore the Knight,

To lie in folemn State, a Publick Sight.

Groans, Cries, and Howlings fill the crowded Place,

And unaffected Sorrow fat on evVy Face.

Sad Palamon above the reft appears,

In Sable Garments, dew'd with gulhing Tears :

His Aubourn Locks on either Shoulder flow'd,

Which to the Fun'ral of his Friend he vow'd :

But Emily, as Chief, was next his Side,

A Virgin-Widow, and a Mourning Bride.

And that the Princely Obfequies might be

Perform'd according to his high Degree,

The Steed that bore him living to the Fight,

Was trapp'd with polifh'd Steel, all fhining bright,

And cover'd with th' Atchievements of the Knight.

The
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The Riders rode abreaft, and one his Shield,

His Lance of Cornel-wood another held
3

The third his Bow, and, glorious to behold,

The coftly Quiver, all of burnifh'd Gold.

The Nobleft of the Grecians next appear,

And weeping, on their Shoulders bore the Bier
5

With fober Pace they march'd, and often ftaid,

And through the Matter-Street the Corps convey'd.

The Houfes to their Tops with Black were fpread,

And cv'n the Pavements were with Mourning hid.

The Right- fide of the Pall old Egeus kept,

And on the Left the Royal Tbefeus wept :

Each bore a Golden Bowl of Work Divine,

With Honey fill'd, and Milk, and mix'd with ruddy Wine.

Then Palamon the Kinfman of the Slain,

And after him appear'd th' Illuftrious Train :

To grace the Pomp, came Emily the Bright,

With cover'd Fire, the Fun'ral Pile to light.

With high Devotion was the Service made,

And all the Rites of Pagan-Honour paid :

So lofty was the Pile, a Parthian Bow,

With Vigour drawn, muft fend the Shaft below.

The Bottom was full twenty Fathom broad,

With craqkling Straw beneath in due Proportion ftrow'd.

The Fabrick feem'd a Wood of rifing Green,

With Sulphur and Bitumen caft between,

To feed the Flames : The Trees were unctuous Fir,

And Mountain-Afh, the Mother of the Spear 5

The Mourner Eugh, and Builder Oak were there :

-

> M 2 The
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The Beech, the fwimming Alder, and the Plane,

Hard Box, and Linden of a fofter Grain,

And Laurels, which the Gods for Conqu'ring Chiefs ordain.-

How they were ranked, fhall reft untold by me,

With namelefs Nymphs that liv'd m ev'ry Tree
5

Nor how the Dryads, and the Woodland Train,

Difherited, ran howling o'er the Plain :

Nor how the Birds to Foreign Seats repair'd,

Or Beafts, that bolted out, and faw the Foreft bar'd :

Nor how the Ground, now clear'd, with gaftly Fright

Beheld the fudden Sun, a Stranger to the Light.

The Straw, as firft I faid, was laid below ;

Of Chips and Sere-wood was the fecond Row 5

The third of Greens, and Timber newly fell'd 5

The fourth high Stage the fragrant Odours held,

And Pearls, and Precious Stones, and rich Array 5

In midft of which, embalm'd, the Body lay.

The Service fung, the Maid with mourning Eyes

The Stubble fir'd 5 the fmouldring Flames arife :

This Office done, (he funk upon the Ground $

But what fhe fpokc, recover'd from her Swoond,

I want the Wit in moving Words to drefs j

But by themfelves the tender Sex may guefs.

While the devouring Fire was burning fall,

Rich Jewels in the Flame the Wealthy caft
5

And fome their Shields, and fome their Lances threw,

And gave the Warriour's Ghoft a Warriour's Due,

Full
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Full Bowls of Wmc, of Honey, Milk, and Blood,

Were pour'd upon the Pile of burning Wood,

And hifling Flames receive, and hungry lick the Food, i

Then thrice the mounted Squadrons ride around

The Fire, and Arches Name they thrice refound :

Hail, and Farewell, they fhouted thrice amain,

Thrice facing to the Left, and thrice they turn'd again:

Still as they turn'd, they beat their clatt'ring Shields 3

The Women mix their Cries
3
and Clamour fills the Fields.

The warlike Wakes continu'd all the Night,

And Fun'ral Games were plaid at new-returning Light :

Who naked wreftl'd beft, befmear'd with Oil,

Or who with Gantlets gave or took the Foil,

I will not tell you, nor wou'd you attend 3

But. briefly hafte to my long Stories End.

I pafs the reft
5
the Year was fully mourn'd,

And Palamort long fince to Thebes return'd,

When, by the Grecians general Confent,

At Athens Thefeus held his Parliament :

Among the Laws that pafs'd, it was decreed,

That conquer'd Thebes from Bondage fhou'd be freed 3

Referving Homage to th' Athenian Throne,

To which the Sov'reign fummon d Palamon.

Unknowing of the Caufe, he took his Wayv
Mournful in Mind, and ftill in Black Array.

The Monarch mounts the Throne, and plac'd on high,

Commands into the Court the beauteous Emily :

So
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So call'd, flu-* came $
the Senate rofe, and paid

Becoming Rev'rencc to the Royal Maid.

And firft foft Whifpers tlirough th' AiTembly went :

With filent Wonder then they watch'd th' Event :

All hufh'd, the King arofe with awful Grace,

Deep Thought was in his Brcaft, and Counfei in his Face.

At length he figh'd 5
and having firft prepar'd

Th' attentive Audience, thus his Will declar'd.

The Caufe and Spring of Motion, from above

Hung down on Earth the Golden Chain of Love ;

Great was th' Effect, and high was his Intent,

When Peace among the jarring Seeds he fent.

Fire, Flood, and Earth, and Air by this were bound,

And Love, the common Link, the new Creation crown'd.

The Chain ftill holds 5
for though the Forms decay,

Eternal Matter never wears away :

The fame Firft MoVer certain Bounds has plac'd,

How long thofe perifhable Forms fhall laft 5

Nor can they laft beyond the Time aflign'd

By that All- feeing, and All- making Mind :

Shorten' their Hours they may 5 for Will is free
j

But never pafs th' appointed Deftiny.

So Men opprefs'd, when weary of their Breath,

Throw off the Burden, and fubborn their Death.

Then fincc thofe Forms begin, and have their End,

On feme unalter'd Caufe they fure depend :

Parts of the Whole are we
3
but God the Whole

3

Who gives us Life, and animating Soul.

For
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For Nature cannot from a Part derive

That Being, which the Whole can only give :

He perfect, ftable 5
but imperfect We,

Subject to Change, and difT'rent in Degree.

Plants, Beafts, and Man
5
and as our Organs are,

We more or lefs of his Perfection fhare.

But by a long Defcent, th' Ethenal Fire

Corrupts 5
and Forms, the mortal Part, expire :

As he withdraws his Vertue, fo they pafs,

And the fame Matter makes another Mafs :

This Law th' Gmmfcient Powr was pleas'd to give,

iThat ev'ry Kind fhould by Succeflion live ,

That Individuals die, his Will ordains
;

The propagated Species (till remains.

The Monarch Oak, the Patriarch of the Trees,

Shoots riling up, and fpreads by flow Degrees :

Three Centuries he grows, and three he ftays,

Supreme 111 State
3 and in three more decays :

So wears the paving Pebble in the Street,

And Towns and Tow'rs their fatal Periods meet.

So Rivers, rapid once, now naked lie,

Forfaken of their Springs 5
and leave their Channels dry.

So Man, at firft a Drop, dilates with Heat,

Then form'd, the little Heart begins to beat
5

Secret he feeds, unknowing in the Cell
5

At length, for Hatching ripe, he breaks the Shell,

And ftruggks into Breath, and cries for Aid 5

Then, helplefs, in his Mothers Lap is' laid.

He creeps, he walks, and iiTuing into Man,

Grudges their Life, from whence his own began.

Retchlefs
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Retchlefcof Laws, affects to rule alone,

Anxious to reign, and reftlefs on the Throne :

Firft vegetive, then feels, and reafons laft 5

Rich of Three Souls, and lives all three to wafte.

Some thus
5 but thoufands more in Flow'r of Age :

For few arrive to run the latter Stage.

Sunk in the firft, in Battel fome are flain,

And others whelm'd beneath the ftormy Main*

What makes all this, but Jupiter the King,

At whofe Command we perifh, and we fpring ?

Then 'tis our beft, fince thus ordain'd to die,

To make a Vertue of Neceflity.

Take what he gives, fince to rebel is vain
5

The Bad grows better, which we well fuftain :

And cou d we chufe the Time, and chufe aright,

Tis beft to die, our Honour at the height.

When we have done our Anceftors no Shame,

But ferv'd our Friends, and well fecur'd our Fame 5

Then fliould we wiih our happy Life to clofe,

And leave no more for Fortune to difpofe :

So fhould we make our Death a glad Relief,

From future Shame, from Sicknels, and from Grief:

Enjoying while we live the prefent Hour,

And dying in our Excellence, and Flow'r.

Then round our Death-bed ev'ry Friend fhou*d run,

And joy us of our Conqueft, early won :

While the malicious World with envious Tears

Shou'd grudge our happy End, and wiih it Theirs.

Since
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Since then our Atcite is with Honour dead,

Why fhou'd we mourn, that he 10 foon is freed,

Or call untimely, what the Gods decreed ?

With Grief as juft, a Friend may be deplor'd,

From a foul Prifon to free Air reftor'd.

Ought he to thank his Kinfman, or his Wife,

G'ou'd Tears recall him into wretched Life !

Their Sorrow hurts thcmfelves ; on him is loft 5

And worfe than both, offends his happy Ghoft.

What then remains, but after pall: Annoy,

To take the good ViciiTitude of Joy ?

To thank the gracious Gods for what they give,

PofTefs our Souls, and while we live, to live ?

Ordain we then two Sorrows to combine,

And in one Point th' Extremes of Grief to join ;

That thence refulting Joy may be -

renew'd,

As jarring Notes in Harmony conclude.

Then I propofe, that Palamo?i fhall be

Tn Marriage join'd with beauteous Emily 5

For which already I have gain'd th' AiTenc

Of my free People in full Parliament.

Long Love to her has born the faithful Knight,

And well deferv'd, had Fortune done him Right :

'Tis time to mend her Fault
5 fince Emily

By Arcites Death from former Vows is free :

If you, Fair Sifter, ratifie th' Accord,

And take him for your Husband, and your Lord.

'Tis no Difhonour to confer your Grace

On one defcended from a Royal Race;

N And
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And were he lefs, yet Years of Service paft

From grateful Souls exact Reward at laft :

Vky is Heav'ns and yours : Nor can fhe find

A Throne fo foft as in a Womans Mind.

He faid $
(he blufti'd

;
and as o'eraw'd by Might,

Seem'd to give Tbefeos, what fhe gave the Knight.

Then turning to the Theban, thus he faid -

y

Small Arguments are needful to perfuade

Your Temper to comply with my Command $

And fpeaking thus, he gave Emilias Hand.

Smil'd Venus, to behold her own true Knight

Obtain the Conqueft, though he loft the Fight,

And blefs'd with Nuptial Blifs the fweet laborious Night.

Eros, and Anteros> on either Side,

One hVd the Bridegroom, and one warm'd trie Bride 5

And long-attending Hymen from above

Showr'd on the Bed the whole Idalian Grove.

All of a Tenour was their After-Life,

No Day difcolour'd with Domeftick Strife 5

No Jealoufie, but mutual Truth believ'd,

Secure Repofe, and Kindnefs undeceiv'd.

Thus Heavn, beyond the Compafs of his Thought,

Sent him the Bletfing he fo dearly bought.

So may the Queen of Love long Duty blefs,

And all true Lovers find the fame Succefs.

The End of the Third Book,

T O
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Honour'd Kinfman,

JOHN DRIDEN,
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COUNTY
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T O

My Honourd Kinfman,

JOHN DRIDEN,
O F

CHESTERTON
I N T H E

COUNTY of HUNTINGDON,

ESQUIRE.

HO
W Blefs'd is He, who leads a Country Life,

Unvex'd with anxious Cares, and void of Strife !

Who ftudying Peace, and fluinning Civil Rage,

Enjoy'd his Youth, and now enjoys his Age :

All who deferve his Love, he makes his own 3

And, to be lov'd himfelf, needs only to be known.

Juft, Good, and Wife, contending Neighbours come

From your Award, to wait their final Doom
5

And, Foes before, return in Friendship home.

Without
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Without their Coft, you terminate the Caufe
$

And fave th' Expencc of long Litigious Laws :

Where Suits are travers'd
5 and fo little won,

That he whp conquers, is but laft undone :

Such are not your Decrees
j but fo defign'd,

The Sanction leaves a laftjng Peace behind ;

Like your own Soul, Serene ;

"

a Pattern of your Mind.

Promoting Concord, and compofing Strife,

Lord of your felf, uncumber'd with a Wife
5

Where, for a Year, a Month, perhaps a Night,

Long Penitence fucceeds a fhort Delight :

Minds are fo hardly match'd, that ev'n the firft,

Though pair'd by Heav'n, in Paradife, were curs'd.

For Man and Woman, though in one they grow,

Yet, firft or laft, return again to Two.

He to God's Image, She to His was made ; --

So, farther from the Fount, the Stream at random ftray'd.

How cou'd He ftand, when put to double Pain,

He mull: a Weaker than himfelf fuftain !

Each might have flood perhaps 3 but each alone 3

Two Wreftlers help to pull each other down.

Not that my Vcrfe wou'd blemifh all the Fair
j

But yet, jf fome be Bad, 'tis Wifdom ta beware
;

And better fliun the Bait, than flruggle in the Snare.

Thus have you fhunn'd, and fhun the married State,

Trufling as little as you can to Fate.

%

No
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No Porter guards the Pafiage of your Door 3
1

T admit the Wealthy, and exclude the Poor :

For God, who gave the Riches, gave the Heart

To ianctifie the Whole, by giving Part :

Heav'n, who forefaw the Will, the Means has wrought,

And to the Second Son, a Blefling brought :

The Firft-begotten had his Father's Share
5

But you, like Jacob, are Rebeccas Heir*

So may your Stores, and fruitful Fields increafe 3

And ever be you blefs'd, who live to blefs.

As Ceres fow'd, where e'er her Chariot flew
3

As Heav'n in Defarts rain'd the Bread of Dew,

So free to Many, to Relations moft,

You feed with Manna your own Ifrael-Hoft.

With Crowds attended of your ancient Race,

You feek the Champian-Sports, or Sylvan-Chace :

With well-breath'd Beagles, you furround the Wood
5

Ev'n then, induftrious of the Common Good :

And often have you brought the wily Fox

To furfer for the Firftlings of the Flocks
3

Chas'd ev'n amid the Folds 3 and made to bleed,

Like Felons, where they did the murd'rous Deed.

This fiery Game, your active Youth maintain'd 5

Not yet, by Years extinguifh'd, though reftrain'd :

You feafon mil with Sports your fcrious Hours
3

For Age but taftes of Pleafures, Youth devours.

The
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The Hare, in Pafturcs or in Plains is found,

Emblem of Humane Life, who runs the Round 3

And, after all his wand'ring Ways are done,

His Circle fills, and ends where he begun,

Juft as the Setting meets the Rifing Sun.

Thus Princes cafe their Cares : But^happier he,

Who feeks not Pleafure thro' Neceffity,

Than fuch as once on flipp'ry Thrones were plac'd ;

And chafing, figh to think themfelves are chas'd.

So liv'd our Sires, e'er Doctors learn'd to kill,

And multiply'd with theirs, the Weekly Bill :

The firft Pbyficians by Debauch were made :

Excefs began, and Sloth fuftains the Trade.

Pity the gen'rous Kind their Cares beftow

To fearch forbidden Truths
3 (a Sin to know :)

To which, if Humane Science cou'd attain,

The Doom of Death, pronoune'd by God, were vain.

In vain the Leech wou'd interpofe Delay 5

Fate fattens firft, and vindicates the Prey.

What Help from Arts Endeavours can we have !

Guibbons but guefles, nor is fure to fave :

But Maurus fweeps whole Parifhes, and Peoples ev'ry Grave/

And no more Mercy to Mankind will ufe,

Than when he robb'd and murder'd Mards Mufe.

Wou'dft thou be foon difpatch'd, and perifh whole ?

Truft Maurus with thy Life, and M-lb-rn with thy Soul.

By
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By Chace our long-liv'd Fathers earn'd their Food
3

Toil ftrung the Nerves, and purifi'd the Blood :

But we, their Sons, a pamper'd Race of Men,

Are dwindl'd down to threefcore Years and ten.

Better to hunt in Fields, for Health unboughr,

Than fee the Doctor for a naufeous Draught.

The Wife, for Cure, on Exercife depend 5

God never made his Work, for Man to mend.

The Tree of Knowledge, once in Eden plac'd,

Was cafle found, but was forbid the Tafte : i

O, had our Grandfire walk'd without his Wife,

He firft had fought the better Plant of Life !

Now, both are loft : Yet, wandring in the dark,

Phyficians for the Tree, have found the Bark :

They, lab'ring for Relief of Humane Kind,

With fharpen'd Sight fome Remedies may find 5

Th;

Apothecary-Train is wholly blind.

"From Files, a Random-itea/><? they take,

And Many Deaths of One Prefcription make.

Garth, gen'rous as his Mufe, prefcribes and gives 5

The Shop-man fells
$
and by Deftruction lives :

Ungrateful Tribe ! who, like the Viper's Brood,

From Med'cine ifTuing, fuck their Mothers Blood !

Let Thefe obey $ and let the Learn'd prefcribe $

That Men may die, without a double Bribe :

Let Them, but under their Superiours kill 5

When Do&ors firft have fign'd the bloody Bill :

O He
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He fcapes the beft, w ho Nature to repair,

Draws Phiiick from the Fields, in Draughts of Vital Air.

You hoard not Health, for your own private Ufe
3

But on the Publick fpend the rich Produce.

When, often urg'd, unwilling to be Great,

Your Country calls you from your lov'd Retreat,

And fends to Senates, charg'd with Common Care,

Which none more fhuns 5 and none can better bear.

Where cou'd they find another form'd fo fit,

To poife, with folid Senfe, a fpritely Wit !

Were thefe both wanting, (as they both abound)

Where cou'd fo firm Integrity be found ?

Well-born, and Wealthy 3 wanting no Support,

You fteer betwixt the Country and the Court :

Nor gratifie whate'er the Great defire,

Nor grudging give, what Publick Needs require.

Part muft be left, a Fund when Foes invade 3

And Part employed to roll the Watry Trade ;

Ev'n Canaans happy Land, when worn with Toil,

Requir'd a Sabbath-Year, to mend the meagre Soil.

Good Senators, (and fuch are you,) fo give,

That Kings may be fupplyd, the People thrive.

And He, when Want requires, is truly Wife,

Who flights not Foreign Aids, nor over-buys 3

But, on our Native Strength, in time of need, relies.

Munjier was bought, we boaft not the Succefs 5

Who fights for Gain, for greater, makes his Peace.

Our
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Our Foes, compelfd by Need, have Peace embracd :

The Peace both Parties want, is like to Iaft :

Which, if fecure, fecurcly we may trade 5

Or, not fecure, fhou'd never have been made.

Safe in our feives, while on our felves we ftand,

The Sea is ours, and that defends the Land.

Be, then, the Naval Stores the Nations Care,

New Ships to build, and batter'd to repair.

Obferve the War, in ev'ry Annual Courfe 3

What has been done, was done with Britijh Force :

Namur Subdu'd, is England's Palm alone 3

The Reft Befieg'd 5 but we Conftrain'd the Town :

We faw th' Event that follow'd our Succefs 3

France, though pretending Arms, purfu'd the Peace 5

Oblig'd, by one fole Treaty, to reftore

What Twenty Years of War had won before.

Enough for Europe has our Albion fought :

Let us enjoy the Peace our Blood has bought.

When once the Perfian King was put to Flight,

The weary Macedons refus'd to fight :

Themfelves their own Mortality confefs'd 5

And left the Son of Jove, to quarrel for the reft.

Ev'n Victors are by Victories undone 3

Thus Hannibal^ with Foreign Laurels won,
1 To Carthage was recall'd, too late to keep his own.

While fore of Battel, while our Wounds are green,

Why fhou'd we tempt the doubtful Dye agen ?

Q * In
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In Wars renew'd, uncertain of Succefs,

Sure of a Share, as Umpires of the Peace.

A Patriot, both the King and Country ferves 5

Prerogative, and Privilege preferves :

Of Each, our Laws the certain Limit fhow
;

One muft not ebb, nor t' other overflow :

Betwixt the Prince and Parliament we ftand
5

The Barriersof the State on either Hand:

May neither overflow, for then they drown the Land.

When both are full, they feed our blefs'd Abode
$

Like thofe, that waterd once, the Paradife of God.

Some Overpoife of Sway, by Turns they fhare
5

In Peace the People, and the Prince in War :

Confuls of mod'rate Pow'r in Calms were made 5

When the Gauh came, one fole Dictator fway'd.

Patriots, in Peace, afTert the Peoples Right 5

With noble Stubbornnefs refitting Might :

No Lawlefs Mandates from the Court receive,

Nor lend by Force
5 but in a Body give.

Such was your gen'rous Grandfire
5 free to grant

In Parliaments, that weigh'd their Prince's Want :

But fo tenacious of the Common Caufe,

As not to lend the King againft his Laws.

And, in a lothfom Dungeon doom'd to lie,

In Bonds retain'd his Birthright Liberty,

And fham'd Oppreflion, till it fet him free.

O
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O true Defcendent of a Patriot Line,

Who, while thou fhar'ft their Luftre, lend'ft
5

em thine,

Vouchfafe this Piclure of thy Soul to fee
5

'Tis fo far Good, as it refembles thee :

The Beauties to th' Original I owe ;

Which, when I mifs, my own Defects I fhow ;

Nor think the Kindred-Mufes thy Difgrace ;

A Poet is not born in ev'ry Race.

Two of a Houfe, few Ages can afford 5

One to perform, another to record.

Praife-worthy Adions are by thee embrac'd 5

And 'tis my Praife, to make thy Praifes Jaft.

For ev'n when Death dilToIves our Humane Frame,
The Soul returns to Heav'n, from whence it came j

Earth keeps the Body, Verfe preferves the Fame.

MELEAGER
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M E L E A G E R
AND

A T A L A N T A,
Out of the Eighth Book of

OVIDs METAMORPHOSIS.

CONNEXION to the Former STORY.

Ovid, having told how Thefeus had freed Athens from the

Tribute of Children', (which was impose/ on them by Minos

King of Creta) by killing the Minotaur, here makes a Di-

greffion to the Story of Melcagcr and Atalanta, which is one

of the moji inartificial Connexions in all the Metamorpho-
fes : For he only fays, that Thcfcus obtain d fuch Honour

from that Combate, that all Greece had recourfe to him in

their Nece/fities 5 and, amongft others, Calydon, though the

Heroe of that Country, Prince Meleager, was then living.
' >3

A

FRom

him, the Caledonians fought Relief
5

mud

Tho' valiant Meleagrus was their Chief.

The Caufe, a Boar, who ravag'd far and near : j'l ;Q

Of Cynthia's Wrath, th' avenging Mimfter.

For Oenews with Autumnal Plenty blcfs'd,

By Gifts cd Heav' Gratitude exprefs'd :

CullM Sheaf;
-

.
. to Lyaus, Wine 5

To V , .ler'd Sheep and Kine
5

A
;s, to Minerva's Shrine.

P
Beginning
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Beginning from the Rural Gods, his Hand

Was Ub'ralfto the Pow'rs of high Command :

Each Deity in ev'ry Kind was blefs'd,

Till at Dianas Fane th' invidious Honour eeasd.

Wrath touches ev'n the Gods
;
the Queen of Night

Fir'd with Difdain, and jealous of her Right,

Unhonour'd though I am, at leaft, faid fhe,
x\

Not unreveng'd that impious Act fhall be.

Swift as the Word, (he fped the Boar away,

With Charge on thofe devoted Fields to prey.

No larger Bulls th' JEgypian Paftures feed.

And none fo. large Sicilian Meadows breed :

His Eye-balls glare with Fire fuffus'd with Blood
j

His Neck ihoots up a thick-fet thorny Wood 5

His brillled Back a Trench impal'd appears,

And ftands erected, like a Field of Spears.

Froth fills his Chaps, he fends a grunting Sound,

And part he churns, and part befoams the Ground.

For Tusks with Indian Elephants he ftrove,

And Joves own Thunder from his Mouth he drove.

He burns the Leaves : the fcorching Blalt invades

The tender Corn, and (hrivels up the Blades :

Or fufT'ring not their yellow Beards to rear,

He tramples down the Spikes, and intercepts the Year.

In vain the Barns expect their promis'd Load,

Nor Barns at home, nor Reeks are hcap'd abroad :

In vain the Hinds the Threfhing-Floor prepare,

And exercife their Flails in empty Air.

With
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With Olives ever-green the Ground is ftrow'd,

And Grapes ungather'd fhed their gen'rous Blood.

Amid the Fold he rages, nor the Sheep

Their Shepherds, nor the Grooms their Bulls can keep.

From Fields to Walls the frighted Rabble run,

Nor think themfelves fecure within the Town :

Till Mekagros, and his chofen Crew,

Contemn the Danger, and the Praife purfue.

Fair Ledas Twins (in time to Stars decreed)

One fought on Foot, one curb'd the fiery Steed
5

Then iflii'd forth fam'd Jafon after Thefe,

Who mann'd the foremoft Ship that fail'd the Seas $

Then Thefeus join'd with bold Perithous came j

A fingle Concord in a double Name :

The Tbeftian Sons, Idas who fwiftly ran,

And Ceneus, once a Woman, now a Man.

Lynceus, with Eagles Eyes, and Lions Heart $

Leucippus, with his never-erring Dart
5

Acajius, Phileus, Plmnix, Telamon,

Ecbion, Lelex-, and Eurytion,

Achilles Father, and Great Phocus Son 3

Vryas the Fierce, and Hippafus the Strong ;

With twice old Iotas, and Neftor then but young.
Laertes active, and Ancaus bold

3

Mopfus the Sage, who future Things foretold
;

And t' other Seer, yet by his Wife *
unfold.

A thoulcind others of immortal Fame
3

Among the reft, fair Atalanta came,

raus.

Grace
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Grace of the Woods : A Diamond Buckle bound

Her Veft behind, that elfe had flow'd upon the Ground,

And (hew'd her buskin'd Legs 3
her Head was bare,

But for her Native Ornament of Hair 5

Which in a fimple Knot was ty'd above,

Sweet Negligence ! unheeded Bait of Love !

Her founding Quiver, on her Shoulder ty'd,

One Hand a Dart, and one a Bow fupply'd.

Such was her Face, as in a Nymph difplay'd

A fair fierce Boy, or in a Boy betray'd

The blufhing Beauties of a modeft Maid.

The Caledonian Chief at once the Dame

Beheld, at once his Heart receiv'd the Flame,

With Heav'ns averfe. O happy Youth, he cry'd,

For whom thy Fates referve fo fair a Bride !

He figh'd, and had no leifure more to fay 5

His Honour calPd his Eyes another way,

And fore'd him to purfue the now neglected Prey.

There flood a Foreft on a Mountains Brow,

Which over-look'd the (haded Plains below.

No founding Ax prefum'd thofe Trees to bite ;

Coeval with the World, a venerable Sight.

The Heroes there arriv'd, fome fpread around

The Toils
5
fome fearch the Footfteps on the Ground :

Some from the Chains the faithful Dogs unbound.

Of Action eager, and intent in Thought,

The Chiefs their honourable Danger fought :

A Valley flood below
; the common Drain

Of Waters from above, and failing Rain:

The
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The Bottom was a moift and marfliy Ground,

Whofe Edges were with bending Oziers crown'd :

The knotty Bulru(h next in Order flood,

And all within of Reeds a trembling Wood.

From hence the Boar was rows'd, and fprung amain

Like Lightning fudden, on the Warriour-Train 5

Beats down the Trees before him, fhakes the Ground,

The Foreft echoes to the crackling Sound
;

Shout the fierce Youth, and Clamours ring around.

All flood with their protended Spears prepar'd,

With broad Steel Heads, the brandifh'd Weapons glar'd.

The Beaft impetuous with his Tusks afide

Deals glancing Wounds 5
the fearful Dogs divide :

All fpend their Mouth aloof, but none abide.

Ecbion threw the firft, but mifs'd his Mark,

And ftuck his Boar fpear on a Maples Bark.

Then Jafon : and his Javelin feem'd to take,

But fail'd with over- force, and whiz'd above his Back.

Moffus was next
5
but e'er he threw, addrefs'd

To Pbtzbus, thus : O Patron, help thy Prieft :

If I adore, and ever have ador'd

Thy Pow'r Divine, thy prefent Aid afford
5

That I may reach the Beaft. The God allow'd

His Pray'r, and fmiling, gave him what he cou'd :

He reach'd the Savage, but no Blood he drew,

Dian, unarm d the Javelin as it flew.

This chaf'd the Boar, his Noftrils Flames expire,

And his red Eye-balls roll with living Fire.

Whirl'd
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Whirl'd from a Sling, or from an Engine thrown.

Amid the Foes, fo flies a mighty Stone,

As flew the Bead : The Left Wing put to flight,

The Chiefs o'er-born, he rufhes on the Right.

Empalamos and Pelagon he laid

In Duft, and next to Death, but for their Fellows Aid.

Onefimus far'd worfe, prepar'd to fly,

The fatal Fang drove deep within his Thigh,

And cut the Nerves : The Nerves no more fuftain

The Bulk
j
the Bulk unprop'd, falls headlong on the Plain.

Neftor had fail'd the Fall of Troy to fee,

But leaning on his Lance, he vaulted on a Tree 3

Then gath'ring up his Feet, look'd down with Fear,

And thought his monflrous Foe was ftill too near.

Againft a Stump his Tusk the Monfter grinds,

And in the fharpen'd Edge new Vigour finds 5

Then, trufting to his Arms, young Othrys found,

And ranch'd his Hips with one continu'd Wound.

Now Lecfas Twins, the future Stars, appear 5

White were their Habits, white their Horfes were :

Confpicuous both, and both in act to throw,

Their trembling Lances brandiih'd at the Foe :

Nor had they mifs'd
3
but he to Thickets fled,

Conceal'd from aiming Spears, not pervious to the Steed.

But Telamon rufh'd in, and happ'd to meet

A rifing Root, that held his faftned Feet
5

So down he fell
5 whom, fprawling on the Ground,

His Brother from the Wooden Gyves unbound.

Mean
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Mean time the Virgin-Huntrefs was not flow

T' expel the Shaft from her contracted Bow :

Beneath his Ear the faftned Arrow Hood,

And from the Wound appear'd the trickling Blood.

She b.lufh'ci for Joy : But Mekagros rais'd

His voice with loud Applaufe, and the fair Archer prais'd.

He was the firft to fee, and firft to lhow

His Friends the Marks of the fuccefsful Blow.

Nor fhall thy Valour want the Praifes due,

Hefaid
5
a vertuousEnvy feiz'd the Crew.

They fliout
5

the Shouting animates their Hearts,

And all ac once employ their thronging Darts :

But out of Order thrown, in Air they joyn 5

And Multitude makes fruftrate the Defign.

With both his Hands the proud Anceus takes,

And flourishes his double-biting Ax :

Then forward to his Fate, he took a Stride

.Before the reft, and to his Fellows cry'd,

Give place, and mark the difFrence, ifyou can,

Between a Woman Warriour, and a Man
$

The Boar is doom'd
;
nor though Diana lend

Her Aid, Diana can her Beaft defend.

Thus boaftcd he 5
then ftretch'd, on Tiptoe ftood,

Secure to make his empty Promife good. 171

But the more wary Beaft prevents the Blow,

And upward rfps the Groin of his audacious Foe.

Ancaus falls
5

his Bowels from the Wound

Rufh out, and clotter'd Blood diftains the Ground.

Peri-
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Peritbous, no fmall Portion of the War

Prefs'd on, and /hook his Lance : To whom from far

Thus Tbefeus cry'd j
O flay, my better Part,

My more than Miftrcfs $
of my Heart, the Heart.

The Strong .may fight aloof
5
Anceus try'd

His Force too near, and by prcfuming dyd :

He faid, and while he fpake his Javelin threw,

Hiding in Air trf unerring Weapon flew
5

But on an Arm of Oak, that flood betwixt

The Marks-man and the Mark, his Lance he fixt.

Once more bold Jafon threw, but fail'd to wound

The Boar, and flew an undefcrving Hound \
.

And through the Dog the Dart was nail'd to Ground.

Two Spears from Me/eager s Hand were fent,

With equal Force, but various in th' Event :

The firft was nYd in Earth, the fecond flood

On the Boars briftled Back, and deeply drank his Blood.

Now while the tortur'd Salvage turns around,

And flings about his Foam, impatient of the Wound,
The Wounds great Author clofe at Hand

5 provokes

His Rage, and plyes him with redoubled Strokes
5

Wheels as he wheels 5 and with his pointed Djrt

Explores the neareft Paflage to his Heart.

Quick, and more quick he fpins in giddy Gias,

Then falls, and in much Foam his Soul expires.

This Act with Shouts Heav'n high the friendly Kind

Applaud, and ftrain in theirs the Vi&our Hand.

Then
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Then all approach the Slain with vaft Surprize,

Admire on what a Breadth of Earth he lies,

And fcarce fecure, reach out their Spears afar,

And blood their Points, to prove their Partnerfhip of War;

But he, the conqu'ring Chief, his Foot imprefs'd

On the ftrong Neck of that deftru&ive Beaft 5

And gazing on the Nymph with ardent Eyes,

Accept, faid he, fair Nonacrine, my Prize
7

,

And, though inferiour, fufTer me to join

My Labours, and my Part of Praife with thind ;

At this prefenrs her with the Tusky Head

And Chine, with riling Briflles roughly fpread.

Glad, Ihe receiv'd the Gift
5
and feem'd to take

With double Pleafure, for the Giver's fake.

The reft were feiz'd with fullen Difcontent,

And a deaf Murmur through the Squadron went :

All envy'd 5
but the Theftyan Brethren 4iow'd

The leaft Refpect, and thus they vent their Spleen aloud s

Lay down thofe honour'd Spoils, nor think to fhare,

Weak Woman as thou art, the Prize of War :

Ours is the Title, thine a foreign Claim,

Since Meleagtos from our Lineage came;

Truft not thy Beauty ;
but reftore the Prize,

Which he, befotted on that Face and Eyes,

Would rend from us : At this, inflam'd with Spite,

From her they fnatch the Gift, from him the Givers Right.

But foon th' impatient Prince his fauchion drew,

And cry'd, Ye Robbers of another's Due,

CI Now
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Now learn the DifT'rence, at your proper Coft,

Betwixt true Valour, and an empty Boaft.

At this advane'd, and fudden as the Word,

In proud Ploxippus Bofom plung'd the Sword :

Toxeus amaz'd, and with Amazement flow,

Or to revenge, or ward the coming Blow,

Stood doubting 5 and, while doubting thus he flood,

Receiv'd the Steel bath'd in his Brother's Blood.

Pleas'd with the firft, unknown the fecond News,

Althea, to the Temples, pays their Dues,

For her Son's Conqueft 5 when at length appear

Her griefly Brethren ftretch'd upon the Bier :

Pale at the fudden Sight, fhe chang'd her Cheer,

And with her Cheer her Robes 5 but hearing tell

The Caufe, the Manner, and by whom they fell,

'Twas Grief no more, or Grief and Rage were one

Within her Soul 5 at laft 'twas Rage alone 5

Which burning upwards in fucceflion dries

The Tears that flood confid'ring in her Eyes.

There lay a Log unlighted on the Hearth :

When fhe was lab'ring in the Throws of Birth

For th* unborn Chief, the Fatal Sifters came,

And rais'd it up, and tofs'd it on the Flame :

Then on the Rock a fcanty Meafure place

Of Vital Flax, and turn'd the Wheel apace 3

And turning fung, To this red Brand and thee,

O new-born Babe, we give an equal Deftiny :

So
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So vanifti'd out of View. The frighted Dame

Sprung hafty from her Bed, and quench'd the Flattie 1

The Log in fecret lock'd, (he kept with Care,

And that, while thus preferv'd, preferv'd her Heir.

This Brand fhe now produc'd 5
and firft (he ftrows

The Hearth with Heaps of Chips, and after blows,

Thrice heav'd her Hand, and heav'd, (he thrice reprefs'd :

The Sifter and the Mother long conteft

Two doubtful Titles in one tender Bread: :

And now her Eyes and Cheeks with Fury gloW,

Now pale her Cheeks, her Eyes with Pity flow :

Now lowring Looks prefage approaching Storms,

And now prevailing Love her Face reforms :

Refolv'd, (he doubts again ;
the Tears (he dry'd

With burning Rage, are by new Tears fupply'd^

And as a Ship, which Winds and Waves aflail,

Now with the Current drives, now with the Gale,

Both oppofite, and neither long prevail :

She feds a double Force, by Turns obeys

Th' imperious Temped, and th' impetuous Seas i

So fares Althaeas Mind
3 (he firft relents

With Pity, of that Pity then repents :

Sifter and Mother long the Scales divide,

But the Beam nodded on the Sifters fide.

Sometimes (he foftly figh'd, then roar'd aloud
j

But Sighs were ftifl'd in the Cries of Blood.

The pious, impious Wretch at length decreed,

To plcafe her Brother's Ghoft, her Son (hou'd bleed :

Q_* And
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And when the Fun'ral Flames began to rife,

Receive, fhe faid, a Sifters Sacrifice
;

A Mothers Bowels burn j High in her Hand

Thus while (he fpoke, (he held the fatal Brand $

Then thrice before the kindled Pyle fhe bow'd,

And the three Furies thrice invok'd aloud :

Come, come, revenging Sifters, come and view

A Sifter paying her dead Brothers Due :

A Crime I punilh, and a Crime commit 5

But Blood for Blood, and Death for Death is fit :

Great Crimes muft be with greater Crimes repaid,

And fecond Funerals on the former laid.

\

Let the whole Houfhold in one Ruine fall,

And may Via?ias Curfe o'ertake us all.

Shall Fate to happy Oeneus ftill allow

One Son, while Theftius ftands depriv'd of two ?

Better three loft, than one unpunifh'd go.

Take then, dear Ghofts, (while yet admitted new

In Hell you wait my Duty) take your Due :

A coftly OrT'ring on your Tomb is laid,

When with my Blood the Price of yours is paid.

Ah ! Whither am I hurried ? Ah ! forgive,

Ye Shades, and let your Sifters IiTue live :

A Mother cannot give him Death, though he

Deferves it, he deferves it not from me.

Then (hall th' unpunifh'd Wretch infult the Slain,

Triumphant live, nor only live, but reign ?

While
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While you, thin Shades, the Sport of Winds, are tofs'd

O'er dreery Plains, or tread the burning Coaft.

I cannot, cannot bear 5 tis paft, 'tis done
$

Perifti this impious, this detefted Son :

Perifh his Sire, and perilh I withal 3

And let the Houfes Heir, and the hop'd Kingdom fall.

Where is the Mother fled, her pious Love,

And where the Pains with which ten Months I ftrove !

Ah ! hadft thou dy'd, my Son, in Infant-years,

Thy little Herfe had been bedew'd with Tears.

Thou liv'ft by me
5
to me thy Breath refign 5

Mine is the Merit, the Demerit thine.

Thy Life by double Title I require 3

Once giv'n at Birth, and once preferv'd from Fire :

One Murder pay, or add one Murder more,

And me to them who fell by thee reftore.

I wou'd, but cannot s My Son's Image ftands

Before my Sight 3
and now their angry Hands

My Brothers hold, and Vengeance thefe exact,

This pleads Companion, and repents the Fact.

He pleads in vain, and I pronounce his Doom :

My Brothers, though unjuftly, fhall o'ercome.

But having paid their injur'd Ghofts their Due,

My Son requires my Death, and mine fhall his purfue.

Ac
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At this, for the laft time (he lifts her Hand,

Averts her Eyes, and, half unwilling, drop^: the Brand.

The Brand, amid the flaming Fewel thrown,

Or drew, or feem'd to draw a dying Groan :

The Fires themfelves but faintly lick'd their Prey,

Then loath'd their impious Food, and would have fhrunkaway.

Juft then the Heroe caft a doleful Cry,

And in thofe abfent Flames began to fry :

The blind Contagion rag'd within his Veins $

But he with manly Patience bore his Pains ;

He fear'd not Fate, but only griev'd to die

Without an honeft Wound, and by a Death fo dry.

Happy Ancaus, thrice aloud he cry'd,

With what becoming Fate in Arms he dy'd !

Then ca'll'd his Brothers, Sifters, Sire, around,

And her to whom his Nuptial Vows were bound j

Perhaps his Mother
5
a long Sigh he drew,

And his Voice failing, took his laft Adieu :

For as the Flames augment, and as they ftay

At their full Height, then languifh to decay,

Yhey rife, and fink by Fits
5 at laft they foar *

In one bright Blaze, and then defcend no more :

Juft fo his inward Heats at height, impair,

Till the hft burning Breath (hoots out the Soul in Air.

Now lofty Calidon in Ruines lies
5

All Ages, all Degrees unfluice their Eyes 3

And Heav'n& Earth refound with Murmurs, Groans,& Cries.-

Matrons
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Matrons and Maidens beat their Breads, and tear

Their Habits, and root up their fcatter'd Hair :

The wretched Father, Father now no more,

With Sorrow funk, lies proftrate on the Floor,

Deforms his hoary Locks with Duft obfcene,

And curfes Age, and loaths a Life prolong'd with Pain.

By Steel her ftubborn Soul his Mother freed,

And punifh'd on her k\f her impious Deed.

Had I a. hundred Tongues, a Wit fo large

As cou'd their hundred Offices difcharge 5

Had Phoebus all his Helicon beftow'd

In all the Streams infpiring all the God 5

Thofe Tongues, that Wit, thofe Streams, that God, in vain

Wou'd offer to defcnbe his Sifters pain :

They beat their Breafts with many a bruizing Blow,

Till they turn'd livid, and corrupt the Snow.

The Corps they cherifh, while the Corps remains,

And exercife and rub with fruitlefs Pains 5

And when to Fun'ral Flames 'tis born away,

They kifs the Bed on which the Body lay :

And when thofe Fun'ral Flames no longer burn,

(The Duft compos'd within a pious Urn)

Ev'n in that Urn their Brother they confefs,

And hug it in their Arms, and to their Bofoms prefs.

His Tomb is rais'd
5 then, ftretch'd along the Ground,

Thofe living Monuments his Tomb furround :

Ev'n to his Name, infcrib'd, their Tears they pay,

Till Tears and Rifles wear his Name away.

But
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But Cynthia now had all her Fury fpent,

Not with Icfs Ruine than a Race, content :

Excepting Gorge, perifh'd all the Seed,

Dejmra. And * Her whom Heav'n for Hercules decreed.

Satiate at laft, no longer (he purfu'd

The weeping Sifters j but with Wings endu'd,

And Horny Beaks, and fent to flit in Air $

Who yearly round the Tomb in Feather'd Flocks repair.

S I.G I S-
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WHile
Norman Tancred in Salerno reign'd,

The Title of a Gracious Prince he gain'd $

Till turn'd a Tyrant in his latter Days,

He loft the Luftre of his former Praife
5

And from the bright Meridian where he flood,

Defcending, dipp'd his Hands in Lovers Blood.

This Prince, of Fortunes Favour long poffefs'd,

Yet was with one fair Daughter only blefs'd ;

R 2 And
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And blefs'd he might have been with her alone :

But oh ! how much more happy, had he none !

She was his Care, his Hope, and his Delight,

Mofl in his Thought, and ever in his Sight :

Next, nay beyond his Life, he held her dear 5

She liv'd by him, and now he liv'd in her.

For this, when ripe for Marriage, he delay'd

Her Nuptial Bands, and kept her long a iMaid,

As envying any elfe fliould fhare a Part

Of what was his, and claiming all her Heart.

At length, as Publick Decency requir'd,

And all his Vanals eagerly defir'd,

With Mind averfe, he rather underwent

His Peoples Will, than gave his own Confent :

$0 was ihe torn, as from a Lover's Side,

And made almoft in his defpite a Bride.

Short were her Marriage-Joys ; for in the Prime

Of Youth, her Lord expir'd before his time :

And to her Father's Court, in little fpace

Reftor'd anew, (he held a higher Place
5

More lov'd, and more exalted into Grace.

This Princefs frefh and young, and fair, and wife,

The worfhipp'd Idol of her Father's Eyes,

Did all her Sex in ev'ry Grace exceed,

And had more Wit befide than Women need.

Youth, Health, and Eafe, and mod an amorous Mind,

To fecond Nuptials had her Thoughts inclin'd :

And former Joys had left a fecret Sting behind.

But
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But prodigal in ev'ry other Grant,

Her Sire left unftipply'd her only Want 5

And fhe, betwixt her Modefty and Pride,

Her Wifhes, which ihe could not help, would hide.

Refolv'd at laft to lofe no longer Time,

And yet to pleafe her fclf without a Crime,

She caft her Eyes around the Court, to find

A worthy Subject fuiting to her Mind,

To him in holy Nuptials to be ty'd,

A feeming Widow, and a fecret Bride.

Among the Train of Courtiers, one ihe found

With all the Gifts of bounteous Nature crown'd,

Of gentle Blood
5
but one whofe niggard Fate

Had let him far below her high Eftate 5

Guifcard his Name was call'd, of blooming Age,

Now Squire to Tancred, and before his Page :

To him, the Choice of all the fhining Crowd,

Her Heart the noble Sigifmonda vow'd.

Yet hitherto fhe kept her Love conceal'd,

And with clofe Glances ev'ry Day beheld

The graceful Youth
$
and ev'ry Day increasd

The raging Fire that burn'd within her Breaft :

Some fecret Charm did all his Acts attend,

And what his Fortune wanted, hers could mend :

Till, as the Fire will force its outward way,

Or, in the Pnfon pent, confume the Prey 5

So long her earned Eyes on his were fet,

At length their twitted Rays together met
,-

And
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And he, furpriz'd with humble Joy, furvey'd

One fweet Regard, (hot by the Royal Maid :

Not well after d, while doubtful Hopes he nursd,

A fecond Glance came gliding like the firft 5

And he who faw the Sharpnefs of the Dart,

Without Defence recciv'd it in his Heart.

In Publick though their Pafllon wanted Speech,

Yet mutual Looks interpreted for each :

Time, Ways, and Means of Meeting were deny'd ;

But all thofe Wants ingenious Love fupply'd.

Th' inventive God, who never fails his Part,

Infpires the Wit, when once he warms the Heart.

When Guifcard next was in the Circle feen,

Where Sigifmonda held the Place of Queen,

A hollow Cane within her Hand fiie brought,

But in the Concave had enclos'd a Note :

With this Ihe feem'd to play, and, as in fport,

Tofs'd to her Love, in prefence of the Court 5

Take it, (he faid 5 and when your Needs require,

This little Brand will ferve to light your Fire.

He took it with a Bow, and foon divirid

The feeming Toy was not for nought defign'd :

But when retir'd, fo long with curious Eyes

He view'd the Prefent, that he found the Prize.

Much was .in little writ
$
and all convey'd

With cautious Care, for fear to be betray'd

By fome falfe Confident, or Fav'rite Maid.

The Time, the Place, the Manner how to meet,

Were all in punctual Order plainly writ :

A But
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But fince a Truft mult be, fhe thought it beft

To put it out of Laymens Pow'r at lean
1

,

And for their folemn Vows prepar'd a Prieit.

Guifcard (her fecret Purpofe underitood)

With Joy prepar'd to meet the coming Good ;

Nor Pains nor Danger was refolv'd to /bare,

But Life the Means appointed by the Fair.
'

-

Near the proud Palace of Salerno itood

A Mount of rough Afcent, and thick with Wood
5

Through this a Cave was dug with van: Expence,

The Work it feem'd of fome fufpicious Prince,

Who, when abufing Pow'r with lawlefs Might,

From Publick Jultice would fecure his Flight.

The PalTage made by many a winding Way,
Rcach'tl cv'n the Room in which the Tyrant lay.

Fit for his. Purpofe, on a lower Floor hi :

He lodg'd, whofe IlTue was an Iron Door,

From whe/icc, by Stairs defcending to the Ground,

In the blind Grot afafe Retreat he found.

Its Outlet ended ;n a Brake o'ergrown

With Brambles, choak'd by Time, and now unknown.

A Rift there was, which from the Mountains Height

Convey'd a gljmni'ring and malignant Light,

A Breathing-place to draw the Damps away,

A Twilight of an intercepted Day.

The Tyrants Den, whofe Vfc though loft to Fame.

Was now th' Apartment of the Royal Dame,

The
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The Cavern only to her Father known,

By him was to his Darling-Daughter fhown.

Neglected long fhe let the Secret reft,

Till Love recall'd it to her lab'ring Bread,

And hinted as the Way by Heav'n defignd

The Teacher, by the Means he taught, to blind.

What will not Women do, when Need infpires

Their Wit, or Love their Inclination fires !

Though Jealoufie of State th' Invention found,

Yet Love refin'd upon the former Ground.

That Way, the Tyrant had referv'd, to fly

Purfuing Hate, now ferv'd to bring two Lovers nigh.

The Dame, who long in vain had kept the Key,

Bold by Defire, explor'd the fecret Way ;

Now try'd the Stairs, and wading through the Night,

Search'd ail the deep Recefs, and iflli'd into Light.

All this her Letter had fo well explain'd,

Th' inftmcled Youth might compafs what remain'd :

The Cavern-mouth alone was hard to find,

Bccaufe the Path difus'd, was out of mind 5

But in what Quarter of the Cops it lay,

His Eye by certain Level could furvey :

Yet (for the Wood perplex'd with Thorns he knew)

A Frock of Leather o'er his Limbs he drew :

And thus provided, fearch'd the Brake around,

Till the choak'd Entry of the Cave he found.

Thus,
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Thus, all prepar'd, the promis'd Hour arriv'd,

So long expected, and To well contriv'd :

With Love to Friend, th' impatient Lover went,

Fenc'd from the Thorns, and trod the deep Defcerit.

The confcious Prieft, who was fuborn'd before,

Stood ready ported at the Poftern-door $

The Maids in diftant Rooms were fent to reft,

And nothing wanted but th' invited Gueft.

He came, and knocking thrice, without delay,

The longing Lady heard, and turn'd the Key
At once invaded him with all her Charms,

And the firft Step he made, was in her Arms :

The Leathern Out-fide, boiftrous as it was,

Gave way, and bent beneath her ftricl Embrace :

On either Side the Ki fifes flew fo thick,

That neither he nor fhe had Breath to fpeak.

The holy Man amaz'd at what he faw,

Made hafte to fan&ifie the Blifs by Law 5

And mutter'd fait the Matrimony ore,

For fear committed Sin fhould get before.

His Work perform'd, he left the Pair alqne,

Becaufe he knew he could not go too foon 5

His Prefence odious, when his Task was done.

What Thoughts he had, befeems not me to fay 5

Though fome furmifc he went to faft and pray,

And needed both, to drive the tempting Thoughts away.

The Foe once gone, they took their full Delight 5

'Twas reftlefs Rage, and Tempeft all the Night :

S Fo<



j^d Sigifmonda and Guilcardo.

For greedy Love each Moment would employ,

And grudg'd the fhorteft Paufes of their Joy.

Thus were their Loves aufpicioufly begun,

And thus with fecret Care were carried on.

The Stealth it felf did Appetite reftore,

And look'd fo like a Sin, it pleas'd the more.

The Cave was now become a common Way,
The Wicket often open'd, knew the Key :

Love rioted fecure, and long enjoy'd,

Was ever eager, and was never cloy'd.

But as Extremes are fhort, of 111 and Good,

And Tides at higheft Mark regorge the Flood 5

So Fate, that could no more improve their Joy,

Took a malicious Pleafure to deftroy.

Tattered, who fondly lov'd, and whofe Delight

Was plac'd in his fair Daughters daily Sight,

Of Cuftom, when his State-Affairs were done,

Would pafs his pleafing Hours with her alone :

And, as a Fathers Privilege allow'd,

Without Attendance pf th' officious Crowd.

It happen d once, that when in Heat of Day

He try'd to fleep, as was his ufual Way,

The balmy Slumber fled his wakeful Eyes,

And fore'd him, in his own defpite, to rife :

\

Of
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Of Sleep forfaken, to relieve his Care,

He fought the Converfation of the Fair :

But with her Train of Damfels fhe was gone,

In fhady Walks the fcorching Heat to fhun :

He would not violate that fweet Recefs,

And found befides a welcome Heavinefs

That feiz'd his Eyes 5 and Slumber, which forgot

When call'd before to come, now came unfought.

From Light retir'd, behind his Daughters Bed,

He for approaching Sleep compos'd his Head
$

A Chair was ready, for that Ufe defign'd,

So quilted, that he lay at eafe reclin d
;

The Curtains clofely drawn, the Light to skreen,

As if he had contriv'd to lie unfeen ;

Thus cover'd with an artificial Night,

Sleep did his Office foon, and feal'd his Sight.

With Heav'n averfe, in this ill-omen d Hour
Was Quijcard fummon'd to the fecret Bow'r,

And the fair Nymph, with Expectation nYd,

From her attending Damfels was retir'd :

For, true to Love, fhe meafur'd Time fo right,

As not to mifs one Moment of Delight.

The Garden, feated on the level Floor,

She left behind, and locking ev'ry Door,

Thought all fecure
5
but little did fhe know,

Blind to her Fate, fhe had inclos'd her Foe.

Attending GuifcarJ, in his L.eathern Frock,

Stood ready, with his thrice-repeated Knock :

Thric
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Thrice with a doleful Sound the jarring Grate

Rung deaf, and hollow, and prefag'd their Fate.

The Door unlock'd, to known Delight they hafte,

And panting in each others Arms, embrae'd ;

Rufh to the confcious Bed, a mutual Freight,

And heedlefs prefs it with their wonted Weight.

The fudden Bound awak'd the ileeping Sire,

And fhew'd a Sight no Parent can defire :

His opening Eyes at once with odious View

The Love difcover'd, and the Lover knew :

He would have cry'd $
but hoping that he dreamt,

Amazement ty'd his Tongue, and flopp'd th' Attempt.

Th' enfuing Moment all the Truth declar'd,

But now he ftood collected, and prepar'd $

For Malice and Revenge had put him on his Guard.

So, like a Lion that unheeded lay,

DifTembling Sleep, and watchful to betray,

With inward Rage he meditates his Prey.

The thoughtlefs Pair, indulging their Defires,

Alternate, kindl'd, and then quench'd their Fires
5

Nor thinking in the Shades of Death they play'd,

Full of themfelvcs, themfelves alone furvey'd,

And, too fecure, were by themfelves betray 'd.

Long time diffolv'd in Pleafure thus they lay,

Till Nature could no more fuffice their Play 5

Then rofe the Youth, and through the Cave again

Return'd 3 the Princcfs mingl'd with her Train.

Refolv'd
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Refolv'd his unripe Vengeance to defer

The Royal Spy, when now the Coaft was clear,

Sought not the Garden, but retir'd unfeen,

To brood in fecret on his gather'd Spleen,

And methodize Revenge 1 To Death he griev'd ;

And, but he faw the Crime, had fcarce believ'd.

Th' Appointment for th' enfuing Night he heard
5

And therefore in the Cavern had prepar'd

Two brawny Yeomen of his trufty Guard.

Scarce had unwary Guifcarc/ fet his Foot

Within the farmoft Entrance of the Grot,

When thefe in fecret Ambufh ready lay,

And rufhing on the fudden feiz'd the Prey :

Encumbcr'd with his Frock, without Defence,

An cafie Prize, they led the Pris'ner thence,

And, as commanded, brought before the Prince.

The gloomy Sire, too fenfible of Wrong
To vent his Rage in Words, reftrain'd his Tongue 5

And only faid, Thus Servants are preferr'd,

And trailed, thus their Sov'reigns they reward.

Had I not Cc^n, had not thefe Eyes receiv'd

Too clear a Proof, I could not have believ'd.

He paus'd, and choak'd the reft. The Youth, who faw

His forfeit Life abandon'd to the Law,

The Judge th' Accufer, and th' Offence to him

Who had both Pow'r and Will t' avenge the Crime
5

No
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No vain Defence prcpar'd j but thus reply'd,

The Faults of Love by Love arc juftifi'd :

With unrefifted Might the Monarch reigns,

He levels Mountains, and he raifcs Plains
3

And not regarding Difference of Degree,

Abas'd your Daughter, and exalted me.

This bold Return with feeming Patience heard,

The Pris'ner was remitted to the Guard.

The fullen Tyrant flept not all the Night,

But lonely walking by a winking Light,

Sobb'd, wept, and groan'd, and beat his wither'd Breaft,

But would not violate his Daughters Reft
3

Who long expecting lay, for Blifs prcpar'd,

Liftning for Noife, and griev'd that none (he heard 3

Oft rofe, and oft in vain employ'd the Key,

And oft accus'd her Lover of Delay 3

And pafs'd the tedious Hours in anxious Thoughts away.

The Morrow came 3 and at his ufual Hour

Old Tancred viflted his Daughters Bow'r
3

Her Cheek (for fuch his Cuftom was) he kifs'd,

Then blefs'd her kneeling, and her Maids difmifs'd.

The Royal Dignity thus far maintain'd,

Now left in private, he no longer feign'd 3

But all at once his Grief and Rage appear'd,

And Floods of Tears ran trickling down his Beard.

O
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O Sigifmonda, he began to fay :

"Thrice he began, and thrice was fore'd to flay,

Till Words with often trying found their Way :

I thought, O Sigifmonda, (But how blind

Are Parents Eyes, their Childrens Faults to find !)

Thy Vertue, Birth, and Breeding were above

A mean Defire, and vulgar Senfe of Love :

Nor Ids than Sight and Hearing could convince

So fond a Father, and fo jufl a Prince,

Of fuch an unforefeen, and unbeliev'd Offence*

Then what indignant Sorrow mufl I have,

To fee thee lie fubjected to my Slave !

A Man fo fmelling of the Peoples Lee,

The Court receiv'd him firft for Charity 5

And fince with no Degree of Honour grae'd,

But only fuflfer'd, where he firfl was plac'd :

A grov'ling InfecT: Ml
5 and fo defign'd

By Natures Hand, nor born of Noble Kind 1

A Thing, by neither Man nor Woman priz'd,

And fcarcely known enough, to be defpis'd.

To what has Heav'n referv'd my Age I Ah ! why
Should Man, when Nature calls, not chufe to dkj
Rather than ftretch the Span of Life, to find

Such Ills as Fate has wifely caft behind,

For thofe to feel, whom fond Defire to live

Makes covetous of more than Life can give f

Each has his Share of Good
5 and when 'tis gone,

The Gueft, though hungry, cannot rife too foon.

But
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But I, expecting more, in my own wrong

Protracting Life, have liv'd a Day too long.

If Ycftcrday cou'd be rccall'd again,

Ev n now would I conclude my happy Reign :

But 'tis too late, my glorious Race is run,

And a dark Cloud o'ertakes my fetting Sun.

Hadft thou not lov'd, or loving fav'd the Shame,

If not the Sin, by fome Uluftrious Name,

This little Comfort had reliev'd my Mind,

Twas frailty, not unufual to thy Kind :

But thy low Fall beneath thy Royal Blood,

Shews downward Appetite to mix with Mud :

Thus not the leaft Excufe is left for thee,

Nor the leaft Refuge for unhappy me.

For him I have refolv'd : whom by Surprize

I took, and fcarce can call it, inDifguife:

For fuch was his Attire, as with Intent

Of Nature, fuited to his mean Defcent :

The harder Queftion yet remains behind,

What Pains a Parent and a Prince can find

To punilh an Offence of this degenerate Kind.

As I have lov'd, and yet I love thee more

Than ever Father lov'd a Child before
;

So, that Indulgence draws me to forgive :

Nature, that gave thee Life, would have thee live.

But, as a Publick Parent of the State,

My Juftice, and thy Crime, requires thy Fate.

Fain
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Fain would I chufe a middle Courfe to fleer
5

Nature's too kind, and Juflice too fevere :

Speak for us both, and to the Balance bring

On either fide, the Father, and the King.

Heav'n knows, my Heart is bent to favour thee
$

Make it but (canty weight, and leave the reft to me.

Here flopping with a Sigh, he pour'd a Flood

Of Tears, to make his laft Exprcflion good.

She, who had heard him fpeak, nor faw alone

The fecret Conduct of her Love was known
3

But he was taken who her Soul poffefs'd,

Felt all the Pangs of Sorrow in her Breaft :

And little wanted, but a Womans Heart

With Cries, and Tears, had teflifi'd her Smart :

But in-born Worth, that Fortune can controul,

New fining, and differ bent her foftcr Soul 5

The Heroine afTum'd the Womans Place,

Confirm'd her Mind, and fortifi'd her Face :

Why fhould fhe beg, or what cou'd fhe pretend,

When her flcrn Father had condemn'd her Friend !

Her Life fhe might have had
5
but her Defpair

Of faving his, had put it pafl her Care :

Refolv'd on Fate, fhe would not lofe her Breath,

But rather than not die, follicit Death.

Fix'd on this Thought, fhe not as Women ufe,

Her Fault by common Frailty would excufe $

But boldly juftifi'd her Innocence,

And while the Fact was own d, deny'd th' Offence :

T Then
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Then with dry Eyes, and with an open Look,

She met his Glance mrd-way, and thus undaunted fpoke.

Tanned, I neither am difpos'd to make

Requeft for Life, nor ofter'd Life to take :

Much lefs deny the Deed
5 but lea!

1

: of all

Beneath pretended Jultice weakly fall.

My Words to facred Truth ihall be confin'd,

My Deeds (hall Ihew the Greatnefs of my Mind.

That I have lov'd, I own
5

that ftill I love,

I call to Witnefs all the Pow'rs above :

Yet more I own : To Guifcards Love I give

The fmall remaining Time I have to live ;

And if beyond this Life Deiire can be,

Not Fate it felf ihall fet my Paflion free.

This firft avoVd
j
nor Folly warp'd my Mind*

Nor the frail Texture of the Female Kind

Betray'd my Vertue : For, too well I knew

What Honour was, and Honour had his Due I

Before the Holy Prieft my Vows were ty'd,

So came I not a Strumpet, but a Bride 5

This for my Fame : and for the Publick Voice :

Yet more, his Merits juftifi'd my Choice
5

Which had they not, the firft Election thine,

That Bond diffolv'd, the next is freely mine :

Or grant I err'd, (which yet I muft denyJ
Had Parents pow'r ev'n fecond Vows to tie,

Thy
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Thy litde Care to mend my Widow'd Nights

Has forc'd me to recourfe of Marriage-Rites,

To fill an empty Side, and follow known Delights.

What have I done in this, deferving Blame ?

State-Laws may alter : Nature's are the fame 5

Thofe are ufurp'd on helplefs Woman-kind,

Made without our Confent, and wanting Pow'r to bind.

Thou, Tancred, better fhould'ft have underftood,

That as thy Father gave thee Flefh and Blood,

So gav'ft thou me : Not from the Quarry hew'd,

But of a fofter Mould, with Senfe endu'd 5

Ev'n fofter than thy own, of fuppler Kind,

More exquifite of Tafte, and more than Man refind.

Nor need'ft thou by thy Daughter to be told,

Though now thy fpritely Blood with Age be cold,

Thou had: been young 3
and canft remember ftill,

That when thou hadft the Pow'r, thou hadft the Will 5

And from the paft Experience of thy Fires,

Canft tell with what a Tide our ftrong Defires

Come ruihing on in Youth, and what their Rage requires.

And grant thy Youth was exercis d in Arms,

When Love no leifurc found for fofter Charms
j

My tender Age in Luxury was traind,

With idle Eafe and Pageants entertain'd 5

My Hours my own, my Pleafures unreftrain'd.

So bred, no wonder if I took the Bent

That feem'd ev'n warranted by thy Confent 5

T 2 For,
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For, when the Father is too fondly kind,

Such Seed he fows, fuch Harvcfi: fhall he find.

Blame thtn thy felf, as Reaforis Law requires,

(Since N^.ure gave, and thou foment'ft my Fires j)

If (till thofe Appetites continue ftfong,

Thou maift confider, I am yet but young:

Confider too, that having been a Wife,

I mud have tailed of a better Life,

And am not to be blam'd, if I renew,

By lawful Means, the Joys which then I knew.

Where was the Crime, if Pleafure I procur'd,

Young, and a Woman, and to Blifs inur'd ?

That was my Cafe, and this is my Defence 5

I pleas'd my felf, I fhunn'd Incontinence,

And, urg'd by ftrong Defires, indulg'd my Senfe.

Left to my felf, I muft avow, I {trove

From publick Shame to fcreen my fecret Love,

And, well acquainted with thy Native Pride,

Endeavour'd, what I could not help, to hide
5

tor which, a Womans Wit an eafie Way fupply'd.

How this, fo well contriv'd, fo clofely laid,

Was known to thee, or by what Chance betray'd,

Is not my Care : To pleafe thy Pride alone,

I could have wifh'd it had been ftill unknown.

~ Nor took I Guifcard by blind Fancy led,

Or hafty Choice, as many Women wed
5

But with delib'rate Care, and ripen d Thought,

At leifure firft defign'd, before I wrought :

On
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On him I refted, after long Debate,

"And not without confid'ring, fix'd my Fate :

His Flame was equal, though by mine infpir'd 5

(For fo the DifF'rence of our Birth requir'd :)

Had he been born like me, like me his Love

Had firft begun, what mine was forc'd to move :

But thus beginning, thus we perfevere s

Our Paflions yet continue what they were,

Nor length of Trial makes our Joys the lefs ilncere.

At this my Choice, though not by thine allow'd,

(Thy Judgment herding with the common Crowd)

Thou tak'ft unjuft Offence
5 and, led by them,

Doft lefs the Merit, than the Man efteem.

Too fharply, Tancred, by thy Pride betray'd,

Haft thou againft the Laws of Kind inveigh'd 5

For all th* Offence is in Opinion plac'd,

Which deems high Birth by lowly Choice debas'd ;

This Thought alone with Fury fires thy Breaft,

- (For Holy Marriage juftifies the reft)

That I have funk the Glories of the State,

And mix'd my Blood with a Plebeian Mate :

In which I wonder thou fhouldft overfee

Superiour Caufes, or impute to me

The Fault of Fortune, or the Fates Decree.

Or call it Heav'ns Imperial Pow'r alone,

Which moves on Springs of Juftice, though unknown
5

Yet this we fee, though order d for the beft,

The Bad exalted, and the Good opprefs'd $

Permitted
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Permitted Laurels grace the Lawlefs Brow,

Th* Unworthy rais'd, the Worthy caft below.

-1

But leaving that : Search we the fecret Springs,

And backward trace the Principles of Things $

There (hall we find, that when the World began,

One common Mafs compos'd the Mould of Man $

One Pafte of Flelh on all Degrees beftow'd,

And kneaded up alike with moiftning Blood.

The fame Almighty Pow'r infpir'd the Frame

With kindl'd Life, and form'd the Souls the fame :

The Faculties of Intellect, and Will,

Difpens'd with equal Hand, difpos'd with equal Skill,

Like Liberty indulg'd with Choice of Good or III

Thus born alike, from Vertue firft began

The DifFrence that diftinguifh'd Man from Man :

He claim'd no Title from Defcent of Blood,

But that which made him Noble, made him Good :

Warm'd with more Particles of Heav'nly Flame,

He wing'd his upward Flight, and foar'd to Fame 5

The reft remain'd below, a Tribe without a Name.

This Law, though Cuftom now diverts the Courfe,

As Natures Inftitute, is yet in force 5

Uncancell'd, tho difus'd ; And he whofe Mind

Is Vertuous, is alone of Noble Kind.

Though poor in Fortune, of Celeftial Race $

And he commits the Crime, who calls him Bafe.

Now
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Now lay the Line
5
and meafure all thy Court,

By inward Vertue, not external Port,

And find whom juftly to prefer above

The Man on whom my Judgment plac'd my Love :

So flialt thou fee his Parts, and Perfon Ihine
3

And thus compar'd, the reft a bafe degen'rate Line.

Nor took I, when I firft furvey'd thy Court,

His Valour, or his Vermes on Report 3

But trufted what I ought to truft alone,

Relying on thy Eyes, and not my own
j

Thy Praife (and Thine was then the Publick Voice)

Firft recommended Guifcard to my Choice :

Directed thus by thee, I look'd, and found

A Man, I thought, deferving to be crown'd 5

Firft by my Father pointed to my Sight,

Nor lefs confpicuous by his Native Light :

His Mind, his Meen, the Features of his Face,

Excelling all the reft of Humane Race :

Thefe were thy Thoughts, and thou could'ft judge aright,

Till Int'rcft made a Jaundice in thy Sight.

Or fliou d I grant, thou didft not rightly fee
5

Then thou wert firft deceiv'd, and I deceiv'd by thee.

But if thou (halt alledge, through Pride of Mind,

Thy Blood with one of bafe Condition join'd,

'Tis falfe
; for 'tis not Bafenefs to be Poor 5

His Poverty augments thy Crime the more
5

Upbraids thy Juftice with the fcant Regard

Of Worth : Whom Princes praife, they fliou'd reward.

Are
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Arc thefe the Kings intruded by the Crowd

With Wealth, to be difpens'd for Common Good ?

The People fweat not for their King's Delight,

T' enrich a Pimp, or raife a Parafitc
5

Theirs is the Toil
5 and he who well has fery'd

His Country, has his Countrys Wealth defcrv'd.

Ev'n mighty Monarchs oft arc meanly born,

And Kings by Birth, to loweft Rank return 3

All fubjeel: to the Pow'r of giddy Chance,

For Fortune can deprefs, or can advance :

But true Nobility, is of the Mind,

Not giv'n by Chance, and not to Chance refign'd.

For the remaining Doubt of thy Decree,

What to refolve, and how dilpofe of me,

Be warn'd to caft that ufelefs Care afide,

My felf alone, will for my felf provide :

If in thy doting, and decrepit Age,

Thy Soul, a Stranger in thy Youth to Rage,

Begins in cruel Deeds to take Delight,

Gorge with my Blood thy barb'rous Appetite 5

For I fo little am dlfpos'd to pray

For Life, I would not caft a Wrfh away.

Such as it is, th' Offence is all my own 3

And what to Guifcard is already done,.

Or to be done, is doom'd by thy Decree,

That, if not executed firft by thee,

Shall on my Perfon be perform'd by me.

Away,
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Away, with Women weep, and leave me here*

Fix'd, like a Man to die, without a Tear 5

Or fave, or flay us both this prefent Hour,

'Tis all that Fate has left within thy Pow'r.

She faid : Nor did her Father fail to find,

In all fhe fpoke, the Greatnefs of her Mind 5

Yet thought fhe was not obftinate to die,

Nor deem'd the Death fhe promis'd was fo nigh t

Secure in this Belief, he left the Dame,

Refolvd to fpare her Life, and fave her Shame
5

But that detefted Object to remove,

To wreak his Vengeance, and to cure her Love*

Intent on this, a fecret Order fign'd,

The Death of GuifcarJ to his Guards enjoin'd 5

Strangling was chofen, and the Night the Time,

A mute Revenge, and blind as was the Crime :

His faithful Heart, a bloody Sacrifice,

Torn from his Breaft, to glut the Tyrant's Eyes,

Clos'd the fevere Command : For, (Slaves to Pay)

What Kings decree, the Soldier mult obey :

Wag'd againft Foes
5 and, when the Wars are o'er,

Fit only to maintain Defpotick Pow'r :

Dang'rous to Freedom, and defir'd alone

By Kings, who feek an Arbitrary Throne:

Such were thefe Guards
j

as ready to have llarn

The Prince himfelf, allur'd with greater gain :

So
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So was the Charge perform'd with better Will,

By Men inur'd to Blood, and exercis'd in 111.

'Now, though the fallen Sire had eas'd his Mind,

The Pomp of his Revenge was yet behind,

A Pomp prepar'd to grace the Prefent he defign'd.

A Goblet rich with Gems, and rough with Gold,

Of Depth, and Breadth, the precious Pledge to hold,

With cruel Care he chofe : The hollow Part

Inclos d
5
the Lid conceal'd the Lover's Heart :

Then of his trufted Mifchiefs, one he fent,

And bad him with thefe Words the Gift prefent ;

Thy Father fends thee this, to cheer thy Breaft,

And glad thy Sight with what thou lov'ft the beft 5

As thou haft pleas'd his Eyes, and joy'd his Mind,

With what he lov'd the moft of Humane Kind.

E'er this the Royal Dame, who well had weigh'd

The Confequence of what her Sire had faid,

Fix'd on her Fate, againft th' expected Hour,

Procur'd the Means to have it in her Pow'r :

For this, fhe had diftill'd, with early Care,

The Juice of Simples, friendly to' Defpair,

A Magazine of Death $
and thus prepar'd,

Secure to die, the fatal Meftage heard :

Then fmil'd fevere
5
nor with a troubl'd Look,

Or trembling Hand, the Fun'ral Prefent took
;

Ev'n kept her Count'nance, when the Lid remov'd,

Difclos'd the Heart, unfortunately lov'd :

She
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She needed noc be told within whofe Breaft

It lodg'd 5
the Meflage had explain'd the reft.

Or not amaz'd, or hiding her Surprize,

She fternly on the Bearer hYd her Eyes :

Then thus
5

fell Tancred^ on his Daughters part,

The Gold, though precious, equals not the Heart

But he did well to give his be(t3 and I,

Who wifti'd a worthier Urn, forgive his Poverty.

At this, fhe curb'd a Groan, that elfe had come,

And paufing,' view'd the Prefent in the Tomb :

Then, to the Heart ador'd, devoutly glew'd

Her Lips, and railing it, her Speech renew'd $

Ev'rt from my Day of Birth, to this, the Bound

Of my unhappy Being, I have found

My Father's Care, and Tendernefs exprefs'd :

But this laft Act of Love excels the reft :

For this fo dear a Prefent, bear him back

The beft Return that I can live to make.

.

The MefTenger difpatch'd, again fhe view'd

The lov'd Remains, and fighing, thus purfu'd 3

Source of my Life, and Lord of my Deilres,

In whom I liv'd, with whom my Soul expires 5

Poor Heart, no more the Spring of Vital Heat,

Curs'd be the Hands that tore thee from thy Seat !

The Courfe is finifh'd, which thy Fates decreed,

And thou, from thy Corporeal Prifon freed :

Soon haft thou reach'd the Goal with mended Pace,

A World of Woes difpatch'd in little fpace :

Forc'd



148 Sigiimonck and Guiicardo.

Forc'd by thy Worth, thy Foe in Death become

Thy Friend, has lodg'd thee in a coftly Tomb 5

There yet remain'd thy Fun'ral Exequies,

The weeping Tribute of thy Widows Eyes,

And thofe, indulgent Heav'n has found the way
That I, before my Death, have leave to pay.

My Father ev'n in Cruelty is kind,

Or Heav'n has turn'd the Malice of his Mind

To better Ufes than his Hate defign'd 5

And made th' Infult which in his Gift appears,

The Means to mourn thee with my pious Tears $

Which I will pay thee down, before I go,

And fave my felf the Pains to weep below,

If Souls can weep ; though once I meant to meet

My Fate with Face unmov'd, and Eyes unwet,

Yet fince I have thee here in narrow Room,

My Tears fhall fet thee firft afloat within thy Tomb
Then (as I know thy Spirit hovers nigh)

Under thy friendly Conduct will I fly

To Regions unexplor'd, fecure to (hare

Thy State j nor Hell fhall Punifliment appear ;

And Heav'n is double Heav'n, if thou art there.

She faid 2 Her brim-full Eyes, that ready flood,

And only wanted Will to weep a Flood,

Releas'd their watry Store, and pour'd amain,

Like Clouds low hung, a fober Show'r of Rain
3

Mute folemn Sorrow, free from Female Noife,

Such as the Majefty of Grief deflroys :

For,
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For, bending o'er the Cup, the Tears (he fhed

Seem'd by the Pofture to difcharge her Head,

O'er-fill'd before 5
and oft (her Mouth apply'd

To the cold Heart) fhe kifs'd at once, and cry'd.

Her Maids, who flood amaz'd, nor knew the Caufe

Of her Complaining, nor whofe Heart it was
;

Yet all due Meafures of her Mourning kept,

Did Office at the Dirge, and by Infection wept 5

And oft enquir'd th' Occafion of her Grief,

(Unanfwer'd but by Sighs) and ofTer'd vain Relief;

At length, her Stock of Tears already fhed,

She wip d her Eyes, fhe rais'd her drooping Head,

And thus purfu'd : O ever faithful Heart,

I have perform'd the Ceremonial Part,

The Decencies of Grief : It refts behind,

That as our Bodies were, our Souls be joind :

To thy whate er abode, my Shade convey,

And as an elder Ghoft, direct the way.

She faid
} and bad the Vial to be brought,

Where fhe before had brew'd the deadly Draught,

Firft pouring out the med'cinable Bane,

The Heart, her Tears had rins'd, fhe bath'd again 5

Then down her Throat the Death fecurely throws,

And quaffs a long Oblivion of her Woes.

This done, fhe mounts the Genial Bed, and there,

(Her Body firft composed with honejft Care,)

Attends the welcom Reft I Her Hands yet hold

Clofe to her Heart, the Monumental Gold 5

Nor
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Nor farther Word fhc fpokc, but clos'd her Sight,

And quiet, fought the Covert of the Night.

The Damfels, who the while in Silence mourrid,

Net knowing, nor fufpe&ing Death fuborn'd,

Yet, as their Duty was, to Tancred fent,

Who, confeious of th' Occafion, fear'd th' Event.

Alarm'dj and with prefaging Heart he came,

And drew the Curtains, and cxpos'd the Dame

To loathfom Light : then with a late Relief

Made vain Efforts, to mitigate her Grief.

She, what (he could, excluding Day, her Eyes

Kept firmly feal'd, and fternly thus replies :

Tancred, reftrain thy Tears, unfought by me,

And Sorrow, unavailing now to thee :

Did ever Man before, afflict his Mind,

To fee th' ErTed: of what himfelf defign'd ?

Yet if thou haft remaining in thy Heart

Some Senfe of Love, fome unextinguifh'd Part

Of former Kindnefs, largely once profefs'd,

Let me by that adjure thy harden'd Breaft,

Not to deny thy Daughters laft Requeft :

The fecret Love, which I fo long enjoy'd,

And ftill conceal'd, to gratifle thy Pride,

Thou haft disjoin'd j but, with my dying Breath,

Seek not, I beg thee, to disjoin our Death :

Where-e'er his Corps by thy Command is laid,

Thither let mine in publick be convey'd
5

Expos'd
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Expos'd in open View, and Side by Side,

Acknowledg'd as a Bridegroom and a Bride.

The Prince's Anguifh hinder'd his Reply :

And (he, who felt her Fate approaching nigh,

Seiz'd the cold Heart, and heaving to her Bread,

Here, precious Pledge, fhe faid, fecurely reft :

Thefe Accents were her laft ; the creeping Death

Benum'd her Senfes firft, then ftopp'd her Breath.

Thus fhe for Difobedience juftly dy'd 3

The Sire was juftly punifh'd for his Pride :

The Youth, leaft guilty, furTer'd for th' Offence

Of Duty violated to his Prince j

Who late repenting of his cruel Deed,

One common Sepulcher for both decreed 5

Tntomb'd the wretched Pair in Royal State,

And on their Monument infcrib'd their Fate.

BAUCIS
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Or/D's METAMORPHOSES.

The Author purfuing the Deeds of Thcfeus
;

relates how He,

with his Friend Pcrithous, were invited by Achelous, the

River-God, to ftay with him, till his Waters were abated.

Achelous entertains them with a Relation of his own Love to

Perimele, who was changd into an Ifland by Neptune, at his

Requeft. Perithous, being an Atheift, derides the Legend, and

denies the Power of the Gods, to worj^ that Miracle. Lelex,

another Companion of Thefeus, to confirm the Story of Ache-

lous, relates another Metamorphofis of Baucis and Philemon,

into Trees
5 of which he was partly an Eye-witnefs.

THus
Achelous ends i His Audience hear, tori A

With admiration, and admiring, fear ;W

The Pow'rs of Heav'n
} except Ixio?i$ Soty rfT

Who laugh'd at all the Gods, believ'd in none \

He fliook- his impious Head, and thus replies,*
ni ^lo v

Thefe Legends are no more than pious Lie$>cu;W

You attribute too much to Heavenly Sway// 3n b
cm

To think. they give us Forms, and take away.

X T&
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The reft of better Minds, their Senfe declar'd

Againft this Doctrine, and with Horrour heard.

Then Lelex rofe, an old experienced Man,

And thus with fober Gravity began 5

Hcav'ns Pow'r is Infinite : Earth, Air, and Sea,

The Manufacture Mafs, the making Pow'r obey :

By Proof to clear your Doubt 3
In Phrygian Ground

Two neighb'ring Trees, with Walls encompafsd round,

Stand on a mod'rate Rife, with wonder fhown, PV

One a hard Oak, a fofter Linden one :

I faw the Place and them, by Pittheus fent

To Phrygian Realms, my Grandfire's Government.

Not far from thence is feen a Lake, the Haunt

Of Coots, and of the flfhing Cormorant :

Here Jove with Hermes came
5 but in Difguife

Of mortal Men conceal'd their Deities }

One laid afide his Thunder, one his Rod ;

And many toilfom Steps together trod :

For Harbour at a thoufand Doors they knock'd,

Not one of all the thoufand but was lockU

At laft an hofpitable Houfe they found,

A homely Shed, the Roof, not far from Ground,

Was thatch'd with Reeds, and Straw together bound.

There Baucis and Philemon liv'd, and there

Had liv'd long marry'd, and a happy Pair :

Now old in Love, though little was their Store,

Inur'd to Want, their Poverty they bore,

Nor aim'd at Wealth, profetfiog to be poor.

For
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For Matter or for Servant here to call,

Was all alike, where only Two were All.

Command was none, where equal Love was paid,

Or rather both commanded, both obey'd.

From lofty Roofs the Gods repuls'd before,

Now {looping, enter'd through the little Door :

The Man (their hearty Welcome firft exprefsd)

A common Settle drew for either Gueft,

Inviting each his weary Limbs to reft.

But e'er they fat, officious Baucis lays

Two Cufhions fturT'd with Straw, the Seat to raife
5

Courfe, but the beft (he had
$
then rakes the Load

Of Allies from the Hearth, and fpreads abroad

The living Coals 5 and, left they (hou'd expire,

With Leaves and Barks (he feeds her Infant-fire i

It fmoaks 3 and then with trembling Breath (he blows,

Till in a chearful Blaze the Flames arofe.

With Brufh-wood and with Chips (he ftrengthens thefc,

And adds at laft the Boughs of rotten Trees.

The Fire thus form'd, (he fets the Kettle on, & A
n '

i

(Like burnifh'd Gold the little Seether (hone)

Next took the Coleworts which her Husband got

From his own Ground, (a fmall Well-water'd Spot 5) (T

She ftripp'd the Stalks of all their Leaves 5 the beft

She cull'd, and then with handy-care (he drefs'd.

High o'er the Hearth a Chine of Bacon hung

Good old Philemon feiz'd it with a Prong,

And from the footy Rafter drew it down,

Then cut a Slice, but fcarce enough for one ;

Tet



158 Baucis and Philemon.

Yet a large Portion of a little Store,

Which for their Sakes alone he wifh'd were more.

This in the Pot he plang'd without delay,

To tame the Flefh, and drain the Salt away.

The Time between, before the Fire they fat,

And ihorten'd the Delay by pleafing Chat.

A Beam there was, ort which a Beechen Pail

Hung by the Handle, on a driven Nail :

This fill'd with Water, gently warm'd, they fet

Before their Guefts $ in this they bath'd their Feet,
1

And after with clean Towels dry'd their Sweat :

This done, the Hoft produc'd the genial Bed,

Sallow the Feet, the Borders, and the Sted,

Which with no coftly Coverlet they fpread 5

But courfe old Garments, yet fuch Robes as thefe

They laid alone, at Feafts, on Holydays.

The good old Hufwife tucking up her Gown,

The Table fets ; th' invited Gods lie down.

The Trivet-Table of a Foot was lame,

A Blot which prudent Baucis overcame,

Who thrufts beneath the limping Leg, a Sherd,

So was the mended Board exactly rear'd :

Then rubb'd it o'er with newly-gather'd Mint,

A wholefom Herb, that breath'd a grateful Scent.

Pallas began the Feaft, where firft was feen

The party-colour'd Olive, Black, and Green :

Autumnal Cornels next in order ferv'd,

In Lees of Wine well pickl'd, and preferv'd.

i
'
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A Garden-Sallad was the third Supply,

Of Endive, Radifhes, and Succory :

Then Curds and Cream, the Flow'r of Country-Fare,

And new-laid Eggs, which Baucis buile Care

Turn'd by a gentle Fire, and roafkd rear.

All thefe in Earthen Ware were ferv'd to Board
5

And next in place, an Earthen Pitcher ftor'd,

With Liquor of the beft the Cottage cou'd afford.

This was the Tables Ornament, and Pride,

With Figures wrought : Like Pages at his Side

Stood Beechen Bowls
5 and thefe were fhiuing clean,

Vernifh'd with Wax without, and lin'd within.

By this the boiling Kettle had prepar'd,

And to the Table fent the fmoaking Lard 3

On which with eager Appetite they dine,

A fav'ry Bit, that ferv'd to rellifh Wine :

The Wine it felf was fuiting to the reft,

Still working in the Muft, and lately prefs'd.

The Second Courfe fucceeds like that before,

Plums, Apples, Nuts, and of their Wintry Store,

Dry Figs, and Grapes, and wrinkPd Dates were fee

In Canifters, t enlarge the little Treat :

All thefe a Milk-white Honey-comb furround,

Which in the midft the Country-Banquet crown'd :

But the kind Hofls their Entertainment grace

With hearty Welcom, and an open Face :

In all they did, you might difcern with eafe,

A willing Mind, and a Defire to pleafe.

Mean
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Mean time the Bcechen Bowls went round, and ftill

Though often empty'd, were obferv'd to fill
3

Fill'd without Hands, and of their own accord

Ran without Feet, and danc'd about the Board.

Devotion feiz'd the Pair, to fee the Feaft

With Wine, and of no common Grape, increas'd 3

And up they held their Hands, and fell to Pray'r,

Excufing as they cou'd, their Country Fare.

One Goofe they had, ('twas all they cou'd allow)

A wakeful Cent'ry, and on Duty now,

Whom to the Gods for Sacrifice they vow :

Her, with malicious Zeal, the Couple view'd 5

She ran for Life, and limping they purfu'd :

Full well the Fowl perceiv'd their bad intent,

And wou'd not make her Matters Compliment 3

But perfecuted, to the Pow'rs ihe flies,

And clofc between the Legs of Jove fhe lies :

He with a gracious Ear the Suppliant heard,

And fav'd her Life
3
then what he was declar'd,

And own'd the God. The Neighbouihood, faid he,

Shall juftly perifh for Impiety :

You ftand alone exempted 3 but obey

With fpeed, and follow where we lead the way :

Leave thefe accurs'd
5 and to the Mountains Height

Afcend
5 nor once look backward in your Flight.

They hafte, and what their tardy Feet deny'd,

The trufty Staff (their better Leg) fupply'd.

An
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An Arrows Flight they wanted to the Top,

And there fecure, but fpent with Travel, ftop 5

Then turn their now no more forbidden Eyes 5

Loft in a Lake the floated Level lies :

A Watry Dtfart covers all the Plains,

Their Cot alone, as in an Ifle, remains :

Wondring with weeping Eyes, while they deplore

Their Neighbours Fate, and Country now no more,

Their little Shed, fcarce large enough for Two,

Seems, from the Ground increas'd, in Height and Bulk to grow.

A ftately Temple fhoots within the Skies,

The Crotches of their Cot in Columns rife :

The Pavement polifh'd Marble they behold,

The Gates with Sculpture grae'd, the Spires and Tiles of Gold.

Then thus the Sire of Gods, with Look ferene,

Speak thy Defire, thou only Juft of Men 3

And thou, O Woman, only Worthy found

To be with fuch a Man in Marriage bound.

A while they whifper 5
then to Jove addrefs'd,

Philemon thus prefers their joint Requeft.

We crave to ferve before your facred Shrine,

And offer at your Altars Rites Divine :

And fince not any Action of our Life

Has been polluted with Domeftick Strife,

We beg one Hour of Death
3

that neither fhe

With Widows Tears may live to bury me, >

Nor weeping I, with wither'd Arms may bear

My brcathlefs Baucis to the Sepulcher.

Y The
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The Godheads %n their Suit. They run their Race

In the fame Tenor all th' appointed Space :

Then, when their Hour was come, while they relate

Thefe paft Adventures at the Temple-gate,

Old Baucis is by old Philemon feen

Sprouting with fudden Leaves of fpritely Green :

Old Baucis look'd where old Philemon flood,

And faw his lengthen d Arms a fprouting Wood t

New Roots their fafterid Feet begin to bind,

Their Bodies ftiffen in a rifing Rind :

. Then e'er the Bark above their Shoulders grew,

They give and take at once their laft Adieu :

At once, Farewell, O faithful Spoufe, they faid
5

At once th' incroaching Rinds their clofing Lips invade.

Ev'n yet, an ancient Tyanxan fhows

A fpreading Oak, that near a Linden grows 3

The Neighbourhood confirm the Prodigie,

Grave Men, not vain of Tongue, or like to lie.

I faw my felf the Garlands on their Boughs,

And Tablets hung for Gifts of granted Vows 5

And offering frefher up, with pious Pray'r,

The Good, faid I, are God's peculiar Care,

And fuch as honour Heav'n, (hall heav'nly Honour fhare.

PIGMA
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PYGMALION
AND THE

STATUE-
Out of the Tenth Book of

OVIDs METAMORPHOSES.

The Propeptides, for their impudent Behaviour, being turn J

into Stone by Venus, Pygmalion, Prince of Cyprus, detefted

all Women for their Sake, and refolvd never to marry : He

falls in love with a Statue of his own making, which is changed

into a Maid, whom he marries. One of his Defendants is

Cinyras, the Father of Myrrha 5
the Daughter inceftuoujly

loves her own Fatter
; for which fhe is changd into the Tree

which bears her Name. Thefe two Stories immediately follow

each other, and are admirably well connected.

PTgmalion

loathing their Iafcivious Life,

Abhorr'd all Womankind, but moil: a Wife :

So (ingle chofe to live, and fhunn'd to wed,

Well pleas'd to want a Confort of his Bed.

Yet fearing Idlenefs, the Nurfe of 111,

In Sculpture exercis'd his happy Skill *

And carv'd in Iv'ry fuch a Maid, fo fair,

As Nature could not with his Art compare,

Were
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Were (he to work 5 but in her own Defence

Muft take her Pattern here, and copy hence.

Pleas'd with his Idol, he commends, admires,

Adores
5
and laft, the Thing ador'd, defires.

A very Virgin in her Face was feen,

And had (he mov'd, a living Maid had been :

One wou'd have thought ihe cou'd have ftirr'dj but ftrovc

With Modefty, and was afham'd to move.

Art hid with Art, 10 well perform'd the Cheat,

It caught the Carver with his own Deceit :

He knows 'tis Madnefs, yet he muft adore, 3A^O
And ftill the more he knows it, loves the more :

The Flefh, or what fo feems, he touches oft,

Which feels fo fmooth, that he believes it foft. Xc

Fir'd with this Thought, at once he ftrain'd the Breaft,

And on the Lips a burning Kifs imprefs'd.

'Tis true, the harden'd Breaft refifts the Gripe,

And the cold Lips return a Kifs unripe :

But when, retiring back, he look'd agen,

To think it Iv'ry, was a Thought too mean :

So wou'd believe fhe kifs'd, and courting more,

Again embraced her naked Body o'er 5

And (training hard the Statue, was afraid

His Hands had made a Dint, and hurt his Maid :

Explor'd her, Limb by Limb, and fear'd to find

So rude a Gripe had left a livid Mark behind :

With Flatt'ry now, he fecks her Mind to move,

And now with Gifts, (the pow'rful Bribes of Love :)

He furnifhes her Clofet firft
3
and fills

The crowded Shelves with Rarities of Shells 3 yttn

Adds

i
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Adds Orient Pearls, which from the Conchs he drew,

And all the fparkling Stones of various Hue :

And Parrots, imitating Humane Tongue, W
And Singing-birds in Silver Cages hung ;

And ev'ry fragrant Flow'r, and od'rous Green,

Were forted well, with Lumps of Amber laid between t riT

Rich, fafhionable Robes her Perfon deck,

Pendants her Ears, and Pearls adorn her Neck t

Her taper'd Fingers too with Rings are grae'd,

And an embroiderd Zone furrounds her (lender Wafte.

Thus like a Queen array'd, fo richly drefs'd,

Beauteous fhe fhew'd, but naked fhew'd the beft.

Then, from the Floor, he rais'd a Royal Bed,

With Cov'rings of Sydonian Purple fpread :

The Solemn Rites perform'd, he calls her Bride,

With Blandifliments invites her to his Side,

And as (he were with Vital Senfe poifefs'd,

Her Head did on a plumy Pillow reft.

The Feaft of Venus came, a Solemn Day,

To which the Cypiots due Devotion pay 5

With gilded Horns, the Milk-white Heifers kd
t

Slaughter'd before the facred Altars, bled 1

Pygmalion offring, firft, approach'd the Shrine,

And then v/ith Pray'rs implor'd the Pow'rs Divine,

Almighty Gods, if all we Mortals want,

If all we can require, be yours to grant 5

Make this fair Statue mine, he wou'd have faid,

But chang'd his Words, for lhame
j and only pray'd,

Give me the Likenefs of my Iv'ry Maid.

The
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The Golden Goddefs, prefent at the PrayV,

Well knew he meant th' inanimated Fair,

And gave the Sign of granting his Dcfire
\

For thrice in chearful Flames afcends the Fire.

The Youth, returning to his Miftrefs, hks,

And impudent in Hope, with ardent Eyes,

And beating Breaft, by the dear Statue lies.

He kifTcs her white Lips, renews the Blifs,

And looks, and thinks they redden at the Kifs 5

He thought them warm before : Nor longer flays,

But next his Hand on her hard Bofom lays :

Hard as it was, beginning to relent,

It feem'd, the Breaft beneath his Fingers bent 5

He felt again, his Fingers made a Print,

'Twas Flefh, but Flefh fo firm, it rofe againft the Dint :

The pleafing Task he fails not to renew
5

Soft, and more foft at ev'ry Touch it grew 5

Like pliant Wax, when chafing Hands reduce

The former Mafs to Form, and frame for Ufe.

He would believe, but yet is ftill in pain, k

And tries his Argument of Senfe again,

PrefTes the Pulfe, and feels the leaping Vein.

Convinc'd, o'erjoy'd, his ftudicd Thanks and Praife,

To her who made the Miracle, he pays :

Then Lips to Lips he join'd 3 now freed from Fear,

He found the Savour of the Kifs fincere:

At this the waken'd Image op'd her Eyes,

And view'd at once the Light and Lover, with furprize.

The
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The Goddefs prefent at the Match flie made,

So blefs'd the Bed, fuch Fruitfulnefs convey'd,

That e'er ten Moons had fharpen'd either Horn,

To crown their Biifs, a lovely Boy was born 5

Paphos his Name, who grown to Manhood, wall'd

The City Paphos, from the Founder call'd.

CINYRAS
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CINTR'AS
AND

MYRRH A.
. Out of the Tenth Book of

OVIDs METAMORPHOSES.

There needs no Connexion of this Story with the Former
5 for

the Beginning of This immediately follows the End of the

Laft : The Reader is only to take notice, that Orpheus, who

relates both, was by Birth a Thracian 5 and his Country far

diftant from Cyprus where Myrrha was born, and from Ara-

bia whither jhe fled. Tou will fee the Reafdn of this Note,

foon after the firji Lines of this Fable.

NOr
him alone produe'd the fruitful Queen 5

But Cinyras, who like his Sire had been

A happy Prince, had he not been a Sire.

Daughters and Fathers from my Song retire 5

I fing of Horrour
5 and could I prevail,

You fhou'd not hear, or not believe my Tale.

Yet if the Pleafure of my Song be fuch,

That you will hear, and credit me too much,

Attentive liften to the laft Event,

And with the Sin believe the Punifhmcnt :.

Since
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Since Nature cou'd behold fo dire a Crime,

I gratulate at lead my Native Clime,

That fuch a Land, which fuch a Monfter bore,

So far is diftant from our Thracian Shore.

Let Araby extol her happy Coaft,

Her Cinamon, and fwect Amomum bbaft,

Her fragrant Flow'rs, her Trees with precious Tears,

Her fecond Harvefts, and her double Years 5

How can the Land be call'd fo blefs'd that Myrrha bears >

Nor all her od'rous Tears can cleanfe her Crime,

Her Plant alone deforms the happy Clime :

Cupid denies to have inflam'd thy Heart,

Difowns thy Love, and vindicates his Dart :

Some Fury gave thee thofe infernal Pains,

And (hot her venom'd Vipers in thy Veins.'

To hate thy Sire, had meritted a Curfe 5

But fuch an impious Love deferv'd a worfe.

The NeigHb'ring Monarchs, by thy Beauty led,

Contend in Crowds, ambitious of thy Bed :

The World is at thy Choice
5 except but one,

Except but him thou canft not chufe alone.

She knew it too, the miferable Maid,

E'er impious Love her better Thoughts betray'd,

And thus within her fecret Soul fhe faid :

Ah Myrrha I whither wou'd thy Wifhes tend ?

Ye Gods, ye facred Laws, my Soul defend

From fuch a Crime, as all Mankind deteft,

And never lodg'd before in Humane Breaft!

But is it Sin ? Or makes my Mind alone

Th' imagirid Sin ? For Nature makes it none.

What
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What Tyrant then thefe envious Laws began,

Made not for any other Beaft, but Man !

The Father-Bull his Daughter may beftride,

The Horfe may make Jiis Mother-Mare a Bride
5

What Piety forbidsthe lufty Ram

Or more falacious Goat, to rut their Dam ?

The Hen is free to wed the Chick fhe bore,

And make a Husband, whom (he hatch'd before*

All Creatures elfe are of a happier Kind,

Whom nor ill-natur'd Laws from Pleafure bind,

Nor Thoughts of Sin difturb their Peace of Mind.

But Man, a Slave of his own making lives
5

The Fool denies himfelf what Nature gives :

Too bufie Senates, with an over-care

To make us better than our Kind can bear,

Have dafh'd a Spice of Envy in the Laws,

And (training up too high, have fpoil'd the Caufe*

Yet fome wife Nations break their cruel Chains,

And own no Laws, but thofe which Love ordains :

Where happy Daughters with their Sires are joind,

And Piety is doubly paid in Kind.

O that I had been born in fuch a Clime,

Not here, where 'tis the Country makes the Crime !

But whither wou'd my impious Fancy ftray ?

Hence Hopes, and ye forbidden Thoughts away !

His Worth dcferves to kindle my Defires,

But with the Love, that Daughters bear to Sires.

Then had not Cinyras my Father been,

What hinder'd Mynba's Hopes to be his Queen ?

But
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But the Perverfenefs of my Fate is fuch,

That he's not mine, becaufe he's mine too much 1

Our Kindred-Blood debars a better Tie
5

He might be nearer, were he not fo nigh.

Eyes and their OjecTs never mult unite,

Some Diftance is requir'd to help the Sight:

Fain wou'd I travel to ibme Foreign Shore,

Never to fee my Native Country more,

So might I to my felf my felf reftore
;

So might my Mind thefe impious Thoughts remove*

i*nd ceafing to behold, might ceafe to love.

But ftay I muft, to feed my famiih'd Sight,

To talk, to kifs 5 and more, if more I might :

More, impious Maid ! What more canft thou deflgn,

To make a monftrous Mixture in thy Line,

And break all Statutes Humane and Divine^ ?

Canil thou be call'd (to fave thy wretched Life)

Thy Mother's Rival, and thy Father's Wife ?

Confound fo many facred Names in one,

Thy Brother's Mother, Sifter to thy Son !

And fear'ft thou not to fee th' Infernal Bands

Their Heads with Snakes, with Torches arm'd their Hands
j

Full at thy Face, th' avenging Brands to bear,

And /hake the Serpents from their hiding Hair ?

But thou in time th' increasing 111 controul,

Noi flrft debauch the Body by the Soul
5

Secure the facred Quiet of thy Mind,

And keep the Sanctions Nature has defign'd.

Suppofe I fhou'd attempt, th' Attempt were vain,

No Thoughts like mine his finlefs Soul profane :

Obfervant



Cinyras and Myrrha. 177

Obfcrvant of the Right 5
and O, that he

Cou'd cure my Madnefs, or be mad like me !

Thus (he : But Cinyras who daily fces

A Crowd of -Noble Suitors at his Knees,

Among fo many, knew not whom to chufe*

Irrefolute to grant, or to refufe.

But having told their Names, enquird of her,

Who plcas'd her belt, and whom (he would prefer ?

The blulhing Maid flood filent with Surprize,

And on her Father fix'd her ardent Eyes,

And looking figh'd, and as fhe figh'd, began

Round Tears to fhed, that fcalded as they ran.

The tender Sire, who faw her blufh, and cry,

Afcrib'd it all to Maiden-modefty,

And dry'd the falling Drops, and yet more kind,

He ftroak'd her Cheeks, and holy KuTes join'd.

She felt a fecret Venom fire her Blood,

And found more Pleafure than a Daughter lhou'dj

And, ask'd again, what Lover of the Crew

She lik'd the beft, fhe anfwer'd, One like you.

Miftaking what fhe meant, her pious Will

He prais'd, and bad her fo continue ftill :

The Word of Pious heard, fhe blulh'd with (hame

Of fecret Guilt, and cou'd not bear the Name.

'Twas now the mid of Night, when Slumbers clofe

Our Eyes, and footh our Cares with foft Repofe 3

But no Repofe cou'd wretched Myrrha find,

Her Body rouling, as fhe rould her Mind :

A a Mad
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Mad with Defire, (he ruminates her Sin,

And wi(hes all her Wi(hes o'er again :

Now (he defpairs, and now refolvcs to try 5

Wou'd not, and wou'd again, (he knows not why j

Stops, and returns, makes and retraces the Vow 5

Fain wou'd begin, but underitands not how.

As when a Pine is hew'd upon the Plains,

And the lad mortal Stroke alone remains,

Lab'ring in Pangs of Death, and threatning all,

This way, and that (he nods, confid'ring where to fall :

So Myrrha s Mind, impell'd on either Side,

Takes ev'ry Bent, but cannot long abide :

Irrefolute on which (he ihou'd relie,

At lad unfix'd in all,, is only flx'd to die ;

On that fad Thought (he reds, refolv'd on Death,

She rifes, and prepares to choak her Breath :

Then while about the Beam her Zone (he ties,

Dear Cinyras, farewell, (he foftly cries 3

For thee I die, and only wi(h to be

Not hated, when thou know'd I die for thee :

Pardon the Crime, in pity to the Caufe :

This faid, about her Neck the Noofe (lie draws.

The Nurfe, who lay without, her faithful Guard,

Though not the Words, the Murmurs overheard,

And Sighs, and hollow Sounds : Surpriz'd with Fright,

She darts, and Teaves her Bed, and fprings a Light 5

Unlocks the Door, and entring out of Breath,

The Dying faw, and Inftruments of Death 5

She (hrieks, (he cues the Zone, with trembling hafte,

And in her Arms, her fainting Charge embrae'd :

Next,
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Next, (for (he now had leifure for her Tears)

She weeping ask'd, in thefe her blooming Years,

What unforefeen Misfortune caus'd her Care,

To loath her Life, and languilh in Defpair !

The Maid, with down-cart Eyes, and mute with Grief

For Death unfinifh'd, and ill-tim'd Relief,

Stood fullen to her Suit : The Beldame prefs'd

The more to know, and bar'd her wither'd Breaft,

Adjur'd her by the kindly Food (hew drew

From thofe dry Founts, her fecret 111 to (hew.

Sad Mynha figh'd, and tum'd her Eyes afide
;

The Nurfe mil urg'd, and wou'd not be deny'd :

Nor only promis'd Secrefie 3 but pray'd

She might have leave to give her offer'd Aid.

Good-will, (he faid, my want of Strength fupplies,

And Diligence (hall give, what Age denies :

If firong Defires thy Mind to Fury move,

With Charms, and Med'cines, I can cure thy Love :

If envious Eyes their hurtful Rays have caft,

More pow'rful Verfe (hall free thee from the Blaft :

If Heav'n offended fends thee this Difeafe,

Offended Heav'n with Pray'rs we can appeafe.

What then remains, that can thefe Cares procure ?

Thy Houfe is flourifhing, thy Fortune fure :

Thy careful Mother yet in Health furvives,

And, to thy Comfort, thy kind Father lives.

The Virgin fhrted at her Father's Name,

And dgh'd profoundly, confeious of the Shame :

Nor yet the Nurfe her impious Love divin'd
;

But yet formls'd, that Love difturb'd her Mind :

A a 2 Thus

A
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Thus thinking, flic purfu'd her Point, and laid

And lull'd within her Lap the mourning Maid 5

Then foftly footh'd her thus, I guefs your Grief:

You love, my Child 5 your Love (hall find Relief.
'

My long-cxperienc'd Age (hall be your Guide 3

Relic on that, and lay Diftruft afide :

No Breath of Air ihall on the Secret blow,

Nor (hall (what moft you fear) your Father know.

Struck once again, as with a Thunder-clap,

The guilty Virgin bounded from her Lap,

And threw her Body proftrate on the Bed,

And, to conceal her Blufhes, hid her Head :

There filent lay, and warn d her with her Hand

To go : But (he rtceiv'd not the Command 5

Remaining (till importunate to know ;

Then Myrrha thus
j
Or ask no more, or go :

I prethee go, or flaying fpare my Shame 5

What thou wou'dft hear, is impious ev'n to name.

At this, on high the Beldame holds her Hands,

And trembling, both with Age, and Tcrrour, ftands 5

Adjures, and falling at her Feet intreats,

Sooths her with Blandilhments, and frights with Threats,

To tell the Crime intended, or difclofe

What Part of it (he knew, if (he no farther knows.

And Ia(t
$

if confeious to her Counfel made,

Confirms anew the Promife of her Aid.

Now Myrrha rais'd her Head
5
but foon opprefs'd

With Shame, rcclin'd it on her Nurfes Bread $

Bath'd it with Tears, and itrove to have confefs'd ;

Twice
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Twice fhe began, and ftopp'd ; again fhe try'd 3

The falt'ring Tongue its Office (till deny'd.

At laft her Veil before her Face fhe fpread,

And drew a long preluding Sigh, and faid,

O happy Mother, in thy Marriage- bed !

Then groan'd, and ceas'd
5

the good Old Woman fhook,

Stiff were her Eyes, and ghaftly was her Look :

Her hoary Hair upright with Horrour flood,

Made (to her Grief) more knowing than fhe wou'd :

Much fhe reproach'd, and many Things fife faid,

To cure the Madnefs of tff unhappy Majd :

In vain : For Myrrha flood convict of 111
$

Her Reafon vanquifh'd, but unchanged her Will :

Perverfe of Mind, unable to reply 5

She ftood refolv'd or to poffefs, or dk.

At length the Fondnefs of a Nurfe prevail'd

Againft her better Senfe, and Vertue fail'd :

Enjoy, my Child, fince fuch is thy Defire,

Thy Love, fhe faid
5

fhe durft not fay, thy Sire,

Live, though unhappy, live on any Terms :

Then with a fecond Oath her Faith confirms.

The Solemn Feaft of Ceres now was near,

When long white Linen Stoles the Matrons wear
5

Rank'd in Proceflion walk the pious Train,

OrT'ring Firfl-fruits, and Spikes of yellow Grain !

For nine long Nights the Nuptial-Bed they fhun,

And fanctifying Harvcft, Ik alone.

Mix'd
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Mix'd with the Crowd, the Queen forfook her Lord,

And Ceres Pow'r with fecret Rites ador'd :

The Royal Couch now vacant for a time,

The crafty Crone, officious in her Crime,

The curft Occafion took : The King fhe found

Eafie with Wine, and deep in Pleafures drown'd,

Prepar'd for Love : The Beldame blew the Flame,

Confefs'd the Pailion, but conceal'd the Name.

Her Form fhe prais'd 5
the Monarch ask'd her Years,

And Ihe replyd, The fame thy Myrrha bears.

Wine and commended Beauty fir'd his Thought. 5

Impatient, he commands her to be brought.

Pleas'd with her Charge perform'd, fhe hies her home,

And gratulates the Nymph, the Task was overcome.

Myrrha was joy'd the welcom News to hear 5

But clogg'd with Guilt, the Joy was unfincere j

So various, fo difcordant is the Mind,

That in our Will, a different Will we find.

Ill (he prefag'd, and yet purfu'd her Luftj

For guilty Pleafurcs give a double Guft.

'Twas Depth of Night : Arflophylax had driv'n

His lazy Wain half round the Northern Heav'n 5

When Myrrha haften'd to the Crime defir'd,

The Moon beheld her firft, and firft retir'd :

The Stars amaz'd, ran backward from the Sight,

And (fhrunk within their Sockets) lofl their Light

Icarius flrft withdraws his holy Flame :

The Virgin Sign, in Heav'n the fecond Name,

Slides
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Slides down the Belt, and from her Station flics,

And Night with Sable Clouds involves the Skies. .

Bold Myrrba mil purfues her black Intent
3

She (tumbl'd thrice, (an Omen of th' Event 5)

Thrice fhriek'd the Fun'ral Owl, yet on fhe went,

Secure of Shame, becaufe fecure of Sight 5

Ev'n bafhful Sins are impudent by Night.

Link'd Hand in Hand, th' Accomplice, and the Dame,

Their Way exploring, to the Chamber came :

The Door was
tope, they blindly grope their Way,

Where dark in Bed th' expecting Monarch lay :

Thus far her Courage held, but here forfakes 5

Her faint Knees knock at ev'ry Step (he makes.

The nearer to her Crime, the more within

She feels Remorfe, and Horrour of her Sin 5

Repents too late her criminal Defire,

And wifhes, that unknown fhe cou'd retire.

Her, lingring thus, the Nurfe (who fear'd Delay

The fatal Secret might at. length betray)

Pull'd forward, to compleat the Work begun,

And faid to Cinyras, Receive thy own :

Thus faying, (he deliver'd Kind to Kind,

Accurs'd, and their devoted Bodies join'd.

The Sire, unknowing of the Crime, admits

His Bowels, and profanes the hallow'd Sheets 5

He found (he trembl'd, but believ'd (he ftrove

With Maiden- Modefty, againft her Love,

And fought with flatt'ring Words vain Fancies to remove.

Perhaps he faid, My Daughter, ceafe thy Fears,

(Becaufe the Title fuited with her Years 5 )

And
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And Father, flic might whifper him agen,

That Names might not be wanting to the Sin.

Full of her Sire, flic left th' inceftuous Bed,

And carry'd in her Womb the Crime flie bred :

Another, and another Night flie came 3

For frequent Sin had left no Senfe of Shame :

Till Cinyras defir'd to fee her Face,

Whofe Body he had held in clofe Embrace,

And brought a Taper 5
the Revealer, Light,

Expos'd both Crime, and Criminal to Sight :
%

Grief, Rage, Amazement, cou'd no Speech afford,

But from the Sheath he drew th' avenging Sword 5

The Guilty fled : The Benefit of Night,

That favour'd firft the Sin, fecuVd the Flight.

Long wandring through the fpacious Fields, fhe bent

Her Voyage to th' Arabian Continent 5

Then pafs'd the Region which Panchaa join'd,

And flying left the Palmy Plains behind.

Nine times the Moon had mew'd her Horns
5 at length

With Travel weary, unfupply'd with Strength,

And with the Burden of her Womb opprefs'd,

Saboean Fields afford her needful Reft :

There, loathing Life, and yet of Death afraid,

In anguifii of her Spirit, thus flie pray'd.

Ye Pow'rs, if anj^fo propitious are

T' accept my Penitence, and hear my Pray'r 5

Your Judgments, I confefs, are juftly fent
5

Great Sins deferve as great a Punifliment :

Yet fince my Life the Living will profane,

And fince my Death the happy Dead will ftain,

A middle
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A middle State your Mercy may beftow,

Betwixt the Realms above, and thofe below :

Some other Form to wretched Myrrha give.*

Nor let her wholly die, nor wholly live.

The Pray'rs of Penitents are never vain 5

At leaft, fhe did her laft Requefl obtain :

For while fhe fpoke, the Ground began to rife,

And gather'd round her Feet, her Leggs, and Thighs 5

Her Toes in Roots defcend, and fpreading wide,

A firm Foundation for the Trunk provide :

Her folid Bones convert to folid Wood,

To Pith her Marrow, and to Sap her Blood :

Her Arms are Boughs, her Fingers change their Kind,

Her tender Skin is harden'd into Rind.

And now the rifing Tree her Womb inverts, .'

Now, (hooting upwards ftill, . invades her Breafts,

And fhades the Neck
5 when, weary with Delay,

She funk her Head within, and met it half the Way^
And though with outward Shape fhe loft her Senfe,

With bitter Tears (he wept her laft Offence 5

And ftill fhe weeps, nor fheds her Tears in vain 5

For ftill the precious Drops her Name retain-

Mean time the mif-begotten Infant grows,

And, ripe for Birth, diftends with deadly Throws

The fwelling Rind, with unavailing Strife,

To leave the wooden Womb, and pufhes into Life.

The Mother-Tree, as if opprefs'd with Pain,

Writhes here and there, to break the Bark, in vain 5

And, like a Lab'ring Woman, wou'd have pray'd,

But wants a Voice to call Lutings Aid :

B b The
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The bending Bole fends out a hollow Sound, ,

And trickling Tears fall thicker on the Ground.

The mild Lacina came uncall'd, and flood

Befide the ftruggling Boughs, and heard the groaning Wood :

Then reach'd her Midwife- Hand, to fpeed the Throws,

And fpokc the pow'rful Spells that Babes to Birth difclofe.

The Bark divides, the living Load to free,

And fafe delivers the Convulfive Tree.

The ready Nymphs receive the crying Child,

And wafh him in the Tears the Parent-Plant diitill'd.

They fwath'd him with their Scarfs $ beneath him fpread

The Ground with Herbs 5 with Rofes rais'd his Head.

The lovely Babe was born with ev'ry Grace,

Ev'n Envy muft have prais'd fo fair a Face :

Such was his Form, as Painters when they fhow

Their utmoft Art' on naked Loves beftow :

And that their Arms no DifT rence might betray,

Give him a Bow, or his from Cupid take away.

Time glides along, with undifcover d hafte,

The Future but a Length behind the part 5

So fwift are Years : The Babe whom juft before

His Grandfire got, and whom his Sifter bore ;

The Drop, the Thing which late the Tree inclos'd,

And late the yawning Bark to Life cxpos'd'5

A Babe, a Boy, a beauteous Youth appears,

And lovelier than himfelf at riper Years.

Now to the Queen of Love- he gave Defires,

And, with her Pains, reveng'd his Mother's Fires.

T H
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The Firft Book of Homers Mas.

The ARGUMENT.
Chryfes, Prieft of Apollo, brings Prefents to the Grecian Princes,

to ranfom his Daughter Chryfeis, who was Prifoner in the Fleet,

Agamemnon, the General, whofe Captive and Miftrefs the

young Lady was, refufes to deliver her, threatens the Ve?ierable

Old Man, and difmijfes him with Contumely. The Prieft craves

Vengeance of his God
3
who fends a Plague among the Greeks :

Which occafions Achilles, their Great Champion, to fummon a

Council of the Chief Officers : He encourages Calchas, the High
Prieft and Prophet, to tell the Reafon, why the Gods were fo

much incensd agai?i{l them. Calchas is fearful of provoking

Agamemnon, till Achilles engages to protect him : Then, em-
bolden d by the Heroe, he accufes the General as the Caufe of

all, by detaining the Pair Captive, and refufing the Prefents

offered for her Ranfom. By this Proceeding, Agamemnon is

obligd, againft his Will, to reftore Chryfeis, with Gifts, that

he might appeafe the Wrath of Phccbus , but, at the fame time,
to revenge himfelf on Achilles, fends to feize his Slave Brifeis.

Achilles, thus affronted, complains to his Mother Thetis
5
and

begs her to revenge his Injury, not only on the General, but on

all the Army, by giving Victory to the Trojans, till the un-

grateful King became fenfible of his Injuftice. At the fame
time, he retires from the Camp into his Ships, and withdraws

his Aid from his Country-men. Thetis prefers her So?is Peti^-

tion to Jupiter, who grants her Sute. Juno fufpefls her Errand,
and quarrels with her Husband, for his Grant

5
//"// Vulcan re-

conciles his Parents with a Bowl of Nectar, and (ends them

peaceably to Bed.

THe
Wrath of Peleu's Son, O Mufe, refound

5

Whofe dire Effects the Grecian Army found :

And many a Heroe, King, and hardy Knight,

Were fent, in early Youth, to Shades of Night :

Their Limbs a Prey to Dogs and Vulturs made 5

So was the Sov'reign Will of Jove obey'd :

From that ill-omen'd Hour when Strife begun,

Betwixt Atrides Great, and Thetis God-hke Son.

What
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What Pow'r provok'd, and for what Caufe, relate,

Sow'd, in their Breafts, the Seeds of ftern Debate :

Jove's and Latonas Son his Wrath exprefs'd,

In Vengeance of his violated Prieft,

Againft the King of Men 5 who fwoln with Pride,

Refus'd his Prefents, and his Pray'rs deny'd.

For this the God a fwift Contagion fpread

Amid the Camp j where Heaps on Heaps lay dead.

For Venerable Cbryfes came to buy,

With Gold and Gifts of Price, his Daughters Liberty.

Suppliant before the Grecian Chiefs he flood 5

Awful, and arm'd with Enfigns of his God :

Bare was his hoary Head 5 one holy Hand

Held forth his Laurel Crown,and one his Sceptre ofCommand.
His Suit was common

5 but above the reft,

To both the Brother-Princes thus addrefsd :

Ye Sons of Atreus, and ye Grecian Pow'rs,

So may the Gods who dwell in Heav'nly Bow'rs

Succeed your Siege, accord the Vows you make,

And give you Troys Imperial Town to take 5

So, by their happy Conduct, may you come

With Conqueft back to your fwcet Native Home 3

As you receive the Ranfom which I bring,

(Refpedting Jove, and the far-fhooting King,)

And break my Daughters Bonds, at my defire 5

And glad with her Return her grieving Sire.

With Shouts of loud Acclaim the Greeks decree

To take the Gifts, to fet the Damfel free.

The
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The King. of Men alone with Fury burn d
5

And haughty, thefe opprobrious Words return'd :

Hence, Holy Dotard, and avoid my Sight,

E'er Evil inrercept thy tardy Flight :

Nor dare to tread this interdicted Strand,

Left not that idle Sceptre in thy Hand,

Nor thy God's Crown, my vow'd Revenge withftand.

Hence on thy Life : The Captive-Maid is mine
$

Whom not for Price or Pray'rs I will refign :

Mine fhe lhali be, till creeping Age and Time

Her Bloom have wither'd, and confum'd her Prime :

Tijl then my Royal Bed fhe ihall attend
5

And having firft adorn'd it, late afcend :

This, for the Night 5 by Day, the Web and Loom
And homely Hou(hold- task, ihall be her Doom,
Far from thy lov'd Embrace, and her fweet Native Home.

He faid : The helplefs Prieft reply'd no more,

But fped his Steps along the hoarfe-refounding Shore I

'

Silent he fled
5 fecure at length he flood,

Devoutly curs'd his Foes, and thus invok'd his God.

O Source of Sacred Light, attend my Pray'r,

God with the Silver Bow, and Golden Hair 5

Whom Chryfa, Cilia, Tenedos obeys,

And whofe broad Eye their happy Soil furveys :

If, Smintheus, I have pour'd before thy Sheine

The Blood of Oxen, Goats, and ruddy Wine, 1

And Larded Thighs on loaded Altars laid,

Hear, and my juft Revenge proptious aid.

Tierce
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Pierce the proud Greeks, and with thy Shafts attcft

How much thy Pow'r is injur d in thy Prieft.

He pray'd, and Pbzbu* hearing, urg'd his Flight,

With Fury kindled, from Olympus Height 5

His Quiver o'er his ample Shoulders threw 5

His Bow twang'd, and his Arrows rattl'd as they flew.

Black as a ftormy Night, he rang'd around

The Tents, and compafs'd the devoted Ground.

Then with full Force his deadly Bowe he bent,

And Feather'd Fates among the Mules and Sumpters fent :

Th' Eflay of Rage, on faithful Dogs the next 5

And laft, in Humane Hearts his Arrows fix'd.

The God nine Days the Greeks at Rovers kill'd,

Nine Days the Camp with Fun'ral Fires was filTd 5

The Tenth, Achillesy by the Queens Command,
Who bears Heav'ns awful Sceptre in her Hand,
A Council fummon'd : for the Goddefs griev'd

Her favour'd Hoaft fhou'd perifh unreliev'd.

The Kings, afTembi'd, foon their Chief inclofe 5

Then from his Seat the Goddefs-born arofe,

And thus undaunted fpoke : What now remains,

But that once more we tempt the watry Plains,

And wandring homeward, feek our Safety hence,

In Flight at leaft if we can find Defence ?

Such Woes at once encompafs us about,

The Plague within the Camp, the Sword without.

Confu,
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Confult, O King, the Prophets of th' event :

And whence thefe Ills, and what the Gods intent,

Let them by Dreams explore ; for Dreams from Jove are fent.

What want of offer'd Victims, what Offence

In Fact commiited cou'd the Sun incenfe,

To deal his deadly Shafts ? What may remove

His fettled Hate, and reconcile his Love ?

That he may look propitious on our Toils ;

And hungry Graves no more be glutted with our Spoils.

Thus to the King of Men the Hero fpoke,

Then Calchas the defir'd Occafion took :

Cakhas the facred Seer, who had in view

Things prefent and the paft ; and Things to come foreknew.

Supream of Angurs, who by Fhocbiu taught

The Grecian Pow'rs to Troy's Deftru&ion brought.

Skill'd in the fecret Caufes of their Woes,

.The Reverend Prieft in graceful Actarofe ':

And thus befpoke Pelides : Care of Jew,

Favoured of all th' Immortal Pow'rs above;

Wou dft thou the Seeds deep fowri of Mifchief know,

And why, provok'd Apollo bends his Bow ?

Plight firft thy Faith, inviolably true,

To fave me from thofe Ills,
that may enfue.

For I (hall tell ungrateful Truths, to thofe

Whofe boundlefs Pow'r of Life and Death difpofe.

And Sov'reigns ever jealous of their State,

Forgive not thofe whom once they mark for Hate >

C c Ev n
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Ev'n tho' th' Offence they feemingly digeft,

Revenge, like Embers, rak'd within their Breaft,

Burfts forth in Flames
; whofe unrefifted Pow'r

Will feize th' unwary Wretch and foon devour.

Such, and no lefs is he, on whom depends

The fum of Things ; and whom my Tongue of force offends.

Secure me then from his forefeen Intent,

That what his Wrath may doom, thy Valour mayprevent.

To this the ftern Achilles made Reply :

Be bold ; and on my plighted Faith rely,

To fpeak what 'Phoebus has infpir'd thy Soul

For common Good ; and fpeak without controul.

His Godhead I invoke, by him I fwear,

That while my Noftrils draw this vital Air,

None fhall prefume to violate thofe Bands ;

Or touch thy Perfon with unhallow'd Hands :

Ev'n not the King of Men that all commands.

At this, renaming Heart, the Prophet faid

Nor Hecatombs unflain, nor Vows unpaid,

On Greeks, accurs'd, this dire Contagion bring ;

Or call for Vengeance from the Bowyer King ;

But he the Tyrant, whom none dares refift,

Affronts the Godhead in his injur'd
Prieft :

He keeps the Damfel Captive in his Chain,

And Prefents are rerus'd, and Pray'rs preferr'd in vain.

For this th' avenging Pow'r employs his Darts ;

And empties all his Quiver in our Hearts.

Thus
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Thus will perfift,
relentlefs in his Ire$

Till the fair Slave be render'd to her Syre :

And Ranfom-free reftor'd to his Abode,

With Sacrifice to reconcile the God :

Then he, perhaps, atton'd by Pray'r, mav ceafe

His Vengeance juftly
vow'd 5

and give the Peace.

Thus having faid he fate : Thus anfwer'd then

Upftarting from his Throne, the King of Men,

His Breaft with Fury fill'd his Eyes with Fire ;

Which rowling round, he {hot in Sparkles on the Sire :

Augur of
111,

whofe Tongue was never found

Without a Prieftly Curfe or boding Sound ;

For not one blefs'd Event foretold to me

Pafs'd through that Mouth, or pafs'd unwillingly.

And now thou doft with Lies the Throne invade,

By Practice hardened in thy iland'ring Trade.

Obtending Heav n, for what e'er Ills befal;

And fputtring under fpecious Names thy Gall.

Now PbcebuA is provok'd ; his Rites and Laws'

Are in his Prieft profan'd, and I the Caufe :

Since I detain a Slave, my Sov'reign Prize ;

And facred Gold, your Idol-God, defpife.

I love her well : And well her Merits claim,
' ;

To ftand preferr'd before my Grecian Dame :

Not Clytemneftras felf in Beauties Bloom

More charm'd, or better ply'd the various Loom :

Mine is the Maid ; and brought in happy Hour

With every Houfhold-grace adorn'd,to blefs my Nuptial BowY.

Cc 1 Yet
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Yet fhall fhe be reftor'd ; fince publick Good

For private Int'reft ought not be withftood,

To fave th' Effufion of my People's Blood.

But Right requires, if I refign my own,

I fhou'd not fuffer for your fakes alone ;

Alone excluded from the Prize I gain'd,

And by your common Suffrage have obtain'd.

The Slave without a Ranfom fhall be fent :

It refts for you to make th' Equivalent.

To this the fierce Theffalian Prince reply'd :

O firft in Pow'r, but patting all in Pride,

Griping, and ftill tenacious of thy Hold,

Would'ft thou the Grecian Chiefs, though largely Sould,

Shou'd give the Prizes they had gain'd before ;

And with their Lofs thy Sacrilege reftore ?

Whate'er by force of Arms the Soldier got,

Is each his own, by dividend of Lot :

Which to refume, were both unjuft, and bafe t

Not to be born but by a fervile Race.

But this we can : If Saturn 's Son, beftows

The Sack of TWy, which he by Promife owes ;

Then fhall the conquering Greeks thy Lofs reftore,

And with large Int'reft, make th' advantage more.

To this Atrides anfwer'd, Though thy Boaft

Affumes the foremoft Name of all our Hoft,

Pretend not, mighty Man, that what is mine

Controlfd by thee, I tamely fhou'd refign.

Shall
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Shall I releafe the Prize I gain'd by Right,

In taken Towns, and many a bloody Fight,

While thou detain'ft Brifiu in thy Bands,

By prieftly glofling on the God's Commands ?

Refolve on this, (a fhort Alternative)

Quit mine, or, in exchange, another give ;

Elfe f, arTure thy Soul, by Sovereign Right

Will feize thy Captive in thy own Defpight.

Or from ftout Ajax^ or
Vlyffes, bear

What other Prize my Fancy (hall prefer :

Then foftly murmur, or aloud complain,

Rage as you pleafe, you (hall refift in vain.

But more of this, in proper Time and Place,

To Things of greater moment let us pafs.

A Ship to fail the facred Seas prepare ;

Proud in her Trim ; and put on board the Fair,

With Sacrifice and Gifts, and all the pomp of PrayV.

The Crew well chofen, the Command (hall be

In Ajaz ; or if other I decree,

In Creta s King, or Ithacm^ or if I pleafe in Thee :

Moft fit thy felf to fee perform'd th' intent

For which my Pris'ner from my Sight is fent ;

(Thanks to thy pious Care) that Thxbws may relent.

At this, Achilles roul'd his furious Eyes,

FixM on the King askant ; and thus replies.

O, Impudent, regardful of thy own,

Whofe Thoughts are center'd on thy felf alone,

Advanced to Sovereign Sway, for better Ends

Than thus like abjeft Slaves to treat thy Friends.

What
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What Greek is he, that urg'd by thy Command,

Agaihft the Trojan Troops will lift his Hand ?

Not I : Nor fuch inforc'd Refpecl I owe ;

Nor Pergamii5 1 hate, nor Priam is my Foe.

What Wrong from Troy remote, eou'd I fuftain,

To leave my fruitful Soil, and happy Reign,

And plough the Surges of the ftormy Main ?

Thee, frontlefs Man, we follow'd from afar;

Thy Inftruments of Death, and Tools of War.

Thine is the Triumph ; ours the Toil alone :

We bear thee on our Backs, and mount thee on the Throne.

For thee we fall in Fight ; for thee redrefs

Thy baffled Brother ; not the Wrongs of Greece.

And now thou threaten'ft with unjuft Decree,

To punifh thy affronting Heav'n, on me.

To feize the Prize which I fo dearly bought ;

By common Suffrage giv'n, confirm'd by Lot

Mean Match to thine : For ftill above the reft,

Thy hook'd rapacious Hands ufurp the beft.

Though mine are firft in Fight, to force the Prey ;

And la It fuftain the Labours of the Day.

Nor grudge I thee, the much the Grecians give ;

Nor murm'ring take the little I receive.

Yet ev'n this little, thou, who wcud'ft ingrofs

The whole, Infatiate, envy'ft as thy Lofs.

Know, then, for Vhthya, fix'd is my return :

Better at home my ill-paid Pains to mourn,

Than from an Equal here fuftain the publick Scorn.

Th
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The King, whofe Brows with mining Gold were bound;

Who faw his Throne with fcepter'd Slaves incompafs'd round,

Thus anfwer'd ftern ! Go, at thy Pleafure, go :

We need not fuch a Friend^ nor fear we fuch a Foe.

There will not want to follow me in Fight :

Jove will affift, and Jove aflert my Right.

But thou of all the Kings (his Care below)

Art leaft at my Command, and raoft my Foe.

Debates, Diflentions, Uproars are thy Joy ;

Provok'd without Offence, and pra&is'd to deftroy.

Strength is of Brutes ; and not thy Boaft alone ;

At leaft 'tis lent from Heav n 3 and not thy own.

Fly then, ill-manner'd, to thy Native Land,

And there, thy Ant-born Myrmidons command.

But mark this Menace ; fince I muft refign

My black-ey'd Maid, to pleafe the Pow'rs divine:

(A well-rigg'd Veffel in the Port attends,

Man'd at my Charge ! commanded by my Friends ; )

The Ship fhall waft her to her wifiVd Abode,

Full fraught with holy Bribes to the far-fhooting God.

This thus difpatch'd, I owe my felf the Care,

My Fame and injur'd Honour to repair :

From thy own Tent, proud Man, in thy defpight,

This Hand (hall ravifh thy pretended Right.

Brifevs (hall be mine, and thou (halt fee,

What odds of awful Pow'r I have on thee :

That others at thy coft may learn the diff'rence of degree.

At
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At this th' Impatient Hero fowrly finil'd :

His Heart, impetuous in his Bofom boil'd,

And juftled by two Tides of equal fway,

Stood, for a while, fufpended in his way.

Betwixt his Reafon, and his Rage untam'd ;

One whifper'd foft, and one aloud reclaim'd :

That only counfell'd to the fafer fide ;

This to the Sword, his ready Hand apply'd.

UnpuniuYd to fupport th' Affront was hard :

Nor eafy was th' Attempt to forte the Guard.

But foon the thirft of Vengeance fir'd his Blood :

Half fhone his Faulchion, and half fheath'd it flood.

In that nice moment, VaUcus^ from above,

Commifiion'd by th' Imperial W<fe of Jove,

Defcended fwift : (the white arm'd Queen was loath

The Fight fhou'd follow; for fhe favour'd both : )

Juft as in A6t he ftood^ in Clouds infhrin'd,

Her Hand fhe faften'd on his Hair behind;

Then backward by his yellow Curls fhe drew :

To him, and him alone confefs'd in view.

Tam'd by fuperiour Force he turn'd his Eyes

Aghaft at
firft,

and ftupid with Surprize :

But by her fparkling Eyes, and ardent Look,

The Virgin-Warrior known, he thus befpoke.

Com'ft thou, Celeftial, to behold my Wrongs ?

Then view the Vengeance which to Crimes belongs.

Thus
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Thus He. The blue-ey'd Goddefs thus rejoin'd :

I come to calm thy turbulence of Mind.

If Reafon will relume her foveraign Sway,-

And fent by Juno,
her Commands obey.

Equal (he loves you both, and I protect :

Then give thy Guardian Gcds their due refpec-t ;

And ceafe Contention ;
be thy Words fevere,

Sharp as he merits : But the Sword forbear.

An Hour unhop'd already wings her way,

When he his dire Affront fhall dearly pay :

When the proud King (hall fue, with trebble Gain,

To quit thy Lofs, and conquer thy Difdain.

But thou fecure of my unfailing Word,

Compofe thy (welling Soul ; and (heath the Sword.

The Youth thus anfwer'd mild ; Aufpicious Maid,

Heav'ns will be mine ; and your Commands obey'd.

The Gods are juft, and when lubduing Senfe,

We ferve their PowVs, provide the Recompence.

He faid ; with furly Faith bel.iev'd her Word,

And, in the Sheath, reluctant, plung'd the Sword.

Her Meflage done, (lie mounts the blefs'd Abodes,

And mix'd among the Senate of the Gcfds.

At her departure his Difdain return'd :

The Fire (he fan'd, with greater Fury burn'd ;

Rumbling within till thus it found a vent :

Daftard, and Drunkard, Mean and Infolent :

D d Tongue-
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Tongue-valiant Hero, Vaunterof thy Might,

In Threats the foremoft, but the lag in Fight ;

When did'ft thou thruft amid the mingled Preace,

Content to bid the War aloof in Peace ?

Arms are the Trade of each Plebcyan Soul ;

'Tis Death to fight ; but Kingly to controul.

Lord-like at eafe, with arbitrary Pow'r,

To peel the Chiefs, the People to devour.

Thefe, Traitor, are thy Tallents ; fafer far

Than to contend in Fields, and Toils of War.

Nor coud'ft thou thus have dar'd the common Hate,

Were not their Souls as abjedt as their State.

But, by this Scepter, folemnly I fwear,

(Which never more green Leaf or growing Branch (hall bear :

Torn from the Tree, and giv'n by Jove to thofe

Who Laws difpence and mighty Wrongs oppofe)

That when the Grecians want my wonted Aid,

No Gift mall bribe it, and no Pray'r perfuade.

When Hetfor comes, the Homicide, to wield

His conquering Arms, with Corps to ftrow the Field :

Then malt thou mourn thy Pride ; and late confefs,

My Wrong repented when 'tis paft redrefs :

He fa id : And with Difdain in open view,

Againft the Ground his golden Scepter threw.

Then fate, with boiling Rage Altrides burn'd :

And Foam betwixt his gnafhing Grinders churn'd.

But from his Seat the Pylian Prince arofe,

With Reas'ning mild, their Madnefs to compofe :

Words,
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Words, fweet as Hony, from his Mouth diftill'd ;

Two Centuries already he fulfill'd ;

And now began the third ; unbroken yet :

Once fam'd for Courage ; (till in Council great;

Whatworfe, he faid, can Argos undergo,

What can more gratify the Phrygian Foe,

Than thefe diftemper'd Heats? If both the Lights

Of Greece their private Int'reft difunites !

Believe a Friend, with thrice your Years increas'd^

And let thefe youthful Paffions be reprefs'd :

I flourifh'd long before your Birth ; and then

Liv'd equal with a Race of braver Men,

Than thefe dim Eyes {hall e'er behold agen.

Cenews and Dryas^ and, excelling them,

Great Thefem^ and the force of greater Polypheme.

With thefe I went, a Brother of the War,

Their Dangers to divide ; their Fame to fhare.

Nor idle ftood with unaffifting Hands,

When falvage Beafts, and Men's more falvage Bands,

Their virtuous Toil fubdu'd : Yet thofe I fway'd,

With pow'rful Speech : I fpoke and they obey'd.

If fuch as thofe, my Councils cou'd reclaim,

Think not, young Warriors, your diminifh'd Name,
Shall lofe of Luftre, by fubjecling Rage

To the cool Dictates of experienc'd Age.

Thou, King of Men, ftretch not thy fovereign Sway

Beyond, the Bounds free Subjects can obey :

But let Pelides in his Prize rejoice,

Atchiev'd in Arms, allow'd by publick Voice.

Dd Nor,
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Nor Thou, brave Champion, with his Pow'r contend,

Before whofe Throne, ev'n Kings their lowcr'd Scepters bend.

The Head of Aftion He, and Thou the Hand,

Matchlefs thy Force ; but mightier his Command :

Thou fir
ft,
O King, releafe the rights of Sway,

Pow'r, felf-reftrain'd, the People beft obey.

Sanations of Law from Thee derive their Source ;

Command thy Self, whom no Commands can force.

The Son of Thetk Rampire of our Hoft,

Is worth our Cafe to keep ; nor fhail my PrayVs be loft.

Thus Nejior fa id, and ceas'd : AfruLs broke

His Silence next ; but ponder'd e'er he ijpoke.

Wife are thy Words, and glad I would obey,

But this proud Man affe&s Imperial Sway.

Controlling Kings, and trampling on our State

His Will is Law ; and what he wills is Fate.

The Gods have giv'n him Strength : But whence the Style,

Of lawlefs Pow'r afTum'd, or Licence to revile ?

Achilles, cut him fhort ; and thus reply'd :

My Worth allow'd in Words, is in effect deny'd.

For who but a Poltron, poffefs'd with Fear,

Such haughty Infolence, can tamely bear ?

Command thy Slaves : My freeborn Soul difdains

A Tyrant's Curb ; and reftiff breaks the Reins.

Take this along ; that no Difpute mall rife

(Though mine the Woman) for my ravifli'd Prize :

But (he excepted, as
unworthy Strife,

Dare not, I
charge thee dare not, on thy Life,

Touch



The Firtt Bgq\ of HomerV Mas. 205

Touch ought of mine befide, by Lot my due,

But ftand aloof, and think profane to view :

This Fauchion, elfe, not hitherto withftood,

Thefe hoftile Fields mail fatten with thy Blood.

He faid ; and rofe the firft ; the Council broke $

And all their grave Confults dirTolv'd in Smoke.

The Royal Youth retir'd, on Vengeance bent,

Patroclus follow'd fileht to his Tent.

Mean time, the King with Gifts a Veffel ftores j

Supplies the Banks with twenty chofen Oars :

And next, to reconcile the (hooter God,

Within her hollow Sides the Sacrifice he ftow'd :

Chryfd* la ft was fet on board ; whofe Hand

Vlyjfes took, intrufted with Command ;

They plow the liquid Seas ;
and leave the lefs'ning Land.

Atrides then his outward Zeal to boa ft,

Bade purify the Sin-polluted Hoft.

With perfect Hecatombs the God they grac'd ;

^Whofe offer'd Entrails in the Main were caft.

Black Bulls, and bearded Goats on Altars lie ;

And clouds of fav'ry flench, involve the Sky.

Thefe Pomps the Royal Hypocrite defign'd,

For Shew : But harbour'd Vengeance in his Mind i

Till holy Malice, longing for a vent,

At length, difcover'd his conceaPd Intent,

TaU

1
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Talthybim^ and Eurjbates the juft

Heralds of Anns, and Minifters of Truft,

He call'd ; and thus befpoke : Hafte hence your way ;

And from the Goddefs-born demand his Prey.

If yielded, bring the Captive : If deny'd,

The King (fo tell him) (hall chafKfe his Pride :

And with arm'd Multitudes in Perfon come

To vindicate his PowV, and juftify his Doom.

This hard Command unwilling they obey,

And o'er the barren Shore purfue their way,

Where quartered in their Camp, the fierce Tbejjalians lay.

Their Sov'reign feared on his Chair, they find ;

His penfive Cheek upon his Hand reclin'd,

And anxious Thoughts revolving in his Mind.

With gloomy Looks he faw them entring in

Without Salute : Nor durft they firft begin,

Fearful of raih Offence and Death forefeen.

He foon the Caufe divining, clear'd his Brow ;

And thus did liberty of Speech allow.

Interpreters of Gods and Men, be bold :

Awful your Character, and uncontroird,

Howe'er unpleaflng, be the News you bring,

I blame not you, but your Imperious King.

You come, I know, my Captive to demand ;

Vatroclws, give her, to the Herald's Hand.

But you, authentick Witnefles I bring,

Before the Gods, and your ungrateful King,

Of
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Of this my Manifeft : That never more

This Hand fhall combate on the crooked Shore :

No, let the Grecian Pow'rs opprefs'd in Fight,

Unpity'd perifh in their Tyrants fight.

Blind of the future and by Rage mifled,

He pulls his Crimes upon his People's Head.

Forc'd from the Field in Trendies to contend,

And his Infulted Camp from Foes defend.

He faid, and foon obeying his intent,

Patroclus brought Brifeis from her Tent ;

Then to th' intrufted Meflengers refign'd :

She wept, and often caft her Eyes behind :

Forc'd from the Man fhe lov'd : They led her thence,

Along the Shore a Pris'ner to their Prince.

Sole on the barren Sands the fuff'ring Chief

Roar'd out for Anguifh, and indulg'd his Grief.

Caft on his Kindred Seas a ftormy Look,

And his upbraided Mother thus befpoke.

Unhappy Parent, of a fhort>liv'd Son,

Since Jove in pity by thy Pray'rs was won

To grace my fmall Remains of Breath with Fame,

Why loads he this imbitter'd Life with Shame ?

Suff'ring his King of Men to force my Slave,

Whom well deferv'd in War, the Grecians gave.

Set by old Ocean's fide the Goddefs heard ;

Then from the facred Deep her Head (he rear'd ;

Rofe
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Rofe like a Morning-mift ; and thus begun

To footh the Sorrows of her plaintive Son.

Why cry's my Care, and why conceals his Smart,

Let thy afflicted Parent, fhare her part ?

Then, fighing from the bottom of his Breaft,

To the Sea-Goddefs thus the Goddefs-born addrefs'd.

Thou know'ft my Pain, wThich telling but recals :

By force of Arms we raz'd the Theban Walls ;

The ranfack'd City, taken by our Toils,

We
left, and hither brought the golden Spoils r

Equal we fhar'd them ; but before the reft,

The proud Prerogative had feiz'd the beft.

ChryfeU was the greedy Tyrant's Prize,

Chryfm rofy Cheek'd with charming Eyes.

Her Syre, Apollo's Prieft, arriv'd to buy

With proffer'd Gifts of Price, his Daughter's liberty.

Suppliant before the Grecians Chiefs he ftood,

Awful, and arm'd with Enfigns of his God :

Bare was his hoary Head, one holy Hand,

Held forth his Lawrel-Crown, and one, his Scepter of Com-

His Suit was common, but above the reft (mand.

To both the Brother-Princes was addrefs'd.

With Shouts of loud Acclaim the Greeks agree

To take the Gifts, to fet the Pris'ner free.

Not fothe Tyrant, who with fcorn the Prieft

Receiv'd, and with opprobrious Words difmifs'd.

The good old Man, forlorn, of human Aid,

For Vengeance to his heav'nly Patron pray'd :

The
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The Godhead gave a favourable Ear,

And granted all to him he held fo dear ;

In an ill hour his piercing Shafts he fped ;

And heaps on heaps of flaughter'd Greeks lay dead.

While round the Camp he rang'd : At length arofe

A Seer who well divin'd ; and durft difclofe

The Source of all our Ills : I took the Word ;

And urg'd the facred Slave to be reftor'd,

The God appeas'd : The fwelling Monarch ftorm'd ;

And then, the Vengeance, vow'd ; he fince perform'd :

The Greeks 'tis true, their Ruin to prevent

Have to the Royal Prieft, his Daughter fent ;

But from their haughty King his Heralds came

And feiz'd by his Command, my Captive Dame,

By common Suffrage given ; but, thou, be won

If, in thy Pow'r, t' avenge thy injur'd Son :

Afcend the Skies 5 and fupplicating move,

Thy juft Complaint, to Cloud-compelling Jove.

Ifthou by either Word or Deed haft wrought

A kind remembrance in his grateful Thought,

Urge him by that : For often haft thou faid

Thy Pow'r was once not ufelefs in his Aid.

When He who high above the Higheft reigns,

Surpriz'd by Traytor-Gods, was bound in Chains.

When Juno, Pallas, with Ambition
fir'd,

And his blue Brother of the Seas confpir'd.

Thou freed'ft the Soveraign from unworthy Bands,

Thou brought'ft Briarem with his hundred Hands,

(So call'd in Heav n, but mortal Men below

By his terreftrial Name, JEgeon know :

E e Twice
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Twice ftronger than his Syre, who fate above

Afleflbr to the Throne of thundring Jove.)

The Gods, difmay'd at his approach, withdrew

Nor durft their unaccomplifli'd Crime, purfue.

That Action to his grateful Mind recal ;

Embrace his Knees, and at his Footftool fall :

That now if ever, he will aid our Foes ;

Let Troys triumphant Troops the Camp inclofe :

Ours beaten to the Shore, the Siege fafake ;

And what their King deferves with him partake.

That the proud Tyrant at his proper coft,

May learn the value of the Man he loft.

To whom the Mother-Goddefs thus reply'd,

Sigh'd e'er fhe fpoke, and while ihe fpoke (he cry'd,

Ah wretched me ! by Fates averfe, decreed,

To bring thee forth with Pain, with care to breed !

"Did envious Heav'n not otherwife ordain,

Safe in thy hollow Ships thou fhou'd^ft remain ;

Nor ever tempt the fatal Field again.

But now thy Planet fheds his pois'nous Rays :

And fhort, and full of Sorrow are thy Days.

For what remains, to Heav'n I will afcend,

And at the Thund'rer's Throne thy Suit commend.

'Till then, fecure in Ships, abftain from Fight ;

Indulge thy Grief in Tears, and vent thy Spight.

For
yefterday the Court of Heav'n with Jove^

Remov'd : 'Tis dead Vacation now above.

Twelve Days the Gods their folemn Revels keep,

And quaff with blamelefs Etbiops in the Deep.

Return'd
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Return'd from thence, to Heav n my Flight I take,

Knock at the brazen Gates, and Providence awake.

Embrace his Knees, and fuppliant to the Sire,

Doubt not I will obtain the grant of thy defire.

She faid : And parting left him on the place,

Swoln with Difdain, refenting his Difgrace :

Revengeful Thoughts revolving in his Mind,

He wept for Anger and for Love he pin'd.

Mean time with profperous Gales, Vlyjfes brought

The Slave, and Ship with Sacrifices fraught,

To Chryfas Port : Where entring with the Tide

He drop'd his Anchors, and his Oars he ply'd.

Furl'd every Sail, and drawing down the Maft,

His Veflel moor'd ; and made with Haulfers faft.

Defcending on the Plain, afliore they bring

The Hecatomb to pleafe the mooter King.

The Dame before an Altars holy Fire,

Vlyjfes
led ; and thus befpoke her Sire.

Reverenc'd be thou, and be thy God ador'd :

The King of Men thy Daughter has reftor'd ;

And fent by me with Prefents and with Pray'r ;

He recommends him to thy pious Care.

That Vhoebm at thy Sute his Wrath may ceafe,

And give the penitent Offenders Peace.

He faid, and gave her to her Father's Hands,

Who glad received her, free from fervile Bands.

E e z This
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This done, in Order they with fober Grace,

Their Gifts around the well-built Altar place.

Then waftYd, and took the Cakes ; while Chryfis ftood

With Hands upheld, and thus invok'd his God.

God, of the Silver Bow, whofe Eyes furvey

The facred CiUa, thou whole awful Sway

Chryfa
the blefs'd, and Tenedos obey :

Now hear, as thou before my Pray'r haft heard,

Againft the- Grecians, and their Prince, preferred :

Once thou haft honour'd, honour once again

Thy Prieft ; nor let his fecond Vows be vain.

But from th' affli&ed Hoft and humbled Prince,

Avert thy Wrath, and ceafe thy Peftilence.

Afollo heard, and conquering his Difdain,

Unbent his Bow and Greece refpir'd again.

Now when the folemn Rites of Pray'r were pa ft,

Their falted Cakes on crackling Flames they caft.

Then, turning back, the Sacrifice they fped :

The fatted Oxen flew, and flea'd the Dead.

Chop'd off their nervous Thighs, and nextprepar'd

T' involve the lean in Cauls, and mend with Lard.

Sweet-breads and Collops, were with Skewers prick'd

About the Sides ; inbibing what they deck'd.

The Prieft with holy Hands was feen to tine

The cloven Wood, and pour the ruddy Wine.

The Youth approach'd the Fire and as it burn'd

On five Iharp Broachers rank'd, the Roaft they turn'd :

Ttefe
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Thefe Morfels ftay'd
their Stomachs ; then the reft

They cut in Legs and Fillets for the Feaft;

Which drawn and ferv'd, their Hunger they appeafe

With fav'ry Meat, and fet their Minds at eafe.

Now when the rage of Eating was
repell'd,

The Boys with generous Wine the Goblets fill'd.

The firft Libations to the Gods they pour :

And then with Songs indulge the Genial Hour.

Holy Debauch ! Till Day to Night they bring,

With Hymns and Paans to the Bowyer King.

At Sun-fet to their Ship they make return,

And fnore fecure on Decks, till rofy Morn.

The Skies with dawning Day were purpled o'er ;

Awak'd, with laboring Oars they leave the Shore :

The Pow'r appeas'd, with Winds fufnc'd the Sail,

The bellying Canvafs ftrutted with the Gale;

The Waves indignant roar with furly Pride,

And prefs againft the Sides, and beaten off divide*

They cut the foamy way, with Force impelled

Superiour, till the Trojan Port they held :

Then hauling on the Strand their Gaily Moor,

And pitch their Tents along the crooked Shore.

Mean time the Goddefs-born, in fecret pin'd ;

Nor vifited the Camp, nor in the Council join'd,

But keeping clofe, his gnawing Heart he fed

With hopes of Vengeance on the Tyrant's Head :

And
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And wihYd for bloody Wars and mortal Wounds,

And of the Greeks opprefs'd in Fight, to hear the dying Sounds.

Now, when twelve Days compleat had run their Race,

The Gods bethought them of the Cares belonging to their place.

Jove at their Head afcending from the Sea,

A fhoal of puny Pow'rs attend his way.

Then Thetis not unmindful of her Son

Emerging from the Deep, to beg her Boon,

Purfu'd their Track ; and waken'd from his reft\

Before the Sovereign flood a Morning Gueft.

Him in the Circle but apart, fhe found :

The reft at awful diftance ftood around.

She bow'd, and e'er (he durft her Sute begin,

One Hand embrac'd his Knees, one ptop'd his Chin,

Then thus. If I, Celeftial Sire, in aught

Have ferv'd thy Will, or gratify'd thy Thought,

One glimpfe of Glory to my Ifliie give ;

Grac'd for the little time he has to live.

Difhonour'd by the King of Men he ftands :

His rightful Prize is ravifh'd from his Hands.

But thou, O Father, in my Son's Defence,

AfTume thy PowV, aflert thy Providence.

Let Troy prevail, till Greece th' Affront has paid,

With doubled Honours ; and redeem'd his Aid.

She ceas'd, but the confid'ring God was mute :

'Till fhe refolv'd to win, renew'd her Sute :

Nor loos'd her Hold, but forc'd him to reply,

Or grant me my Petition, or deny :

Jove
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Jove cannot fear : Then tell me to my Face

That I, of all the Gods am leaft in grace.

This I can bear : The Cloud-Compeller mourn'd,

And fighing, firft,
this Anfwer he return'd.

Know'ft thou what Clamors will difturb my Reign,

What my ftun'd Ears from Juno muft fuftain ?

In Council (he gives Licence to her Tongue,

Loquacious, Brawling, ever in the wrong.

And now (he will my partial Pow'r upbraid,

If alienate from Greece^ I give the Trojans Aid.

But thou depart, and fhun her jealous Sight,

The Care be mine, to do T?elides right.

Go then, and on the Faith of Jove rely ;.

When nodding to thy Sute, he bows the Sky.

This ratifies th' irrevocable Doom :

The Sign ordain'd, that what X will (hall come :

The Stamp of Heav'n, and Seal of Fate : He faid,

And (hook the facred Honours of his Head.

With Terror trembled Heav'ns fubfiding Hill :

And from his (haken Curls Ambrofial Dews diftil.

The Goddefs goes exulting from his Sight,

And feeks the Seas profound ; and leaves the Realms of Light,

He moves into his Hall : The Pow'rs refort,

Each from his Houfe to fill the Sovereign's Court.

Nor waiting Summons, nor expecting (food ;

But met with Reverence, and receiv'd the God.

He mounts the Throne ; and Juno took her place :

But fullen Difcontent fate lowring on her Face.

With
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With jealous Eyes, at diftance (he had Teen,

Whifp'ring with Jove the Silver-footed Queen ;

Then, impotent of Tongue (her Silence broke)

Thus turbulent in rattling Tone (he fpoke.

Author of
Ills, and clofe Contriver Jove^

Which of thy Dames, what Proftitute of Love,

Has held thy Ear fo long and begg'd fo hard

For fome old Service done, fome new Reward ?

Aj5art you talk'd, for that's your fpecial care

The Confort never mult the Council (hare.

One gracious Word is for a Wife too much :

Such is a Marriage-Vow, and Jove's own Faith is fuch.

Then thus the Sire of Gods, and Men below,

What I have hidden, hope not thou to know.

Ev'n Goddefles are Women : And no Wife

Has Pow'r to regulate her Husband's Life :

Counfel (he may ; and I will give thy Ear

The Knowledge firlt,
of what is fit to hear.

What I tranfaft with others, or alone,

Beware to learn ; nor prels too near the Throne.

To whom the Goddefs with the charming Eyes,

What haft thou faid, O Tyrant of the Skies,

When did I fearch the Secrets of thy Reign,

Though priviledg'd to know, but pririledg'd in vain ?

But well thou doft, to hide from common Sight

Thy clofe Intrigues, too bad to bear the Light.

Nor
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Nor doubt I,
but the Silver-footed Dame,

Tripping from Sea, on fuch an Errand came>

To grace her IfTue, at the Grecians Coft,

And for one peevifli Man deftroy an Hoft.
1

To whom the Thund'rer made this ftern Reply ;

My Houfhold Curfe, my lawful Plague, the Spy
Of Jove's Defigns, his other fquinting Eye ;

Why this vain prying, and for what avail ?

Jove will be Matter frill and Juno fail.

ShouM thy fufpicious Thoughts divine aright,

Thou but becom'ft more odious to my Sight,

For this Attempt : uneafy Life to. me

Still watch'd, and importun'd, but worfe for thee.

Curb that impetuous Tongue, before too late

The Gods behold, and tremble at thy Fate.

Pitying, but daring not in thy Defence,

To lift a Hand againft Omnipotence.

This heard, the Imperious Queen fate mute with Fear |

Nor further durft incenfe the gloomy Thunderer.

Silence was in the Court at this Rebuke :

Nor cou'd the Gods abafrYd, fuftain their Sovereigns Look.

The Limping Smith, obferv'd the fadderi'd Feaft ;

And hopping here and there (himfelf a Jeft)

Put in his Word, that neither might offend ;

To Jove obfequious, yet his Mother's Friend.

What end in Heav n will be of civil War,
IfGods of Pleafure will for Mortals jar ?

F f Such
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Such Difcord but difturbs our Jovial Feaft ;

One Grain of Bad, embitters all the beft.

Mother, tho' wife your felf, my Couniel weigh ;

'Tis much unfafe my Sire to difobey.

Not only you provoke him to your Coft,

But Mirth is marr'd, and the good Chear is loft.

Tempt not his heavy Hand ; for he has Pow'r

To throw you Headlong, from his Heav'nly Tow'r,

But oneTubmiffive Word, which you let fall,

Will make him in good Humour with us A1J.

He faid no more but crown'd a Bowl, unbid :

The laughing Ne&ar overlook'd the Lid :

Then put it to her Hand ; arid thus purfu'd,

This curfed Quarrel be no more renew'd.

Be, as becomes a Wife, obedient ftill

Though g-riev'd, yet fubjed: to her Husband's Will.

I wou'd not fee you beaten ; yet afTraid

Of Jove's fuperiour Force, I dare not aid.

Too well I know him, fince that haplefs Hour

When
I,

and all the Gods employ'd our Pow'r

To break your Bonds : Me by the Heel he drew ;

And o'er Heav'n's Battlements with Fury threw.

All Day I fell; My Flight at Morn begun,

And ended not but with the fetting Sun.

Pitch'd on my Head, at length the Lemnian-gvound,

Receiv'd my batter'd Skull, the Sinthians heal'd my Wound.

* At Vulcan % homely Mirth his Mother fmil'd,

And fmiling took the Cup the Clown had fill'd.

The
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The Reconciler Bowl, went round the Board,

Which empty'd, the rude Skinker ftill reftor'd.

Loud Fits of Laughter feiz'd the Guefts, to fee

The limping God fo deft at his new Miniftry.

The Feaft continu'd till declining Light :

They drank, theylaugh'd, theylov'd, and then 'twas Night.

Nor wanted tuneful Harp, nor vocal Quire ;

The Mufes fung; Apollo
touch'd the Lyre.

Drunken at laft, and drowfy they depart,

Each to his Houfe ; Adorn'd with labour'd Art M
Of the lame Architect : The thund'ring God

Ev n he withdrew to reft, and had his Load.

His fwimming Head to needful Sleep apply'd ;

And Juno lay unheeded by his Side.

Ffa THE
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THE

COCK and the FOX,-

OR, THE

TALE
O F T H E

NUNs PRIEST.
r*>.

THere
liv'd, as Authors

tell,
in Days of Yore,

A'Widow fomewhat old, and very poor :

Deep in a Cell her Cottage lonely ftood,

Well
thatch'd, and under covert of a Wood.

This Dowager, on whom my Tale I found,

Since laft (he laid her Husband in the Ground,

A fimple fbber Life, in patience led,

And had but juft enough to buy her Bread :

But Hufwifing the little Heav n had lent,

She duly paid a Groat for Quarter-Rent ;

And



And pioch'd her Belly with her Daughter two,

To bring the Year about with much ado.

The Cattel in her Homeftead were three Sows,

An Ewe call'd Matty, and three brinded Cows.

Her Parlor-Window thick with Herbs around,

Of fav'ry Smell; and Rufhes ftrew'd the Ground.

A Maple-brerTer, in her Hall fhe had,

On which full many a (lender Meal flie made :

For no delicious Morfel pafs'd her Throat ;

According to her Cloth fhe cut her Coat :

No paynant Sawce (he knew, no
coftly Treat,

Her Hunger gave a Relifh to her Meat :

A fparing Diet did her Health aflure ;

Or fick, a Pepper-Poffet was her Cure.

Before the Day was done her Work fhe fped,

And never went by Candle-light to Bed :

With Exercife (he fweat ill Humors out,

Her Dancing was not hinder'd by the Gout.

Her Poverty was glad ; her Heart content,

Nor knew (he what the Spleen or Vapors meant.

Of Wine (he never rafted through the Year,

But White and Black was all her homely Chear;

Brown Bread, and Milk, (but flrft fhe skim'd her Bowls)

And Rafhers of findg'd Bacon, on the Coals.

On Holy-Days, an Egg or two at moit
;

But her Ambition never reach'd to roaft.

A Yard
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A Yard (he had with Pales enclosed about,

Some high, fome low, and a dry Ditch without

Within this Homeftead, liv'd without a Peer,

For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer ;

So hight her Cock, whofe ringing did furpafs

The merry Notes of Organs at the Mafs.

More certain was the crowing of a Cock

To number Hours, than is an Abbey-clock ;

,
And fooner than the Mattin-Bell was rung,

He chp'd his Wings upon his Rooft, and fung :

For when Degrees fifteen afcended right,

By fure Inftincl: he knew 'twas One at Night.

High was his Comb, and Coral-ped withal,

In dents embattel'd like a Caftle-Wall ;

His Bill was Raven-black, and fhon like Jet,

Blue were his Legs, and Orient were his Feet :

White were his Nails, like Silver to behold,

His Body glitt'ring like the burnifh'd Gold.

This gentle Cock for folace of his Life,

Six Miffes had befide his lawful Wife ;

Scandal that fpares no King, tho' ne'er fo good,

Says, they were all of his own Flefh and. Blood :

His Sifters both by Sire, and Mother's fide,

And fure their likenefs fhow'd them near ally'd.

But make the worft, the Monarch did no more,

Than all the Pfolomeys had done before :

When Inceft is for Int'ieft of a Nation,

'Tis made no Sin by Holy Difpenfation.

G g
Some
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Some Lines have been maintain'd by this alone,

Which by their common Uglinefs are known.

But parting this as from our Tale apart,

Dame Partlet was the Soveraign of his Heart :

Ardent in Love, outragious in his Play,

He feather'd her a hundred times a Day :

And fhe that was not only pairing fair,

But was withal difcreet, and debonair,

Refolv'd the paffive Do&rin to fulfil -

Tho' loath : And let him work his wicked Will.

At Board and Bed was an%ble and kind,

According as their Marriage-Vow did bind,

And as the Churches PrecepJ had enjoin'd.

Ev'n fince fhe was a Sennight old, they fay

Was chaft, and humble to her dying Day,

Nor Chick nor Hen was known to difobey.

By this her Husband's Heart (lie did obtain,

What cannot Beauty, join'd with Virtue, gain !

She was his only Joy, and he her Pride,

She, when he walk'd, went pecking by his fide ;

If fpurning up the Ground, he fprung a Corn,

The Tribute in his Bill to her was born.

But oh ! what Joy k was to hear him fing

In Summer, when the Day began to fpring,

Stretching his Neck, and warbling in his Throat,

Solus cum So/a, then was all his Note.

For in the Days of Yore, the Birds of Parts

Were bred to Speak, and Sing, and. learn the lib'ral Arts.

It
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It happ'd that perching on the Parlor-beam

Amidft his Wives he had a deadly Dream ;

Juft at the Dawn, and figh'd, and groan'd fo
faft,

As ev'ry Breath he drew wou'd be his laft.

Dame Partlet, ever neareft to his Side,

Heard all his piteous Moan, and how he cry'd

For Help from Gods and Men : And fore aghaft

She peck'd and pulfd, and waken'd him at laft.

Dear Heart, faid fhe, for Love of Heav'n declare

Your Pain, and make me Partner of your Care.

You groan, Sir, ever flnce the Mcrning-light,

As fomething had difturb'd your noble Spright.

*

And Madam, well I might, faid Chanticleer,

Never was Shrovetide-Cock in fuch a fear.

Ev'n ftill I run all over in a Sweat,

My Princely Senfes not recover'd yet.

For fuch a Dream I had of dire Portent,

That much I fear my Body will be fhent :

It bodes I fliall have Wars and woful Strife,

Gr in a loathfom Dungeon end my Life.

Know Dame, I dreamt within my troubled Breafr,

That in our Yard, I faw a murd'rous Beaft,

That on my Body would have made Arreft.

With waking Eyes I ne'er beheld his Fellow,

His Colour was betwixt a Red and Yellow :

Tipp'd was his Tail, and both his pricking Ears

With black; and much unlike his other Hairs :

Gg a The
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The reft, in fhape a Beagle's Whelp throughout,

With broader Forehead, and a fharper Snout :

Deep in his Front were funk his glowing Eyes,

That yet methinks I fee him with Surprize.

Reach out your Hand, I drop with clammy Sweat,

And lay it to my Heart, and feel it beat.

Now fy for Shame, quoth fhe, by Heav'n above,

Thou haft for ever loft thy Ladies Love ;

No Woman can endure a Recreant Knight,

He muft be bold by Day, and free by Night :

Our Sex defires a Husband or a Friend,

Who can our Honour and his own defend ;

Wife, Hardy, Secret, lib'ral of his Purfe :

A Fool is naufeous, but a Coward worfe :

No bragging Coxcomb, yet no baffled Knight,

How dar'ft thou talk of Love, and dar'ft not Fight

How dar'ft thou tell thy Dame thou art affer'd

Haft thou no manly Heart, and haft a Beard ?

If ought from fearful Dreams may be divin'd

They fignify a Cock of Dunghill-kind.

All Dreams, as in old GaUen I have read,

Are from Repletion and Complexion bred :

From rifing Fumes of indigefted Food,
And noxious Humors that infeft the Blood :

And fure, my Lord, if I can read aright,

Thefe foolifh Fancies you have had to Night ;

Are certain Symptoms (in the canting btyle)
Of boiling Choler, and abounding Bile :

?

This
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This yellow Gaul that in your Stomach floats,

Ingenders all thefe vifionary Thoughts.

When Choler overflows, then Dreams are bred

Of blames and all the Family of Red ;

Red Dragons, and red Beafts in deep we view ;

For Humors are diitinguifli'd by their Hue.

From hence we dream of Wars and Warlike Things,

And Wafps and Hornets with their double Wings.

Choler aduft congeals our Blood with Fear ;

Then black Bulls tofs us, and black Devils tear.

In fanguine airy Dreams aloft we bound,

With Rhumes opprefs'd we fink in Rivers drown'd.

More I could fay, but thus conclude my Theme,

The dominating Humour mates the Dream.

Cato was in his time accounted Wife,

And he condemns them all for empty Lies.

Take my Advice, and when we fly to Ground

With Laxatives preferve your Body found,

And purge the peccant Humors that abound.

I {hould be loath to lay you on a Bier ;

And though there lives no Tothecary near,

I dare for once prefcribe for your Difeafe,

And fave long Bills, and a damn'd Doctor's Fees.

Two Soveraign Herbs, which I by pra&ife know,

And both at Hand, (for in our Yard they grow ; )

On peril of my Soul fhall rid you wholly

Of yellow Choler, and of Melancholy :

You
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You mud both Purge, and Vomit; but obey,

And for the love of Heav'n make no delay.

Since hot and dry in your Complexion join,

Beware the Sun when in a vernal Sign ;

For when he mounts exalted in the Ram,
If then he finds your Body in a Flame,

Replete with Choler, 1 dare lay a Groat,

A Tertian Ague is at leaft your Lot.

Perhaps -a Fever (which the Gods forefend)

May bring your Youth to fome untimely end.

And therefore, Sir, as you defireto live,

A Day or two before your Laxative,

Take juft three Worms, nor over nor above,

Becaufe the Gods unequal Numbers love.

Thefe Digeftives prepare you for your Purge,

Of Fumetery, Centaury, and Spurge,

And of GroundJvy add a Leaf, or two,

All which within our Yard or Garden grow.

Eat thefe, and be, my Lord, of better Cheer,

Your Father's Son was never born to fear.

Madam, quoth he, Grammercy for your Care,

But Cato, whom you quoted, you may fpare :

*Tis true, a wife, and worthy Man he feems,

And (as you fay) gave no belief to Dreams :

But other Men of more Authority,

And by thTmmortal Pow'rs as wife as He

Maintain, with founder Senfe, that Dreams forbode
;

For Homer plainly fays they come from God.

Nor
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Nor Cato faid it : But fome modern Fool,

Impos'd in Catos Name on Boys at School.

Believe me, Madam, Morning Dreams forefhow

Th' events of Things, and future Weal or Woe :

Some Truths are not by Reafon to be try'd,

But we have fure Experience for our Guide.

An ancient Author, equal with the belt,

Relates this Tale of Dreams among the reft.

Two Friends, or Brothers, with devout Intent,

On fome far Pilgrimage together went.

It happen'd fo that when the Sun was down,

They iuft arriv'd by twilight at a Town ;

That Day had been the baiting of a Bull,

'Twas at a Feaft, and ev'ry Inn fo full :

That no void Room in Chamber, or on Ground.,

And but one forry Bed was to be found :

And that fo little it would hold but one,

Though till this Hour they never lay alone.

So were they forc'd to part ; one ftay'd behind,

His Fellow fought what Lodging he could find :

At laft he found a Stall where Oxen flood,

And that he rather chofe than lie abroad.

Twas in a farther Yard without a Door,
But for his

eafe, well littcr'd was the Floor.

His Fellow, who the narrow Bed had kept,
Was weary, and without a Rocker flept :

Supine
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Supine he ihor'd ; but in the dead of Night,

He dreamt his Friend appear'd before his Sight,

Who with a ghaftly Look and doleful Cry,

Said help me Brother, or this Night I die :

Arife, and help, before all Help be vain,

Or in an Oxes Stall I (hall be flain.

Rowz'd from his Reft he waken'd in a
ftart,

Shiv'ring with Horror, and with aking Heart ;

At length to cure himfelf by Reafon tries ;

'Twas but a Dream, and what are. Dreams but Lies ?

So thinking changed his Side, and clos'd his Eyes.

His Dream returns ; his Friend appears again,

The Murd'rers come ; now help, or I am flain :

'Twas but a Virion
ftill,

and Virions are but vain.

He dreamt the third : But now his Friend appear'd

Pale, naked, piere'd with Wounds, with Blood befmear'd :

Thrice warn'd awake, faid he; Relief is late,

The Deed is done ; but thou revenge my Fate :

Tardy of Aid, unfeal thy heavy Eyes,

Awake, and with the dawning Day arife :

Take to the Weftern Gate thy ready way,

For by that PafTage they my Corps convey :

My Corpfe is in a Tumbril laid ; among
The Filth, and Ordure, and enclos'd with Dung.
That Cart arreft, and raife a common Cry,

For facred hunger of my Gold 1 die ;

Then fhew'd his griily Wounds ; and laft he drew

A piteous Sigh ; and took a long Adieu.

TfK
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The frighted Friend arofe by break of Day,

And found the Stall where late his Fellow lay.

Then of his impious Hoft enquiring more,

Was anfwer'd that his Gueft was gone before :

Muttring he went, faid he, by Morning-light,

And much complain'd of his ill Reft by Night.

This rais'd Sufpicion in the Pilgrim's Mind ;

Becaufe all Hofts are of an evil Kind,

And oft, to fhare the Spoil, with Robbers join'd,

His Dream confirm'd his Thought": with troubled Look

Straight to the Weftern-Gate his way he took.

There, as his Dream foretold, a Cart he found,

That carry'd Compofs forth to dung the Ground.

This, when the PilgrimTaw, he ftretch'd his Throat,

And cry'd out Murther, with a yelling Note.

"My murther'd Fellow in this Cart lies dead,

Vengeance and Juftice on the Villain's Head.

You, Magiftrates, who facred Laws difpenfe,

On you I call to punifh this Offence.

The Word thus giv'n, within a little fpace,

The Mob came roaring out, and throng'd the Place.

All in a trice they caft the Cart to Ground,
And in the Dung the murther'd Body bound ;

Though, breathlefs, warm, and reeking from the Wound.

Good Heav'n
,
whofe darling Attribute we find

Is boundlefs
Grace, and Mercy to Mankind,

Hh Ab-
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Abhors the Cruel ; and the Deeds of Night

By wond'rous Ways reveals in open Light :

Murther may pais unpunifiied for a time,

But tardy Juftice will oertake the Crime.

And oft a fpeedier Pain die Guilty feels ;

The Hue and Cry of Heav'n purlues him at the Heels,

Frefli from the Facl
; as in the prefent Cafe

j 3
The Criminals are feiz'd upon the Place : >

Carter and Hoft confronted Face to Face. j

Stiff in denial, as the Law appoints

On Engins they diftend their tortur'd Joints :

So was Confeffion forc'd, th' Offence was known,

And publick Juftice on th
1

Offenders clone.

Here may you fee that Vifions are to dread :

And in the Page that follows this
; I read

Of two young Merchants, whom the hope of Gain

Induc'd in Partnerfhip to crofs the Main :

Waiting till willing Winds their Sails fupply'd,

Within a Trading^Town they long abide,

Full fairly
fituate on a Haven's fide.

One Evening it befel that looking out,

The Wind they long had wilh'd was come about :

Well pleas'd they went to Reft ; and if the Gale
1

Till Morn continu'd, both refolv'd to fail.

But as together in a Bed they lay,

The younger had a Dream at break of Day.

A Man,
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A Man, he thought, ftood frowning at his fide ;

Who warn'd hirn for his Safety to provide,

Not put to Sea, but iafe on Shore abide.

I come, thy Genius, to command thy ftay ;

Truft not the Winds, for fatal is the Day,

And Death unhop'd attends the watry way.

The Virion faid : And vanifh'd from his fight,

The Dreamer waken'd in a mortal Fright :

Then pull'd his drowzy Neighbour, and declar'd

What in his Slumber he had feen, and heard.

His Friend fmii'd fcornful, and with proud contempt

Rejects as idle what his Fellow dreamt.

Stay, who will ftay : For me no Fears reftrain,

Who follow Mercury the God of Gain :

Let each Man do as to his Fancy feems,

I wait, not I, till you have better Dreams.

Dreams are but Interludes, which Fancy makes,

When Monarch-Reafon fleeps, this Mimick wakes :

Compounds a Medley of disjointed Things,

A Mob of Coblers, and a Court of Kings :

Light Fumes are merry, groflfer Fumes are fad ;

Both are the reafonable Soul run mad :
,

And many monftrous Forms in fleep we fee,

That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be.

Sometimes, forgotten Things long caft behind

Rufh forward in the Brain, and come to mind.

The Nurfes Legends are for Truths receiv'd,

And the Man dreams but what the Boy believ'd.

H h -j Some-
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Sometimes we but rehearfe a former Play,

The Night reftores our Actions done by Day ;

As Hounds in deep will open for their Prey.

In fhort, the Farce of Dreams is of a piece,

Chimera's all ; and more abfurd, or lefs :

You, who believe in Tales, -abide alone,

What e'er I get this Voyage is my own.

Thus while he fpoke he heard the fhouting Crew

That call'd aboard, and took his laft adieu.

The Veflel went before a merry Gale,

And for quick PafTage put on ev'ry Sail :

But when leaft fear'd, and ev'n in open Day,

The Mifchief overtook her in the way :

Whether (he fprung a Leak, I cannot find,

Or whether fhe was overfet with Wind ;

Or that fome Rock below, her bottom rent,

But down at once with all her Crew fhe went ;

Her Fellow Ships from far her Lofs defcry'd ;

But only me was funk, and all were fafe befide.

By this Example you are taught again,

That Dreams and Vifions are not always vain :

But if, dear Partlet, you are yet in doubt,

Another Tale (hall make the former out.

Kenelm the Son of Kenulph, Mercian King,

Whofe holy Life the Legends loudly fing,

Warn'd
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Warn'd, in a Dream, his Murther did foretel

From Point to Point as after it befel :

All Circumftances to his Nurfe he told,

(A Wonder, from a Child of fev'n Years old :

)

The Dream with Horror heard, the good old Wife

From Treafon counfell'd him to guard his Life :

But clofe to keep the Secret in his Mind,

For a Boy's Virion fmall Belief would find.

The pious Child, by Promife bound, obey'd,

Nor was the fatal Murther long delay'd :

By Quenda (lain he fell before his time,

Made a young Martyr by his Sifter's Crime.

The Tale is told by venerable Bede^

Which, at your better leifure, you may read.

Macrobiw too relates the Virion fent

To the great Scipio
with the fam'd event,

Objections makes, but after makes Replies,

And adds, that Dreams are often Prophecies.

Of Daniel, you may read in Holy Writ,

Who, when the King his Virion did forget,

Cou'd Word for Word the wond'rous Dream repeat.

Nor lefs of Patriarch Jofepb
underftand

Who by a Dream inflav'd th' Egyptian Land,

The Years of Plenty and of Dearth foretold,

When for their Bread, their Liberty they fold.

Nor muft th' exalted Buttler be forgot,

Nor he whofe Dream prefag'd his hanging Lot.

*~
And
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And did not Crafts the fame Death forefee, .

,

Rais'd in his Vifion on a lofty Tree ?

The Wife of He&er in his utmoft Pride,

Dreamt of his Death the Night before he dy'd :

Well was he warn'd from Battle to refrain,

But Men to Death decreed are warn'd in vain :

He dar'd the Dream, and by his fatal Foe was (lain.

Much more I know, which I forbear to fpeak,

For fee the ruddy Day begins to break :

Let this fuffice, that plainly I forefee

My Dream was bad, and bodes Adverfity :

But neither Pills nor Laxatives I like,

They only ferve to make a well-man fick :

Of thefe his Gain the fharp Phifician makes,

And often gives a Purge, but feldom takes :

They not correct, but poyfon all the Blood,

And ne'er did any but the Doctors good.

Their Tribe, Trade, Trinkets, I defy them all,

"With ev'ry Work of 'Pothecary's Hall.

Thefe melancholy Matters I forbear :

But let me tell Thee, Partlet mine, and fwear,

That when I view the Beauties of thy Face,

I fear not Death, nor Dangers, nor Difgrace :

So may my Soul have Blifs, as when I fpy

The Scarlet Red about thy Partridge Eye,

While
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While thou art conftant to thy own true Knight,

While thou art mine, and I am thy delight,

All Sorrows at thy Prefence take their flight.

For true it is, as in Princifw,

Mulier eVi hominu
confufio.

Madam, the meaning of this Latin
is,

That Woman is to Man his Soveraign Blifs.

For when by Night I feel your tender Side,

Though for the narrow Perch I cannot ride,

Yet I have fuch a Solace in my Mind,

That all my boding Cares are caft behind :

And ev'n already I forget my Dream ;

He laid, and downward flew from off the Beam.

For Day-light now began apace to lpring,

The Thrum to whittle, and the Lark to ling.

Then crowing clap'd his Wings, th' appointed call

To chuck his Wives together in the Hall.

By this the Widow had unbarr'd the Door,

And Chanticleer went ltrutting out before,

With Royal Courage, and with Heart fo light,

As fhew'd he fcorn'd the Virions of the Night.

Now roaming in the Yard he fpurn'd the Ground,

And gave to Partlet the firft Grain he found.

Then often feather'd her with wanton Play,

And trod her twenty times e'er prime of Day ;

And took by turns and gave fo much delight,

Her Sifters pin'd with Envy at the fight.

He
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He chuck'd again, when other Corns he found,

And fcarcely deign'd to let a Foot to Ground.

But fvvagger'd like a Lord about his Hall,

And his fev'n Wives came running at his call.

'Twas now the Month in which the World began,

(If March beheld the firft created Man :
)

And fihce the vernal Equinox, the Sun,

In Aries twelve Degrees, or more had run,

When cafting up his Eyes againft the Light,

Both Month, and Day, and Hour he meafur'd right ;

And told more truly, than th' Ephemeris,

For Art may err, but Nature cannot mifs.

Thus numb'ring Times, and Seafons in his Breaft,

His fecond crowing the third Hour confefs'd.

Then turning, faid to Partlet, See, my Dear,

How lavifh Nature has adorn'd the Year;

How the pale Primrofe, and blue Violet fpring,

And Birds eflay their Throats difus'd to fing :

All thefe are ours ; and I with pleafure fee

Man ftrutting on two Legs, and aping me !

An unfledg'd Creature, of a lumpifh frame,

Indew'd with fewer Particles of Flame :

Our Dame fits coining o'er a
Kitchin-fire,

I draw frefh Air, and Nature's Works admire :

And ev'n this Day, in more delight abound,

Than fince I was an Egg, I ever found.

The
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The time mall come when Chanticleer (hall wifli

His Words unfaid, and hate his boafted Bliis :

The crefted Bird (hall by Experience know,

Jove made not him his Mafter-piece below ;

And learn the latter end of Joy is Woe.

The VefTel of his Blifs to Dregs is run,

And Heav'n will have him taft his other Tun.

Ye Wife draw near, and hearken to my Tale

Which proves that oft the Proud by Flatt'ry fall :

The Legend is as true I undertake

As Trifiram is,
and Launcelot of the Lake :

Which all our Ladies in fuch rev'rence hold,

As if in Book of Martyrs it were told.

A Fox full fraught with feeming San&ity,

That fear'd an Oath, but like the Devil, would
lie,

Who look'd like Lent, and had the holy Leer,

And durft not fin before he fay'd his PrayY :

This pious Cheat that never fuck'd the Blood,

Nor chaw'd the Flefh of Lambs but when he cou'd,

Had pafs'd three Summers in the neighb'ring Wood ;

And mufing long, whom next to circumvent,

On Chanticleer his wicked Fancy bent :

And in his high Imagination caft,

By Stratagem to gratify his Taft.

The Plot contriv'd, before the break of Dav,

Saint Reynard through the Hedge had made his way ;

I i The
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The Pale was next, but proudly with a bound

He lept the Fence of the forbidden Ground :

Yet fearing to be feen, within a Bed

Of Colworts he conceal'd his wily Head ;

There fculk'd till Afternoon, and watch'd his time,

(As Murd'rers ufe) to perpetrare his Crime.

O Hypocrite, ingenious to deftroy,

O Traytor, worfe than Sinon was to Troy ;

O vile Subverter of the Gallick Reign,

More falfe than Gano was to
Cbarlemaign !

O Chanticleer, in an unhappy Hour

Did'ft thou forfake the Safety of thy Bow'r :

Better for Thee thou had'ft believ'd thy Dream,

And not that Day defcended from the Beam !

But here the Doctors eagerly difpute :

Some hold Predeftination abfolute :

Some Clerks maintain, that Heav'n at firft forefees,

And in the virtue of Forefight decrees.

If this be fo, then Prefcience binds the Will,

And Mortals are not free to Good or 111 :

For what he firft forefaw, he muft ordain,

Or its eternal Prefcience may be vain :

As bad for us as Prefcience had not bin :

For
firft,

or laft,
he's Author of the Sin.

And who fays that, let the blalpheming Man

Say worfe ev'n of the Devil, if he can.

For how can that Eternal Pow'r be juft

To punifh Man, who Sins becaufe he muft ?

Or,
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Or, how can He reward a vertuous Deed,

Which is not done by us ; but firft decreed ?

1 cannot boult this Matter to the Bran,

As Bradwardln and holy Aujiin can :

If Prefcience can determine Actions fo

That we muft do, becaufe he did foreknow.

Or that foreknowing, yet our choice is free,

Not forc'd to Sin by ftrit neceffity :

This ftricl:
neceffity they fimple call,

Another fort there is conditional.

The firft fo binds the Will, that Things foreknown

By Spontaneity, not Choice^ are done.

Thus Galley-Slaves tug willing, at their Oar,

Confent to work, in profpeft of the Shore ;

But wou'd not work at
all, if not conftrain'd before.

That other does not Liberty conftrain,

But Man may either at, or may refrain.

Heav'n made us Agents free to Good or
111,

And forc'd it not, tho' he forefaw the Will.

Freedom was firft beftow'd on human Race,

And Prefcience only held the fecond place.

If he could make fuch Agents wholly free,

I not difpute ; the Point's too high for me ;

For Heav'n's unfathom'd Pow'r what Man can found,

Or put to his Omnipotence a Bound ?

He made us to his Image all agree ;

That Image is the Soul, and that muft be,

Or not the Maker's Image, or be free.

J i ^ > But
'
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But whether it were better Man had been

By Nature bound to Good, not free to Sin,

i wave', for fear of
fplitting on a Rock,

The Tale I tell is only of a Cock ;

Who had not run the hazard of his Life

Had he believ'd his Dream, and not his Wife :

For Women, with a mifchief to their Kind,

Pervert, with bad Advice, our better Mind.

A Woman's Counfel brought us firft to Woe,
And made her Man his Paradice forego,

Where at Heart's eafe he liv'd ; and might have bin

As free from Sorrow as he Was from Sin.

For what the Devil had their Sex to do,

That, born to Folly, they prefum'd to know,

And could not fee the Serpent in the Grafs ?

But I my felf prefume, and let it pafs.

Silence in times of Suffering is the beft,

'Tis dang'rous to difturb a Hornet's Neft.

In other Authors you may find enough,

But all they fay of Dames k idle Stuff.

Legends of lying Wits together bound,

The Wife of Bath would throw 'em to the Ground :

Thefe are the Words of Chanticleer, not mine,

I honour Dames, and think their Sex divine.

Now to continue what my Tale begun.

Lay Madam Partlet basking in the Sun,

Breaft-
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Breaft-high in Sand : ifer Sifters in a row,

Enjoy'd the Beams above, the Warmth below.

The Cock that of his Flefh was ever free,

Sung merrier than the Mermaid in the Sea :

And fo befel, that as he caft his Eye,

Among the Colworts on a Butterfly,

He faw falfe Reynard where he lay full low,

I need not fwear he had no lift to Crow :

But cry'd Cock, Cock, and gave a fuddain ftart,

As fore difmaid and frighted at his Heart.

For Birds and Beafts, informed by Nature, know

Kinds oppofite
to theirs, and

fly their Foe.

So, Chanticleer, who never faw a Fox,

Yet fhun'd him as a Sailor fhuns the Rocks.

But the falfe Loon who cou'd not work his Witt

By open Force, employ'd his flatt'ring Skill ;>

I hope, my Lord, faid he, I not offend,

Are you afraid of me, that am your Friend ?

I were a Beaft indeed to do you wrong,

I, who have lov'd and honoured you fo long :

Stay, gentle Sir, nor take a falfe Alarm,

For on my Soul I never meant you harm.

I come no Spy, nor as a Traytor prefs,

To learn the Secrets of your fort Recefs :

Far be from Reynard to prophane a Thought,

But by the fweetnefs of your Voice was brought;

For, as I bid my Beads, by chance I heard,

The Song as of an Angel in the Yard :

A Song
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A Song that wou'd have charm'dth' infernal Gods,

And bahifh'd Horror from the dark Abodes :

Had Orphans fung it in the neather Sphere,

So much the Hymn had pleas'd the Tyrant's Ear,

The Wife had been detain'd, to keep the Husband there.

My Lord, your Sire
familiarly I knew,

A Peer deferving fuch a Son, as you :

He, with your Lady-Mother (whom Heav n
reft)

Has often grac'd my Houfe, and been my Gueft :

To view his living Features does me good,

For I am your poor Neighbour in the Wood ;

And in my Cottage fhou'd be proud to fee

The worthy Heir of my Friend's Family.

But fince I fpeak of Singing let me fay,

As with an upright Heart I fafely may,

That, fave your felf, there breaths not on the Ground,

One like your Father for a Silver found.

So fweetly wou'd he wake the Winter-day,

That Matrons to the Church miftook their way,

And thought they heard the merry Organ play.

And he to raife his Voice with artful Care,

(What will not Beaux attempt to pleafe the Fair ?
)

On Tiptoe flood to fing with greater Strength,

And ftretch'd his comely Neck at all the length :

And while hie pain'd his Voice to pierce the Skies,

As Saints in Raptures ufe, would (hut his Eyes,

That the found ftriving through the narrow Throat,

His winking might avail, to mend the Note.

fey
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By this, in Song, he never had his Peer,

From fweet Cecilia down to Chanticleer ;

Not Maws Mufe who fung the mighty Man,

Nor Tindars heav'nly Lyre, nor Horace when a Swan.

Your Anceftors proceed from Race divine,

From Brennm and Belirms is your Line :

Who gave to fov'raign Rome fuch loud Alarms,

That ev'n the Priefts were not excus'd from Arms.

Befides, a famous Monk of modern times,

Has left of Cocks recorded in his Rhimes,

That of a Parifh-Prieft the Son and Heir,

(When Sons of Priefts were from the Proverb clear)

Affronted once a Cock of noble Kind,

And either lam'd his Legs, or ftruck him blind ;

For which the Clerk his Father was difgrac'd,

And in his Benefice another plac'd.

Now
fing, my Lord, if not for love of me,

Yet for the fake of fweet Saint Charity ;

Make Hills, and Dales, and Earth and Heav'n rejoice,
'

And emulate your Father's Angel-voice.

The Cock was pleas'd to hear him fpeak fo fair,

And proud befide, as folar People are :

Nor cou'd the Treafon from the Truth defcry,

So was he ravifrVd with this
Flattery :

So much the more as from a little
Elf,

He had a high Opinion of himfelf :

Though fickly, llender, and not
large of Limb,

Concluding all the World was made for him.

Ye
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Ye Princes rais'd by Poets to the Gods,

And Alexander d up in lying Odes,

Believe not ev'ry flatt'ring Knave's report,

There's many a Reynard lurking in the Court;

And he fhall be receiv'd with more regard

And lift'ned to, than modeft Truth is heard.

This Chanticleer of whom the Story rings,

Stood high upon his Toes, and clap'd his Wings ;

Then ftretch'd his Neck, and wink'd with both his'Eyes ;

Ambitious, as he fought, th'Olympick Prize.

But while he pain'd himfelf to raife his Note,

Falfe Reynard rufh'd, and caught him by the Throat.

Then on his Back he laid the precious Load,

And fought his wonted fhelter of the Wood ;

Swiftly he made his way, the Mifchief done.

Of all unheeded, and purfu'd by none.

Alas, what ftay is there in human State,

Or who can lhun inevitable Fate ?

The Doom was written, the Decree was part,

E er the Foundations of the World were caft !

In Aries though the Sun exalted ftood,

His Patron-Planet to procure his good ;

Yet Saturn was his mortal Foe, and he

In Libra rais'd, oppos'd the fame Degree :

The Rays both good and bad, of equal PowV,

Each thwarting other made a mingled Hour.

On
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On Friday-mom he dreamt this direful Dream,

Crofs to the worthy Native, in his Scheme !

Ah blifsful Vmw, Goddefs of Delight, J rb.:

How cou'd'ft thou futfer thy devoted Knight,

On thy own Day to fall by Foe opprefs'd,

The wight of all the World who ferv'd thee beft ?

Who true to Love, was all for Recreation,

And minded not the Work of Propagation.

Gaufride, who could'ft fo well in Rhime complain,

The Death of Richard with an Arrow flain,

Why had not I thy Mufe, or thou my Heart,

To ring this heavy Dirge with equal Art !

That I like thee on Friday might complain ;

For on that Day was Ceur de Lion (lain.

-

Not louder Cries when Ilium was in Flames,

Were fent to Heav'n by woful Trojan Dames,

When Pyrrhm tofs'd on high his burniuYd Blade,
wo v'^

And offered Priam to his Father's Shade,

Than for the Cock the widow'd Poultry made.

Fair Partlet
firft,

when he was born from fight,

With foveraign Shrieks bewaiFd her Captive Knight.

Far lowder than the Carthaginian Wife,
'

too?

When Afdrubal her Husband loft his Life,

When fhe beheld the fmouldring Flames afcend,

And all the Punick Glories at an end : zfotiC

Willing into the Fires fhe plung'd her Head, >te7 B b'iRit
'

With greater Eafe than others feek their Bed. ;M ^iwv/j fir

"to &[t\u% ni

Kk Not

/
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Not more aghaft the Matrons of Renown,
When Tyrant Nero burn'd th' Imperial Town,
Shriek'd for the downfal in a doleful Cry,

For which their guiltlefs Lords were doom'd-to die.

Now to my Story I return again,

The trembling Widow, and her Daughters twain, lr {D

This woful cackling Cry with Horror heard, [ Ql J

Of thofe diftra&ed Damfels in the Yard
5

And ftarting up beheld the heavy Sight,

How Reynard to the Foreft took his Flight,

And crofs his Back as in triumphant Scorn,

The Hope and Pillar of the Houfe was born.

: *j>!il I tarlT

The Fox, the wicked Fox^ was all the Cry, ;

, , ^
Out from his Houfe ran ev'ry Neighbour nigh :

The Vicar
firft, and after him the Crew, ^ ...

With Forks and Staves the Fellon to purfuc.

Ran Coll our Dog, and Talbot with the Band,

And Malkin. with her Diftaff in her Hand :

Ran Cow and Calf, and Family of Hogs,

In Panique Horror of purfuing Dogs,

With many a deadly Grunt and doleful Squeak

Poor Swine, as if their pretty Hearts would break.

The Shouts of Men, the Women in difmay^
'

^nt
With Shrieks augment the Terror of the Day.

The Ducks that heard the Proclamation cry'd,
.

And fear'd a Perfecution might betide, QJ j

Full twenty Mile from Town their Voyage take,

Obfcure in Rufties of the liquid Lake.

*i The
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The Geefe fly
o'er the Barn ; the Bees in Arras,

Drive headlong from their Waxen Cells in Swarms, xr ,

Jack Straw at London-ftone with all his Rout

Struck not the City with fo loud a Shout ; ^ .,
r

Not when with Englifh Hate they did purfue

A French Man, or an unbelieving Jew :

Not when the Welkin rung with one and all
;

And Echoes bounded back from Four's Hall ;

Earth feem'd to fink beneath, and Heav'n above to fell.

With Might and Main they chas'd the murd'rous Fox,

With brazen Trumpets, and inflated Box,

To kindle Mars with military Sounds,

Nor wanted Horns t'infpire fagacious Hounds.

But.Tee how Fortune can confound the Wife,

And when they leaft expe<ft it, turn the Dice.

The Captive Cock, who fcarce cou'd draw his Breath,

And lay within the very Jaws of Death :

Yet in this Agony his Fancy wrought

And Fear fupply'd him with this happy Thought :

Yours is the Prize, victorious Prince, faid he,

The Vicar my defeat, and all the Village fee.

Enjoy your friendly Fortune while you may, r *

And bid the Churls that envy you the Prey,

Call back their mungril Curs, and ceafe their Cry, > r
i

See Fools, the fhelter of the Wood is nigh,

And Chanticleer in your defpight fhall die.

He (hall be pluck'd, and eaten to the Bone.

'Tis well advis'd, in Faith it (hall be done \

Kk 2 This
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This Reynard {aid : but as the Word he fpoke,

The Pris'ner with a Spring from Prifon broke :

Then ftretch'd his feather'd Fans with all his might,

And to the neighb'ring Maple wing'd his
flight.

Whom when the Traytor fafe on Tree beheld,

He curs'd the Gods, with Shame and Sorrow fill'd ;

Shame for his Folly ; Sorrow out of time,

For Plotting an unprofitable Crime :

Yet rnaft'ring both, th' Artificer of Lies

Renews th' Aflault, and his laft BattVy tries.

Though I, fa id he, did ne'er in Thought offend,

How juftly may my Lord fufpeft his Friend ?

Th' appearance is againft me, I confefs,

Who feemingly have put you in Diftrefs :

You, if your Goodnefs does not plead my Caufe,

May think I broke all hofpitable Laws,

To bear you from your Palace-yard by Might,

And put your noble Perfon in a Fright :

This, fince you take it
ill,

I muft repent,

Though Heav'n can witnefs with no bad intent,

I pra&is'd it,
to make you tafte your Cheer,

With double Pleafure firft prepar'd by fear.

So loyal Subjects often feize their Prince,

Forc'd (for his Good) to feeming Violence,

Yet mean his facred Perfon not the leaft Offence.

Defcend ; fo help me Jove as you (hall find

That Reynard comes of no diflembling Kind.

Nay,
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Nay, quoth the Cock ; but I befhrew us both,

If I believe a Saint upon his Oath :

An honeft Man may take a Knave's Advice,

But Idiots only will be couzen'd twice :

Once warn'd is well bewar'd : No flatt'ring Lies

Shall footh me more to fing with winking Eyes,

And open Mouth, for fear of catching Flies.

Who Blindfold walks upon a Rivers brim

When he mould fee, has he deferv'd to fwim ?

Better, Sir Cock, let all Contention ceafe,

Come down, faid Reynard^ let us treat of Peace.

A Peace with all my Soul, faid Chanticleer ;

But with your Favour, I will treat it here :

And leaft the Truce with Treafon mould be mixt,

'Tis my concern to have the Tree betwixt.

The MORAL.
In this plain Fable you th' Effe& may fee

Of Negligence, and fond Credulity :

And learn befides of Flatt'rers to beware,

Then moft pernicious when they fpeak too fair.

The Cock and Fox, the Fool and Knave imply ;

The Truth is moral, though the Tale a Lie.

Who fpoke in Parables, I dare not fay ;

But fure, he knew it was a pleaflng way,

Sound Senfe, by plain Example, to convey.

And in a Heathen Author we may find,

That Pleafure with Inftru&ion mould be join'd :

So take the Corn, and leave the Chaff behind.

THEO-
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THEODORE
AND

HO NOR I A.

OF
all the Cities in Romanian Lands,

The chief, and moft renown'd Ravenna ftands :

Adorn'd in ancient Times with Arms and Arts,

And rich Inhabitants, with generous Hearts.

But Theodore the Brave^ above the reft,

With Gifts of Fortune, and of Nature blefs'd,

The foremoft Place, for Wealth and Honour heldj

And all in Feats of Chivalry excell'd.

This noble Youth to Madnefs lov'd a Dame,

Of high Degree, Honoria was her Name :

Fair as the Faireft, but of haughty Mind,

And fiercer than became fo foft a kind ;

Proud of her Birth ; (for equal fhe had none ;)

The reft (he fcorn'd
;
but hated him alone.

His Gifts, his conftant Courtfhip, nothing gain'd ;

For fhe, the more he lov'd, the more difdain d :

LI He
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He liv'd with all the Pomp he cou'd devife,

At Tilts and Turnaments obtain'd the Prize,

But found no favour in his Ladies Ryes :

Relentlefs as a Rock, the lofty Maid

Turn'd all to Poyfon that he did, or faid :

Nor Pray'rs, nor Tears, nor offer'd Vows could move ;

The Work went backward ; and the more he itrove

T'advance his Sute, the farther from her Love.

Weary'd at length, and wanting Remedy,

He doubted oft, and oft refolv'd to die.

But Pride ftood ready to prevent the Blow,

For who would die to gratify a Foe ?

His generous Mind difdain'd fo mean a Fate ;

That pafs'd, his next Endeavour was to Hate.

But vainer that Relief than all the reft,

The lefs he hop'd with more Deflre poffefs'd ;

Love ftood the Siege, and would not yield his Breaft.

Change was the next, but change deceiv'd his Care,

He fought a Fairer, but found none fo Fair.

He would have worn her out by flow degrees,

As Men by Fafting ftarve th' untam'd Difeafe :

But prefent Love required a prefent Eafe.

Looking he feeds alone his famiuYd Eyes,

Feeds lingring Death, but looking not he dies.

Yet ftill he chofenhe longeft way to Fate,

Wafting at once his Life, and his Eftate.

Hi?
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His Friends beheld, and pity'd him in vain,

For what Advice can eafe a Lover's Pain !
-

Abfence, the beft Expedient they could find

Might fave the Fortune, if not cure the Mind :

This Means they long proposed, but little gain'd,

Yet after much purfuit, at length obtain'd.

Hard, you may think it was, to give confent,

But, ftruggling with his own Defires, he went :

With large Expence, and with a pompous Train,

Provided, as to vilit France or Spain^

Or for fome diftant Voyage o'er the Main.

But Love had clipp'd his Wings, and cut him fhort,

Confin'd within the purlieus of his Court :

Three Miles he went, nor farther could retreat ;

His Travels ended at his Country-Seat :

To Chaffis pkafing Plains he took his way,

There pitch'd his Tents, and there refolv'd to ftay.

The Spring was in the Prime ; the neighboring Grove,

Supply'd with Birds, the Chorifters of Love :

Mufick unbought, that minifter'd Delight,

To Morning-walks, and lull'd his Cares by Night :

There he difcharg'd his Friends ; but not.th' Expence

Of frequent Treats, and proud Magnificence.

He livd as Kings retire, though more at large,

From publick Bufinefs, yet with equal Charge ;

With Houfe, and Heart (till open to receive ;

As well content, as Love would give him leave :

LI 1 He
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He would have liv'd more free , but many a Gueft,

Who could forfake the Friend, purfu'd the Feaft.

It happ'd one Morning, as his Fancy led,

Before his ufual Hour, he left his Bed ;

To walk within a lonely Lawn, that ftood

On evVy fide, furrounded by the Wood :

Alone he walk'd, to pleafe his penfive Mind,

And fought the deepeft Solitude to find :

'Twas in a Grove of fpreading Pines he ftray'd ;

The Winds, within the quiv'ring Branches plaid,

And Dancing-Trees a mournful Mufick made.

The Place it felf was fuiting to his Care,

Uncouth, and Salvage, as the cruel Fair.

He wander'd on, unknowing where he went,

Loft in the Wood, and all on Love intent :

The Day already half his Race had run,

And fummon'd him to due Repaft at Noon,

But Love could feel no Hunger but his own.

While lift'ning to the murm'ring Leaves he ftood,

More than a Mile immers'd within the Wood,

At once the Wind was laid ; the whifp'ring found

Was dumb ; a rifing Earthquake rock'd the Ground :

With deeper Brown the Grove was overfpred :

A fuddain Horror feiz'd his giddy Head,

And his Ears tinckled, and his Colour fled.

Nature was in alarm
; fome Danger nigh

Seeirfd threaten'd, though unfeen to mortal Eye :

Unus'd
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Unus'd to fear, he fummon'd all his Soul

And ftood collected' in himfelf, and whole ;

Not long : For foon a Whirlwind rofe around,

And from afar he heard a fcreaming found,

As of a Dame diftrefs'd, who cry'd for Aid,

And fill'd with loud Laments the fecret Shade.

A Thicket clofe befide the Grove there ftood

With Breers, and Brambles choak'd, and dwarfifli Wood :

From thence the Noife : Which now approaching near

With more diftinguifh'd Notes invades his Ear :

He rais'd his Head, and faw a beauteous Maid,

With Hair difhevell'd, ifluing through the Shade ;

Stripp'd of her Cloaths, and e'en thofe Parts reveal'd,

Which modeft Nature keeps from Sight conceal'd.

Her Face, her Hands, her naked Limbs were torn,

With
paffing through the Brakes, and prickly Thorn :

Two Maftifrs gaunt and grim, her Flight purfu'd,

And oft their faften'd Fangs in Blood embru'd :

Oft they came up and pinch'd her tender Side,

Mercy, O Mercy, Heav'n, fhe ran, and cry'd ;

When Heav'n was nam'd they loos'd their Hold again,

Then fprung (he forth, they follow'd her amain.

Not far behind, a Knight of fwarthy Face,

High on a Coal-black Steed purfu'd the Chace ;

With flaming Flames his ardent Eyes were
fill'd,

And in his Hands a naked Sword he held :

He chear'd the Dogs to follow her who fled,

And vow'd Revenge on her devoted Head.

As
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As Theodore was born of noble Kind,

The brutal Aclion rowz'd his manly Mind :

Mov'd with unworthy Ufage of the Maid,

He, though unarm'd, refolv'd to give her Aid.

A Saplin Pine he wrench'd from out the Ground,

The readied Weapon that his Fury found.

Thus furnim'd for Offence, he crofs'd the way

Betwixt the gracelefs Villain, and his Prey.

The Knight came thund'ririg on, but from afar

Thus in imperious Tone forbad the War :

Ceafe, Theodore, to proffer vain Relief,

Nor (top the vengeance of fo juft
a Grief ;

But give me leave to feize my deftin'd Prey,

And let eternal Juftice take the way :

I but revenge my Fate ; difdain'd, betray'd,

And fufFring Death for this ungrateful Maid.

He fay'd ; at once difmounting from the Steed;

For now the Hell-hounds with fuperiour Speed

Had reached the Dame, and fafVhing on her Side,

The Ground with ifTuing Streams of Purple dy'd.

Stood Theodore furpriz'd in deadly Fright,

With chatt'ring Teeth and briftling Hair upright;

Yet arm'd with inborn Worth, What e'er, fa id he,

Thou art,
who know'ft me better than I thee ;

Or prove thy rightful Caufe, or be defy'd :

The Spe&re, fiercely ftaring, thus reply'd.

Know,
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Know, Theodore, thy Anceitry I claim,

And Guido Cavakanti was my Name.

One common Sire our Fathers did beget,

My Name and Story fome remember yet :

Thee, then a Boy, within my Arms I laid,

When for my Sins I lov'd this haughty Maid ;

Not lefs ador'd in Life, nor ferv'd by Me,
Than proud Honoria now is lov'd by Thee.

What did I not her ftubborn Heart to gain ?

But all my Vows were anfwer'd with Difdain ;

She fcorn'd my Sorrows, and defpis'd my Pain.

Long time I dragg'd my Days in fruitlefs Care,

Then loathing Life, and plung'd in deep Defpair,

To finifh my unhappy Life, I fell

On this fharp Sword, and now am damn'd in Hell.

Short was her Joy ; for foon th' infultbg Maid

By Heav'n's Decree in the cold Grave was laid,

And as in unrepenting Sin (he dy'd,

Doom'd to the fame bad Place, is punifh'd for her Pride;
Becaufe (he deem'd I well deferv'd to die,

And made a Merit of her Cruelty.

There, then, we met; both try'd and both were ca ft

And this irrevocable Sentence pafs'd ;

That (he whom I fo long purfu'd in vain,

Should fuffer from my Hands a lingring Pain :

Renew'd to
Life, that (he might daily die,

I daily doom'd to follow, (he to
fly ;

No
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No more a Lover but a mortal Foe,

I feek her Life (for Love is none below : )

As often as my Dogs with better fpeed

Arreft her Flight, is fhe to Death decreed.

Then with this fatal Sword on which I dy'd,

I pierce her open'd Back or tender Side,

And tear that hardened Heart from out her Breaft,

Which, with her Entrails, makes my hungry Hounds a Feaft.

Nor lies fhe long, but as her Fates ordain,

Springs up to Life, and frefh to fecond Pain,

Is fav'd to Day, to Morrow to be (lain.

This, vers'd in Death, th' infernal Knight relates,

And then for Proof rulfiU'd their common Fates;

Her Heart and Bowels through her Back he drew,
And fed the Hounds that help'd him to purfue.

Stern'd look'd the Fiend, as fruftrate of his Will

Not half fuffic'd, and greedy yet to kill.

And 'now the Soul expiring through the Wound,
Had left the Body breathlefs on the Ground,
When thus the

grifly Spedre fpoke again :

Behold the Fruit of ill-rewarded Pain :

As many Months as I fuftain d her Hate,

So many Years is (he condemn'd by Fate

To daily Death
; and ev'ry feveral Place, f \

Confi-ious of her Difdain, and my Difgrace,

Muft witnefs her juft Punifhment ; and be

A Scene of Triumph and Revenge to me.

As in this Grove I took my laft Farewel,

As on this very (pot of Earth 1
fell,

As
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As Friday faw me die, fo me my Prey

Becomes ev'n here, on this revolving Day.

Thus while he fpoke, the Virgin from the Ground

Upftarted fre^i, already clos'd the Wound,
And unconcern'd for all (he felt before

Precipitates her Flight along the Shore :

The Hell-hounds, as ungorg'd with Flelh and Blood

Purfue their Prey, and feek their wonted Food :

The Fiend remounts his Courfer ; mends his Pace,

And all the Vifion vanifrVd from the Place.

Long ftood the noble Youth opprefs'd with Awe,

And ftupid at the wond'rous Things he faw

Surpaffing common Faith ; tranfgreffing Nature's Law.

He would have been afleep, and wifh'd to wake,

But Dreams, he knew, no long Impreffion make,

Though ftrong at firft : If Vifion, to what end,

But fuch as muft his future State portend ?

His Love the Damfel, and himfelf the Fiend.

But yet reflecting that it could not be

From Heav'n, which cannot impious Ads decree,

Refolv'd within himfelf to fhun the Snare

'Which Hell for his Diftru&ion did prepare ;

And as his better Genius mould direct

From an ill Caufe to draw a good efFedt.

Infpir'd from Heav'n he homeward took his way^

Nor palfd his new Defign with long delay :

Mm But
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But of his Train a trufty Servant fent ;

To call his Friends together at his Tent.

They came, and ufual Salutations paid,

With Words premeditated thus he faid :

What you have often counfell'd, to remove

My vain purfuit of unreguarded Love ;

By Thrift my finking Fortune to repair,

Tho' late, yet is at laft become my Care : |0

My Heart fhall be my own ; my vaft Expence

Reduc'd to bounds, by timely Providence :

This only I require ; invite for me

Honoria, with her Father's Family,

Her Friends, and mine ;
the Caufe I mail difplay,

On Friday next, for that's th' appointed Day.

Well pleas'd were all his Friends, the Task was light ;

The Father, Mother, Daughter, they invite ;

Hardly the Dame was drawn to this repaft ;

But yet refolv'd, becaufe it was the laft.

The Day was come ; the Guefts invited came,

And, with the reft, th' inexorable Dame :

A Feaft prepar'd with riotous Expence,

Much Coft, more Care, and moil Magnificence.

The Place ordain'd was in that haunted Grove,

Where the revenging Ghoft purfu'd his Love :

The Tables in a proud Pavilion fpred,

With Flow'rs below, and Tiflue overhead :

The reft in rank ;
Honoria chief in place,

Was artfully contriv'd to fet her Face

To front the Thicket, and behold the Chace.

The
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The Feaft was ferv'd ; the time fo well forecaft,

That juft when the Deflert, and Fruits were plac'd,

The Fiend's Alarm began ; the hollow found

Sung in the Leaves, the Foreft (hook around,

Air blacken'd , rowl'd the Thunder ; groan'd the Ground.

Nor long before the loud Laments arife,

Of one diftrefs'd, and Maftiffs mingled Cries ;

And firft the Dame came rufhing through the Wood,

And next the faminYd Hounds that fought their Food

And grip'd her Flanks, and oft eflay'd their Jaws in Blood.

Laft came the Fellon on the Sable Steed,

Arm'd with his naked Sword, and urg'd his Dogs to fpeed :

She ran, and cry'd ; her Flight directly bent,

(A Gueft unbidden) to the fatal Tent,

The Scene of Death, and Place ordain'd for Punifhment.

Loud was the Noife, aghaft was every Gueft,

The Women fhriek'd, the Men forfook the Feaft ;

The Hounds at nearer diftance hoarfly bay'd ;

The Hunter clos'd purfu'd the vifionary Maid,

She rent the Heav'n with loud Laments, imploring Aid.

The Gallants to protett the Ladies right,

Their Fauchions brandifh'd at the griily Spright ;

High on his Stirups, he provok'd the Fight.

Then on the Crowd he caft a furious Look,

And withered all their Strength before he ftrook :

Back on your Lives ; let be, faid he, my Prey,

And let my Vengeance take the deftin d way.

Mm 2 Vaia
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Vain are your Arms, and vainer your Defence,

Againft th' eternal Doom of Providence :

Mine is th
7

ungrateful Maid by Heav'n defign'd :

Mercy (he would not give, nor Mercy ihall (he find.

At this the former Tale again he told

With thund'ring Tone, and dreadful to behold :

Sunk were their Hearts with Horror of the Crime,

Nor needed to be waim'd a fecond time,

But bore each other back; fome knew the Face,

And all had heard the much lamented Cafe,

Of him who fell for Love, and this the fatal Place.

And now th' infernal Minifter advanced,

Seiz'd the due Viclim, and with Fury lanch'd

Her Back, and piercing through her inmoft Heart,

Drew backward, as before, th' offending part.

The reeking fintrails next he tore away,

And to his meagre Maftiffs" made a Prey :

The pale Affiftants, on each other ftar'd

With gaping Mouths for ifluing Words prepar'd ;

The ftill-born founds upon the Palate hung,

And dy'd imperfect on the faltring Tongue.
The Fright was general ; but the Female Band

(A helplefs Train) in more Confufion ftand ;

With Horror (huddring, on a heap they run, -^jfl
Sick at the fight of hateful Juftice done ;

For Confidence rung th' Alarm, and made the Cafe theirown.*

So fpread upon a Lake with upward Eye

A plump of Fowl, behold their Foe on high,

-"-
They



Theodore and Honoria. 269

They clofe their trembling Troop ; and all attend

On whom the fowling Eagle will defcend.

But moft the proud Honoria fear'd th' event,

And thought to her alone the Virion fent.

Her Guilt prefents to her diftra&ed Mind

Heav'ns Juftice, Theodores revengeful Kind,

And the fame Fate to the fame Sin affign'd ;

Already fees her felf the Monfter's Prey,

And feels her Heart, and Entrails torn away.

'Twas a mute Scene of Sorrow, mix'd with fear,

Still on the Table lay th'unfiniuYd Cheer;

The Knight, and hungry MaftifFs ftood around,

The mangled Dame lay breathlefs on the Ground :

When on a fuddain reinfpired with Breath,

Again fhe rofe, again to fuffer Death ;

Nor ftay'd the Hell-hounds, nor the Hunter ftay'd,

But follow'd, as before, the flying Maid :

Th' Avenger took from" Earth th' avenging Sword,

And mounting light as Air, his Sable Steed he fpurr'd :

The Clouds difpelfd, the Sky refum'd her Light,

And Nature flood recover'd of her Fright.

---'

1

,

But Fear, the laft of Ills,
remain'd behind,

And Horror heavy fat on ev'ry Mind.

Nor Theodore incourag'd more his Feaft,

But fternly look'd, as hatching in his Breaft

Some deep Defign, which when Honoria view'd,

The frefh Impulfe her former Fright renew'd :

She
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She thought her felf the trembling Dame who fled,

And him the
grifly Ghoft that fpurr'd th' infernal Steed :

The more difmay'd, for when the Guefts withdrew

Their courteous Hoft faluting all the Crew,

Regardlefs pafs'd her o'er ; nor grac'd with kind adieu.

That Sting infix'd within her haughty Mind,

The downfal of her Empire (he divin'd ;

And her proud Heart with fecret Sorrow pin'd.

Home as they went, the fad Difeourfe renew'd

Of the relentlefs Dame to Death purfu'd,

And of the Sight obfcene fo lately view'd.

None durft arraign the righteous Doom (he bore,

Ev'n they who pity'd moft yet blam'd her more :

The Parallel they needed not to name,

But in the Dead they damn'd the living Dame.

At ev'ry little Noife (he look'd behind,

For ftill the Knight was prefent to her Mind :

And anxious oft (he ftarted on the way,

And thought the Horfeman-Ghoft came thundring for his Prey.

Retum'd, (he took her Bed, with little Reft,

But in (hort Slumbers dreamt the Funeral Feaft :

Awak'd, (he turn'd her Side ; and flept again,

The fame black Vapors mounted in her Brain,

And the fame Dreams return'd with double Pain.

Now forc'd to wake becaufe afraid to fleep

Her Blood all Fever'd, with a furious Leap

She fprung from Bed, diftra&ed in her Mind,

And fear'd, at ev'ry Step, a twitching Spright behind.

Darkling
*
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Darkling and defp'rate with a ftagg'ring pace,

Of Death afraid, and confcious of Difgrace ;

Fear, Pride, Remorfe, at once her Heart aflaird,

Pride put Remorfe to flight, but Fear prevail'd.

Friday, the fatal Day, when next it came,

Her Soul forethought the Fiend would change his Game,

And her purfue, or Theodore be (lain,

And two Ghofts join their Packs to hunt her o'er the Plain.

This dreadful Image fo poflefs'd her Mind,

That defp'rate any Succour elfe to find,

She ceas'd all farther hope ; and now began

To make reflexion on th' unhappy Man.

Rich, Brave, and Young, who paft expreffion lov'd,

Proof to Difdain ; and not to be remov'd :

Of all the Men refpe&ed, and admir'd,

Of all the Dames, except her felf,
defir'd.

Why not of her ? Preferr'd above the reft

By him with Knightly Deeds, and open Love profefs'd ?

So had another been ; where he his Vows addrefs'd.

This quell'd her Pride, yet other Doubts remain'd,

That once difdaining fhe might be difdain'd :

The Fear was
juft,

but greater Fear prevailed,

Fear of her Life by hellifb Hounds aflail'd :

He took a lowering leave ; but who can tell,

What outward Hate, might inward Love conceal ?

Her Sexes Arts fhe knew, and wh not then,

Might deep diflembling have a place in Men ?

Here Hope began to dawn ; refolv'd to try, m$$su
She fix'd on this her utmoft Remedy ;

Death was behind, but hard it was to die.

'Twas
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'Twas time enough at laft on Death to call,

The^Precipice in fight: A Shrub was all,

That kindly ftood betwixt to break the fatal fall.

One Maid fhe had, belov'd above the reft,

Secure of her, the Secret fhe-confefs'd :

And now the chearful Light her Fears difpell'd,

She with no winding turns the Truth conceal'd,

But put the Woman off, and ftood reveaFd :

With Faults confefsM commiffion'd her to go,

If Pity yet had place, and reconcile her Foe :

The welcom Meflage made, was foon receiv'd ;

'Twas what he wifrYd, and hop'd, but fcarce believ'd ;

Fate feem'd a fair occafion to prefent,

He knew the Sex, and fear'd (he might repent,

Should he delay the moment of Confent.

There yet remain'd to gain her Friends (a Care

The modefty of Maidens well might fpare ; )

But fhe with fuch a Zeal the Caufe embraced,

(As Women where they will, are all in haft)

That Father, Mother, and the Kin befide,

Were overborn by fury of the Tide :

With full confent of all, fhe chang'd her State,

Refiftlefs in her Love, as in her Hate.

By her Example warn'd, the reft beware -

More Eafy, lefs Imperious, were the Fair;

And that one Hunting which the Devil defign'd,

For one fair Female, loft him half the Kind.

CEYX
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CEYX
AND

ALCYONE
Connexion of this Fable with the former.

Ceyx, the^Son of Lucifer, (the Morning Star) and King ofTm-
chin in Theflaly, was married to Alcyone Daughter to iEolus

God of the Winds. Both the Husband and the Wife lovd each

other with an entire Ajfe&ion. Daedalion, the Elder Brother of

Ceyx (whom ht fucceeded) having
been turnd into a Falcon by

Apollo ,
and Chione, DasdalioriV Daughter, Jlain -by

Diana.

Ceyx prepares
a Ship to fail to Claros there to

conjult
the Oracle

of Apollo,
and (as Ovid Jeems to intimate) to enquire how the

Anger of the Gods might be attond.

THESE
Prodigies afflift the pious Prince,

But more perplex'd with thofe that happen'd fince,

He purpofes to feek the Clarian God, 2

Avoiding Delphos, his more fam'd Abode ; S>

Since Phlegyan Robbers made unfafe the Road. j

Yet cou'd he not from her he lov'd fo well

The fatal Voyage, he refolv'd, conceal ;

But when fhe faw her Lord prepar'd to part,

A deadly Cold ran (hiv'ring to her Heart :

A a a Her
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Her faded Cheeks are chang'd to Boxen Hue,

And in her Eyes the Tears are ever new :

She thrice aflay'd to Speak ; her Accents hung

And faltuog dy'd unfinifh'd on her ToOgue,
Or vanifh'd into Sighs : With long delay

Her Voice return'd ; and found the wonted way.

Te|l me, my Lord,, fhe iaid,->what Fault unknown *

Thy tfnce belov'd Alcyone has done ? r>

Whether, ah whether is thy Kindneis gone !

Can Ceyx then fuftain to leave his Wife,

And unconcern'd forfake the Sweets of Life ?

What can thy Mind to this long Journey move,

Or need'ft thou abfence to renew thy Love ?

Yet, if thou go'ft by Land, tho' Grief poflefs

My Soul ev'n then, my Fears will be the lefs.

But ah ! be warn'd to fhun the Watry Way,
The Face is frightful of the ftormy Sea.

For late I faw a-drift disjointed Planks,

And empty Tombs erected on the Banks.

Nor let falfe Hopes to trult betray thy Mind,

Becaufe my Sire in Caves conftrains the Wind,

Can with a Breath their clamVous Rage appeafe,

They fear his Whittle, and forfake the Seas;

Not fo, for once indulged, they fweep the Main ;

Deaf to the Call, or hearing hear in vain ;

But bent on Mifchief bear the Waves before,

And not content with Seas infult the Shoar,

When Ocean, Air, and Earth, at once ingage

And rooted Forrefts
fly before their Rage :

At
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At nee the clafhing Clouds to Battle move,

And Lightnings run acrofs the Fields above :

I know them well, and mark'd their rude Comport,

While yet a Child, within my Father's Court :

In times of Tempert they command alone,

And he but fits precarious on the Throne :

The more I kriow, the more my Fears augment,

And Fears are oft prophetick of th' event.

But if not Fears, or Reafons will prevail,

If Fate has hYd thee obftinate to fail,

Go not without thy Wife, but let me bear

My part of Danger with an equal ihare,

And prefent, what I fuffer only fear :

Then o'er the bounding Billows fhall we fly,

Secure to live together, or to die.

Thefe Reafons mov'd her ftarlike Husband's Hearty

But {till he held his Purpofe to depart :

For as he lov'd her equal to his Life,

He wou'd not to the Seas expofe his Wife ;

Nor cou'd be wrought his Voyage to refrain,

But fought by Arguments to footh her Pain :

Nor thefe avail'd ; at length he lights on one,

With which, fo difficult a Caufe he won :

My Love, fo fhort an abfence ceafe to fear,

For by my Father's holy Flame, I fwear,

Before two Moons their Orb with Light adorn,

If Heav'n allow me Life, I will return.

*

Aaa 2 This



364 Ceyx and Alcyone.

This Promife of fo fliort a ftay prevails ;

He foon equips the Ship, iupplies the Sails,

And gives the Word to launch ; Ihe trembling views

This pomp of Death, and parting Tears renews :

Lalt with a Kifs, (he took a long farewel,

Sigh'd, with a fad Prefage, and fwooning fell :

While Ceyx feeks Delays, the lufty Crew

Rais'd on their Banks their Oars in order drew,

To their broad Breafts, the Ship with fury flew.

The Queen recovered rears her humid Eyes,

And firft her Husband on the Poop efpies

Shaking his Hand at diftance on the Main ;

She took the Sign ; and (hook her Hand again.

Still as the Ground recedes, contracts her View

With fharpen'd Sight, till (he no longer knew

The much-lov'd Face; that Comfort loft fupplies

With lefs, and with the Galley feeds her Eyes ;

The Galley born from view by riling Gales

She follow'd with her Sight the flying Sails :

When ev'n the flying Sails were feen no more

Forfaken of all Sight, fhe left: the Shoar.

Then on her Bridal-Bed her Body throws,

And fought in deep her weary 'd Eyes to dole :

Her Husband's Pillow, and the Widow'd part

Which once he prefs'd, renew'd the former Smart.

And
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And now a Breeze from Shoar began to blow,

The Sailors fhip their Oars, and ceafe to row ;

Then hoift their Yards a-trip, and all their Sails

Let fall, to court the Wind, and catch the Gales :

By this the Veflel half her Courfe had run,

And as much refted till the rifing Sun ;

Both Shpres were loft to Sight, when at the clofe

Of Day, a ftiffer Gale at Eaft arofe :

The Sea grew White, the rowling Waves from far

Like Heralds firft denounce, the Wat'ry War.

This feen, the Matter foon began to cry,

Strike, ftrike the Top-fail ; let the Main-fheet
fly,

And furl your Sails : The Winds repel the found,

And in the Speaker's Mouth the Speech is drown'd.

Yet of their own accord, as Danger taught

Each in his way, officioufly they wrought ;

Some flow their Oars, or ftop the leaky Sides,

Another bolder yet the Yard beftrides,

And folds the Sails ;
a fourth with Labour, laves,

Th' intruding Seas, and Waves ejects on Waves.

In this Confufion while their Work they ply,

The Winds augment the Winter of the Sky,

And wage inteftine Wars ; the fuff'ring Seas

Are tofs'd, and mingled as their Tyrants pleafe.

The Mafter wou'd command, but in defpair

Of Safety, ftands amaz'd with ftupid Care,

Nor
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Nor what to bid
,

or what forbid he knows,

Th' ungovern'd Tempeft to fuch Fury grows :

Vain is his Force, and vainer is his Skill ;

With fuch a Concourfe comes the Flood of 111 :

The Cries of Men are mix'd with rattling Shrowds ;

Seas dafh on Seas, and Clouds encounter Clouds :

At once from Eaft to Weft, from Pole to Pole,

The forky Lightnings flam, the roaring Thunders roul

Now Waves on Waves afcending fcale the Skies,

And in the Fires above, the Water fries :

When yellow Sands are lifted from below,

The glittering Billows give a golden Show :

And when the fouler bottom fpews the Black,

The Stygian Dye the tainted Waters take :

Then frothy White appear the flatted Seas,

And change their Colour, changing their Difeafe.

Like various Fits the Trachin Vefifel finds,

And now fublime, me rides upon the Winds ;

As from a lofty Summet looks from high,

And from the Clouds beholds the neather Sky ;

Now from the depth of Hell they lift their Sight,

And at a diftance fee fuperiour Light :

The lafhing Billows make a loud report

And beat her Sides, as battVing Rams, a Fort :

Or as a Lyon, bounding in his way

With Force augmented bears againft his Prey ;

Sidelong to feize ; or unappal'd with fear

Springs on the Toils, and rufhes on the Spear :

So
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So Seas impell'd by Winds with added Pow'r

Affault the Sides, and o'er the Hatches tow'r.

The Planks (their pitchy Cov'ring wafrVd away)
Now yield ; and now a yawning Breach difplay :

The roaring Waters with a hoftile Tide

Rufh through the Ruins of her gaping Side.

Mean time in Sheets of Rain the Sky defcends,

jlnd Ocean fwell'd with Waters upwards tends,

One rifing, falling one, the Heav ns, and Sea

Meet at their Confines, in the middle Way :

The Sails are drunk with Show'rs, and drop with Rain,

Sweet Waters mingle with the briny Main.

No Star appears to lend his friendly Light:

Darknefs and Tempeft make a double Night.

But flaming Fires difclofe the Deep by turns,

And while the Light nings blaze, the Water burns.

Now all the Waves, their fcatter'd Force unite,

And as a Soldier, foremoft in the Fight

Makes way for others : And an Hoft alone

Still prelfes on, and urging gains the Town ; ,

So while th' invading Billows come a-breft,

The Hero tenth advanc'd before the reft,

Sweeps all before him with impetuous Sway,

And from the Walls defcends upon the Prey ;

Part following enter, part remain without,

With Envy hear their Fellows conqu ring Shout :

And mount on others Backs, in hope to fhare
'

The City, thus become the Seat of War.

Au
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An univerfal Cry refouhds aloud,

The Sailors run in heaps, a helplefs Crowd ;

Art fails, and Courage falls, no Succour near ;

As many Waves, as many Deaths appear,

One weeps, and yet defpairs of late Relief;

One cannot weep, his Fears congeal his Grief,

But ftupid, with dry Eyes expe&s his Fate :

One with loud Shrieks laments his loft Eftate,

And calls thofe happy whom their Funerals wait.

This Wretch with Pray'rs, and Vows the Gods implores,

And ev'n the Sky's he cannot fee, adores.

Thit other on his Friends his Thoughts beftows,

His careful Father, and "his faithful Spoufe.

The covetous Worldling in his anxious Mind

Thinks only on the Wealth he left behind.

All Ceyz his Alcyone employs,

For her he grieves, yet in her abfence joys :

His Wife he wifhes, and wou'd ftill be near,

Not her with him, but wifhes him with her :

Now with laft Looks he leeks his Native Shoar,.

Which Fate has deftin'd him to fee no more ;

He fought, but in the dark tempeftuous Night

He knew not whether to direct his Sight.

So whirl the Seas, fuch Darknefs blinds the Sky,

That the black Night receives a deeper Dye.

The giddy Ship ran round ; the Tempeft tore

Her Maft, and over-board the Rudder bore.

One
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One Billow mounts; and with a fcornful Brow

Proud of her Conqueft gain'd infults the Waves below J

Nor lighter falls,
than if fome Gyant tore

Pyndus and Atbos, with the Freight they bore :

And tofs'd on Seas ; prefs'd with the pondrous Blow

Down finks the Ship within th' Abyfs below :

Down with the Veflel fink into the Main

The many, never-more to rife again.

Some few on fcatter'd Planks with fruitlefs Care

Lay hold, and iwim> but while they fwim, defpain
-

Ev'n he who late a Scepter did command

Now grafps a floating Fragment in his Hand^

And while he ftruggles on the ftormy Main,

Invokes his Father, and his Wire's, in vain
;

But yet his Confort is his greateft Care ;

Alcyone he names amid ft his Pray'r,

Names as a Charm againft the Waves, and Wind ;

Moft in his Mouth, and ever in his Mind :

Tir'd with his Toyl^ all hopes of Safety pa ft,

From Pray'rs to Wilhes he defcends at laft :

That his dead Body wafted to the Sands,

Might have its Burial from her Friendly Hands.

As oft as he can catch a gulp of Air,

And peep above the Seas, he names the Fair,

And ev'n when plung'd beneath, on her he
raves,

Mtirm ring Alcyone below the Waves :

At laft a falling Billow ftops his Breath,

Breaks o'er his Head, and whelms him underneath.

B b b Bright
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Bright Lucifer unlike himfelf appears

That Night, his heav'nly Form obfcur'd with Tears,

And fince he was forbid to leave the Skies,

He muffled with a Cloud his mournful Eyes.

Mean time Alcyone (his Fate unknown)

Computes how many Nights he had been gone,

Obferves the waning Moon with hourly view

Numbers her Age, and wifhes for a new ;

Againft the promis'd Tint provides with care,

And haftens in the Woof the Robes he was to wear :

And for her Self employs another Loom,
New-drefs'd to meet her Lord returning home,

Flatt'ring her Heart with Joys that never were to come :

She fum'd the Temples with an odrous Flame,

And oft before the facred Altars came,

To pray for him, who was an empty Name.

All Pow'rs implor'd, but far above the reft

To Juno fhe her pious Vows addrefs'd,

Her much-lov'd Lord from Perils to protect

And fafe o'er Seas his Voyage to direft :

Then pray'd that fhe might (till poffefs his Heart,

And no pretending Rival ftiare a part ;

This laft Petition heard of all her Pray'r,

The reft difpers'd by Winds were loft in Air.

But fhe, the Goddefs of the Nuptial-Bed,

Tir'd with her vain Devotions for the Dead,

Refolv'd the tainted Hand mould be repell'd

Which Incenfe offer'd, and her Altar held :

Then
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Then Irk thus befpoke ; Thou faithful Maid

By whom thy Queen's Commands are well convey'dj

Haft to the Houfe of Sleep, and bid the God

Who rules the Night by Virions with a Nod,

Prepare a Dream, in Figure and in Form

Refembling him who perifh'd in the Storm ;

This Form before Alcyone prefent,

To make her certain of the fad Event

Indu'd with Robes of various Hew (he
flies,

And flying
draws an Arch, (a fegment of the Skies : )

Then leaves her bending Bow, and from the fteep

Defcends to fearch the (ilent Houfe of Sleep.

Near the Cymmerians, in his dark Abode

Deep in a Cavern, dwells the drowzy God ;

Whofe gloomy Manfion nor the riling Sun

Nor fetting, vifits,
nor the lightfome Noon :

But lazy Vapors round the Region fly,

Perpetual Twilight, and a doubtful Sky ;

No crowing Cock does there his Wings difplay

Nor with his horny Bill provoke the Day :

Nor watchful Dogs, nor the more wakeful Geek^

Difturb with nightly Noife the facred Peace :

Nor Bead of Nature, nor the Tame are nigh,

Nor Trees with Tempefts rock'd, nor human Cry,

But fafe Repofe without an air of Breath

Dwells here, and a dumb Quiet next to Death.

Bbb a Aa



372 Ceyx an& Alcyone.

An Arm of Lethe with a gentle flow ^

Arifing upwards from the Rock below,

The Palace moats, and o'er the Pebbles creeps

And with foft Murmers calls the coming Sleeps :

Around its Entry nodding Poppies grow,

And all cool Simples that fweet Reft beftow ;

Night from the Plants their
fleepy Virtue drains,

And pamng fheds it on the filent Plains :

No Door there was th* unguarded Houfe to keep,

On creaking Hinges turn'd, to break his Sleep.

But in the gloomy Court was rais'd a Bed

StufT'd with black Plumes, and on an Ebon-fted :

Black was the Cov'ring too, where lay the God

And flept fupine, his Limbs difplay'd abroad :

About his Head fantaftick Virions
fly,

Which various Images of Things fupply,

-And mock their Forms, the Leaves on Trees not more ;

Nor bearded Ears in Fields, nor Sands upon the Shore.

The Virgin entririg bright indulg'd the Day
To the brown Cave, and brufh'd the Dreams away :

The God difturb'd with this new glare of Light

Caft fudden on his Face, unfeaPd his Sight,

And rais'd his tardy Head, which funk agen,

And finking on his Bofom knock'd his Chin ;

At length fliook off himfelf ; and ask'd the Dame,

(And asking yawn'd) for what intent (he came ?

To
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To whom the Goddefs thus : O facred Reft,

Sweet pleafing Sleep, of all the PowYs the beft !

O Peace of Mind, repairer of Decay,

Whofe Balms renews the Limbs to Labours of the Day,

Care fhuns thy foft approach, and fallen flies away!

Adorn a Dream, exprefiing human Form,

The Shape of him who fuffer'd in the Storm,
'

And fend it flitting to the Trachin Court,

The Wreck of wretched Ceyx to report :

Before his Queen bid the pale Spe&re ftand,

Who begs a vain Relief at Juno's Hand.

She faid, and fcarce awake her Eyes cou'd keep,

Unable to fupport the fumes of Sleep :

But fled returning by the way (he went,

And fwerv'd along her Bow with fwift aibent.

The God uneafy till he flept again

Refolv'd at once to rid himfelf of Pain ;

And tho' againft his Cuftom, call'd aloud,

Exciting Morpheus from the fleepy Crowd :

Morpheus of all his numerous Train exprefs'd

The Shape of Man, and imitated beft ;

The Walk, the Words, the Gefture cou'd fupply,

The Habit mimick, and the Mien bely ;

Plays well, but all his Ation is confin'd ;

Extending not beyond our human kind.

Another Birds, and Beafts, and Dragons apes,

And dreadful Images, and Monfter fliapes :

This
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This Demon, Icelos
y

in Heav'ns high Hall

The Gods have n3m'd ; but Men Pbobetor call :

A third is Phantafuf, whofe Actions roul

On meaner Thoughts, and Things devoid of Soul ;

Earth, Fruits and Flow'rs, he reprefents in Dreams,

And folid Rocks unmov'd, and running Streams : .

Thefe three to Kings, and Chiefs their Scenes difplay,

The reft before th* ignoble Commons play :

Of thefe the chofen Morpheus is difpatch'd,

Which done, the lazy Monarch overwatch'd

Down from his propping Elbow drops his Head,

Diffolv'd in Sleep, and (brinks within his Bed.

Darkling the Demon glides for Flight prepar'd,

So foft that fcarce his fanning Wings are heard.

To Trachin, fwift as Thought, the flitting Shade

Through Air his momentary Journey made:

Then lays afide the fteerage of his Wings,

Forfakes his proper Form, aflumes the Kings ?

And pale as Death defpoiFd of his Array

Into the Queen's Apartment takes his way,

And ftands before the Bed at dawn of Day :

Unmov'd his Eyes, and wet his Beard appears ;

And fhedding vain, but feeming real Tears ;

The briny Water dropping from his Hairs;

Then ftaring on her with a ghaftly Look

And hollow Voice, he thus the Queen befpoke.

Know'ft thou not me ? Not yet unhappy Wife ?

Or are my Features perifh'd with my Life ?

Look
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Look once again, and for thy Husband loft,

Lo all that's left of him, thy Husband's Ghoft !

Thy Vows for my return were all in vain ;

The ftormy South o'ertook us in the Main ;

And never (halt thou fee thy living Lord again.

Bear witnefs Heav'n I call'd on Thee in Death,

And while I call'd, a Billow ftop'd my Breath :

Think not that flying Fame reports my Fate

I prefent, I appear, and my own Wreck relate.

Rife wretched Widow, rife, nor undeplor'd

Permit my Ghoft to pafs the
Stygian Ford ":

%But rife, prepared in Black, to mourn thy perifh'd Lord.

Thus faid the Player-God ; and adding Art

Of Voice and Gefture, fo perform'd his part,

She thought (fo like her Love the Shade appears)

That Ceyx fpake the Words, and Ceyx fhed the Tears i

She groan'd, her inward Soul with Grief oppreft,

She figh'd, (he wept ; and deeping beat her Breaft :

Then ftretch'd her Arms t'embrace his Body bare,

Her
clafping Arms inclofe but empty Air :

At this not yet awake (he
cry'd, O ftay,

One is our Fate, and common is our way !

So dreadful was the Dream, fo loud (he fpoke^

That ftarting fudden up, the Slumber broke :

Then caft her Eyes around in hope to view

Her vanifti'd Lord, and find the Vifion true :

For now the Maids, who waited her Command^
Ran in with lighted Tapers in their Hands,

TVd,
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Tir'c^with the Search, not finding what ilie leeks,

With cruel Blows {he pounds her blubber'd Cheeks :

Then from her beaten Breaft the Linnen tare,

And cut the golden Caull that bound her Hair.
'

Her Nurfe demands the Caufe with louder Cries,

She profecutes her Griefs, and thus replies.

No more Alcyone ; {he lurTer'd Death

With her lov'd Lord, when Ceyx loft his Breath :

No Flatt'ry, no falfe Comfort, give me none,

My Shipwrecked Ceyx is for ever gone :

I law, I faw him manifeft in view,

His Voice, his Figure, and his Geftures knew :

His Luftre loft,-
and ev'ry living Grace,

Yet I retain'd the Features of his Face ;

Tho' with pale Cheeks, wet Beard, and dropping Hair,

None but my Ceyx cou'd appear fo fair :

I would have ftrain'd him with a ftricl: Embrace,

But through my Arms he flip'd, and vaniftYd from the Place :

There, ev'n juft there he ftood ; and as (he fpoke

Where laft the Spe&re was, (he calt her Look :

Fain wou'd fhe hope, and gaz'd upon the Ground

If any printed Footfteps might be found.

Then figh'd and laid ; This I too well foreknew,

And, my prophetick Fear prefag'd too true :

^Twas what I beg'd when with a bleeding Heart

I took my leave, and fufFer'd Thee to part;

Or I to go along, or Thou to
ftay,

Never, ah never to divide our way !

Happier
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Happier for me, that all our Hours affign'd

Together we had liv'd
; e'en not in Death disjoin'd !

s

So had my Ceyx ftill been living here,

Or with my Ceyx I had periuYd there :

Now I die abfent, in the vaft profound ;

And Me without my Self the Seas have drown'd i

The Storms were not fo cruel ; mould I ftrive

To lengthen Life, and fuch a Grief furvive ;...
But neither will I ftrive, nor wretched Thee

In Death forfake, but keep thee Company.
If not one common Sepulcher contains

Our Bodies, or one Urn, our laft Remains,

Yet Ceyx and Alcyone mall join,

Their Names remember'd in one common Line.

No farther Voice her mighty Grief affords,

For Sighs come ruining in betwixt her Words,

And ftop'd her Tongue, but what her Tongue deny'd

Soft Tears, and Groans, and dumb Complaints fupply'd,

'Twas Morning ;
to the Port me takes her way,

And ftands upon the Margin of the Sea :

That Place, that very Spot of Ground fhe fought,

Or thither by her Deftiny was brought ;

Where laft he ftood : And while (he fadly faid

*Twas here he left me, lingring here delay'd,

His parting Kifs
; and there his Anchors weigh'd.

--

Thus fpeaking, while her Thoughts paft Actions trace,

And call to mind admonifh'd by the Place,

C c c Sharp
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Sharp at her utmoft Ken (lie caft her Eyes,

And fomewhat floating from afar defcries :

It feem'd a Corps adrift, to diftant Sight,

But at a di (ranee who could judge aright ?

It wafted nearer yet, and then me knew

That what before fhe but furmis'd, was true :

A Corps it was, but whofe it was, unknown,

Yet mov'd, howe'er, (lie made the Cafe her own :

Took the bad Omen of a (hipwreck'd Man,

As for a Stranger wept, and thus began.

Poor Wreth, on ftormy Seas to lofe thy Life,

Unhappy thou, but more thy widdow'd Wife !

At this (he paus'd ; for now the flowing Tide

Had brought the Body nearer to the fide :

The more (lie looks, the more her Fears increafe,

At nearer Sight; and (lie's her felf the lefs :

Now driv'n afhore, and at her Feet it lies,

She knows too much, in knowing whom (he fees :

Her Husband's Corps ; at this (lie loudly fhrieks,

Tis he, 'tis he, (lie cries, and tears her Cheeks,

Her Hair, herVeft, and (looping to the Sands

About his Neck (he caft her trembling Hands.

And is it thus, O dearer than my Life,

Thus, thus return'ft Thou to thy longing Wife !

She faid, and to the neighb'ring Mole (he ftrode,

(Rais'd there to break th' Incurfions of the Flood ; )

Headlong
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Headlong from hence to plunge her felf fhe fprings,

Bu^ (hoots along fupported on her Wings,

A Bird new-made about the Banks fhe plies,

Not far from Shore ; and fhort Excurfions tries ;

Nor feeks in Air her humble Flight to raife,
*

Content to skim the Surface of the Seas : ,

Her Bill,
tho' (lender, fends a creaking Noife,

And imitates a lamentable Voice :

Now lighting where the bloodlefs Body lies,

She with a Funeral Note renews her Cries.

At all her ftretch her little Wings fhe fpread,

And with her feather'd Arms embrac'd the Dead :

Then flick'ring to his palid Lips, fhe ftrove

To print a Kifs, the lad effay of Love :

Whether the vital Touch reviv'd the Dead,

Or that the moving Waters rais'd his Head

To meet the Kifs, the Vulgar doubt alone ; -

For fure a prefent Miracle was fhown.

The Gods their Shapes to Winter-Birds
tranflate,

But both obnoxious to their former Fate.

Their conjugal Affection ftill is
ty'd,

And ftill the mournful Race is multiply'd :

They bill, they tread ; Alcyone, comprefs'd

Sev'n Days fits brooding on her
floating Neft :

A wintry Queen : Her Sire at length is kind,

Calms ev'ry Storm, and hufhes ev'ry Wind ;

Prepares his Empire for his Daughter's Eafe,

And for his hatching Nephews fmooths the Seas.

Ccci THE
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NO
W turning from the wintry Signs, the Sun

His Courfe exalted through the Ram had run :

And whirling up the Skies, his Chariot drove

Through Taurus^ and the lightfome Realms of Love ;

Where Venus from her Orb defcends in Show'rs

To glad the Ground, and paint the Fields with Flow'rs :

When hrft the tender Blades of Grafs appear,

And Buds that yet the blaft of Eurm fear,

'

Stand at the door of Life ; and doubt to cloath the Year ;

Till
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Till gentle Heat, and foft repeated Rains,

Make the green Blood to dance within their Veins,

Then, at their Call, embolden'd out they come,

And fwell the Gems, and burft the narrow Room ;

Broader and broader yet, their Blooms difplay,

Salute the welcome Sun, and entertain the Day.

Then from their breathing Souls the Sweets repair

To fcent the Skies, and purge th' unwholfome Air

Joy fpreads the Heart, and with a general Song,

Spring ifliies out, and leads the jolly Months along.

A
In that fweet Seafon, as in Bed I lay,

And fought in Sleep to pafs the Night away,

I turn'd my weary Side, but (till in vain,

tho' full of youthful Health, and void of Pain :

Cares I had none, to keep me from my Reft,

For Love had never enter'd in my Breaft ;

I wanted nothing Fortune could fupply,

Nor did fhe Slumber till that hour deny :

I wonder'd then, but after found it true,

Much Joy had dry'd away the balmy Dew :

Sea s wou d be Pools, without the brulhing Air,

To curl the Waves ; and fure fome little Care

Shou'd weary Nature fo, to make her want repair.

When Chaunticleer the fecond Watch had fung,

Scorning the Scorner Sleep from Bed I fprung.

And dreffing, by the Moon, in loofe Array,

Pafs'd out in open Air, preventing Day,
.

And fought a goodly Grove as Fancy led my way.
HIT

Strait
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Strait as a Line in beauteous Order ftood

Of Oaks unfhorn a venerable Wood
;

Frefh was the Grafs beneath, and ev'ry Tree

At diftance planted in a due degree,

Their branching Arms in Air with equal fpace

Stretch'd to their Neighbours with a long Embrace :

And the new Leaves on ev'ry Bough were feen,

Some ruddy-colour'd, fome of lighter green.

The painted Birds, Companions of the Spring,

Hopping from Spray to Spray, were heard to fing ;

Both Eyes and Ears receiv'd a like Delight,

Enchanting Mufick, and a charming Sight.

On Philomel I nVd my whole Defire ;

And liftVd for the Queen of all the Quire;

Fain would I hear her heav'nly Voice to ling;

And wanted yet an Omen to the Spring.

Attending long in vain ; I took the way,

Which through a Path, but fcarcely printed, lay ;

In narrow Mazes oft it feem'd to meet,

And look'd, as lightly prefs'd, by Fairy Feet.

Wandring I walk'd alone, for ftill methought

To fome ftrange End fo ftrange a Path was wrought :

At laft it led me where an Arbour ftood,

The facred Receptacle of the Wood :

This Place unmark'd though oft I walk'd the Green,

In all my Progrefs I had never feen :

And feiz'd at once with Wonder and Delight,

Gaz'd all arround me, new to the tranfporting Sight.

D d d 'Twas
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Twas bench'd with Turf, and goodly to be feen,

The thick young Grafs arofe in frefher Green :

The Mound was newly made, no Sight cou'd pafs

Betwixt the nice Partitions of the Grafs ;

The well-united Sods fo clofely lay ;

And all arround the Shades defended it from Day.

For Sycamours with Eglantine were fpread,

A Hedge about the Sides, a Covering over Head.

And fo the fragrant Brier was wove between,

The Sycamour and FlowVs were mix'd with Green.

That Nature feem'd to vary the Delight ;

And fatisfy'd at once the Smell and Sight.

The Matter Work-man of the Bow'r was known

Through Fairy-Lands, and built for Qberon ;

Who twining Leaves with fuch Proportion drew,' ] j

They rofe by Meafure, and by Rule they grew :

No mortal Tongue can half the Beauty tell ;

For none but Hands divine could work {q well.

Both Roof and Sides were like a Parlour made,

A foft Recefs, and a cool Summer Ihade ;

The Hedge was let fo thick, no Foreign Eye

The Perfons plac'd within it could efpy :

But all that pafs'd without with Eafe was feen,

As if nor Fence nor Tree was plac'd between.

'Twas border'd with a Field; and fome was plain

With Grafs; and fome was fow'd with rifing Grain.

That (now the Dew with Spangles deck'd the Ground : )

A fweeter fpot of Earth was never found.

I looked, and look'd, and ftitl with new Delight ;

Such Joy my Soul, fuch Pleafures fill'd my Sight :

And
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And the frefli Eglantine exhaFd a Breath ;

Whofe Odours were of Pow r to raife from Death :

Nor fullen Difcontent, nor anxious Care,

Ev'n tho' brought thither, eould inhabit there :

But thence they fled as from their mortal Foe;

For this fweet Place cou'd only Pleafure know.

Thus, as I mus'd, I caft afide my Eye

And faw a Medlar-Tree was planted nigh ;

The fpreading Branches made a goodly Show,

And full of opening Blooms was ev'ry Bough :

A Goldfinch there I faw with gawdy Pride

Of painted Plumes, that hopp'd from fide to fide,

Still pecking as fhe pafs'd ; and ftill fhe drew

The Sweets from ev'ry Flow'r, and fuck'd the Dew :

Suffic'd at length, fhe warbled in her Throat,

And tun'd her Voice to many a merry Note,

But indiftin<ft, and neither Sweet nor Clear,

Yet fuch as footh'd my Soul, and pleas'd my Ear.

Her fhort Performance was no fooner try'd,

When fhe I fought, the Nightingale reply'd :

So fweet, fo fhrill, fo varioufly fhe fung,

That the Grove eccho'd, and the Valleys rung :

And I fo ravifh'd with her heav'nly Note

I flood intrancM, and had no room for Thought.

But all o'er-pou'r'd with Extafy of Blifs,

Was in a pleafing Dream of Paradice ;

At length I wak'd ; and looking round the BowV

Search'd ev'ry Tree, and pry'd
on ev'ry Flow'r,

Ddd 1 If

O
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If any where by chance I might efpy

The rural Poet of the Melody :

For (till methought flie fung not far away ;

At laft I found her on a Lawrel Spray,

Clofe by my Side flie fate, and fair in Sight,

Full in a Line, againft her oppofite ;

Where flood with Eglantine the Lawrel twin'd

And both their native Sweets were well conjoined.

On the green Bank I fat, and liften'd long ;

(Sitting was more convenient for the Song ! )

Nor till her Lay was ended could I move,

But wifh'd to dwell for ever in the Grove.

Only methought the time too fwiftly pafs'd,

And ev'ry Note I fear'd wou'd be the laft.

My Sight, and Smell, and Hearing were employ'd,

And all three Senfes in full Guft enjoy'd.

And what alone did all the reft furpafs,

The fweet PofTeffion of the Fairy Place ;

Single, and confcious to my Self alone,

Of Pleafures to th' excluded World unknown.

Pleafures which no where elfe, were to be found,

And all Elyfium in a fpot of Ground.

Thus while I fat intent to fee and hear,

And drew Perfumes of more than vital Air,

All fuddenly I heard th' approaching found

Of vocal Mufick, on th
1

enchanted Ground :

An
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An Hoft of Saints it feem'd, fo full the Quire ;

As if the Blefs'd above did all confpire,

To join their Voices, and neglect the Lyre.

At length there iffu'd from the Grove behind

A fair AfTembly of the Female Kind :

A Train lefs fair, as ancient Fathers
tell,

Seduc'd the Sons of Heaven to rebel.

I pafs their Forms, and ev'ry charming Grace,

Lefs than an Angel wou'd their Worth debafe :

But their Attire like Liveries of a kind,

All rich and rare is frefh within my Mind.

In Velvet white as Snow the Troop was gown'd,

The Seams with fparkling Emeralds, fet around ;

Their Hoods and Sleeves the fame : And purfled o'er

With Diamonds^ Pearls, and all the mining ftore

Of Eaftern Pomp : Their long defcending Train

With Rubies edg'd, and Saphires, fwept the Plain :

High on their Heads, with Jewels richly fet

Each Lady wore a radiant Coronet.

Beneath the Circles, all the Quire was grae'd

With Chaplets green on their fair Foreheads plac'd.

Of Lawrel fome, of Woodbine many more ;

And Wreaths of Agnus cafim^ others bore :

Thefe laft who with thofe Virgin Crowns were drefs'd,

Appeared in higher Honour than the reft.

They dane'd around, but in the midft was feen -i

A Lady of a more majeftique Mien ; S

By Stature, and by Beauty mark'd their Sovereign Queen, j

She
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She in the midft began with fober Grace ;

Her Servants Eyes were fix'd upon her Face :

And as (he mov'd or turn'd her Motions view'd,

Her Meafures kept, and Step by Step purnYd.

Methought (lie trod the Ground with greater Grace,

With more of Godhead mining in her Face;

And as in Beauty (he furpafs'd the Quire,

So, nobler than the reft, was her Attire.

A Crown of ruddy Gold inclcs'd her Brow,

Plain without Pomp, and Rich without a Show :

A Branch of Agnus cajim in her Hand,

She bore aloft (her Scepter of Command ; )

Admir'd, ador'd by all the circling Crowd,

For wherefoe'er fhe turn'd her Face, they bow'd :

And as fhe danc'd, a Roundelay (he fung,

In honour of the Lawrel, ever young :

She rais'd her Voice on high, and fung fo clear,

The Fawns came fcudding from the Groves to hear :

And all the bending Foreft lent an Ear.

At ev'ry Clofe (he made,, th' attending Throng

Reply'd, and bore the Burden of the Song :

So juft, fo fmall, yet in fo fweet a Note,

It feem'd the Mufick melted in the Throat.

Thus dancing on, and ringing as they danc'd,

They to the middle of the Mead advanc'd :

Till round my Arbour, a new Ring they made,
And footed it about the fecret Shade :

O'erjoy'd
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O'erjoy'd to fee the jolly Troop fo near,

feut fomewhat aw'd I fhook with holy Fear ;

Yet not fo much, but that I noted well i 3

Who did the moft in Song, or Dance excel.

Not long I had obferv'd, when from afar

I heard a fuddain Symphony of War ;

The neighing Coiirfers, and the Soldiers cry,

And founding Trumps that feem'd to tear the Sky :

I faw foon after this, behind the Grove

From whence the Ladies did in order move,

Come iifuing out in Arms a Warrior-Train,

That like a Deluge pour'd upon the Plain :

On barbed Steeds they rode in proud Array,

Thick as the College ofthe Bees in May,

When fwarming o'er the dusky Fields they fly,

New to the Flow'rs, and intercept the Sky.

So fierce they drove, their Courfers were fo fleet,

That the Turf trembled underneath their Feet.

To tell their coftly Furniture were long,

The Summers Day wou'd end before the Song :

To purchafe but the Tenth of all their Store,

Would make the mighty ferfian Monarch poor.

Yet what I can, I will
; before the reft

The Trumpets iffu'd in white Mantles drefs'd :

A numerous Troop, and all their Heads around

With Chaplets green of Cerrial-Oak were crown'd,

And at each Trumpet was a Banner bound ;

Which



5 02 the Flow&r and the Leaf:

Which waving in the Wind difplayM at large

Their Matter's Coat of Arms, and Knightly Charge.

Broad were the Banners, and of inowy Hue,

A purer Web the Silk-worm never drew.

The chief about their Necks, the Scutcheons wore,

With Orient Pearls and Jewels pouder'd o'er :

Broad were their Collars too, and ev'ry one rl I

Was fet about with many a coflly Stone.

Next thefe of Kings at Arms a goodly Train,

In proud Array came prancing o?
er the Plain :

Their Cloaks were Cloth of Silver mix d with Gold,

And Garlands green arround their Temples roll'd :

Rich Crowns were on their royal Scutcheons plac'd

With Saphires, Diamonds, and with Rubies grac'd.

And as the Trumpets their appearance made,

So thefe in Habits were alike array'd ;

But with a Pace more fober, and more flow :

And twenty, Rank in Rank, they rode a-row.

The Purfevants came next in number more ;

And like the Heralds each his Scutcheon bore :

Clad in white Velvet all their Troop they led,

With each an Oaken Chaplet on his Head.

Nine royal Knights in equal Rank, fucceed,

Each Warrior mounted on a
fiery Steed :

In golden Armour glorious to behold y

The Rivets of their Arms were nail'd with Gold.

Their Surcoatsof white Ermiri-Fur weremade;

With Cloth of Gold between that caft a glittering Shade.

The
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The Trappings of their Steeds were of the fame;

The golden Fringe ev'rt fet the Ground on flame *

And drew a precious Trail : A Crown divine

Of Lawrel did about their Temples twine.

Three Henchmen were for ev'ry Knight aflign'd^

All in rich Livery clad, and of a kind :

White Velvet, but unfhorn, for Cloaks they wore,

And each within his Hand a Truncheon bore :

The foremoft held a Helm of rare Device ;

A Prince's Ranfom wou'd not pay the Price.

The fecond bore the Buckler of his Knight,

The third of Cornel-Wood a Spear upright,

Headed with piercing Steel, and polifh'd bright.

Like to their Lords their Equipage was feen,

And all their Foreheads crown'd with Garlands green.

And after thefe came arm'd with Spear and Shield

An Holt fo great, as cover'd all the Field :

And all their Foreheads, like the Knights before,

With Lawrelsever green were (haded o'er,

Or Oak, or other Leaves of lafting kind,

Tenacious of the Stem and firm againft the Wind.

Some in their Hands befides the Lance and Shield,

The Boughs of Woodbind or of Hauthorn held,

Or Branches for their miftique Emblems took,

Of Palm, of Lawrel, or of Cerrial Oak.

Eee Thus



394 The Flower and the Leaf :

Thus marching to the Trumpets lofty found

Drawn in two Lines adverfe they wheel'd around,

And in the middle Meadow took their Ground.

Among themfelves the Turney they divide,

In equal Squadrons, rang'd on either fide.

Then turn'd their Horfes Heads, and Man to Man,

And Steed to Steed oppos'd, the Jufts began.

They lightly fet their Lances in the reft,

And, at the Sign, againft each other prefs'd :

They met, I fitting at my Eafe beheld

The mix'd Events, and Fortunes of the Field.

Some broke their Spears, fome tumbled Horle and Man,

And round the Fields the lighten'd Courfes ran.

An Hour and more like Tides, in equal fway

They rufrYd, and won by turns, and loft the Day :

At length the Nine (who ftill together held)

Their fainting Foes to fhameful Fight compelFd,

And with refiftlefs Force, o'er-ran the Field.

Thus, to their Fame, when flninYd was the Fight,

The Victors from their lofty Steeds alight :

Like them difmounted all the Warlike Train,

And two by two proceeded o'er the Plain :

Till to the fair AfTembly they advanc'd,

Who near the fecret Arbour fung and danc'd.

The Ladies left their Meafures at the Sight,

To meet the Chiefs returning from the Fight,

And each with open Arms embrac'd her chofen Knight.

Amid
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Amid the Plain a fpreading Lawrel flood,

The Grace and Ornament of all the Wood :

That pleating Shade they fought, a foft retreat,

From fuddain April Show'rs, a Shelter from the Heat;

Her leavy Arms with fuch extent were fpread,

So near the Clouds was her afpiring Head,

That Hofts of Birds, that wing the liquid Air,

Perch'd in the Boughs, had nightly Lodging there.

And Flocks of Sheep beneath the Shade from far

Might hear the ratling Hail, and wintry War ;

From Heav'ns Inclemency here found retreat,

Enjoy'd the cool, and fhun'd the fcorching Heat :

A hundred Knights might there at Eafe abide ;

And ev'ry Knight a Lady by his fide :

The Trunk it felf fuch Odours did bequeath,

That a Moluccan Breeze to thefe was common Breath.

The Lords, and Ladies here approaching, paid

Their Homage, with a low Obeifance made :

And feem'd to venerate the facred Shade.

Thefe Rites perform'dj their Pleafures they purfue,

With Songs of Love, and mix with Meafures new ;

Around the holy Tree their Dance they frame,

And ev'ry Champion leads his chofen Dame^

I caft my Sight upon the farther Field,

And a frefh Object of Delight beheld :

For from the Region of the Weft I heard

New Mulick found, and a new Troop appear'd ;

Of Knights, and Ladies mix'd a
jolly Band,

But all on Foot they march'd, and Hand in Hand.

E e e o. the
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The Ladies drefs'd in rich Symarrs were ieen

Of Florence Satten, flowVd with White and Green,

And for a Snade betwixt the bloomy Gridelin.

The Borders of their Petticoats below

Were guarded thick with Rubies on a-row ;

And -ev'ry Damfef wore upon her Head

Of Flow'rs a Garland blended White and Red.

Attir'd in Mantles all the Knights were feen,

That gratify
'd the View with chearful Green :

Their Chaplets of their Ladies Colours were

Compos'd of White and Red to fhade their fhining Hair.

Before the merry Troop the Minftrels play'd,

All in their Mailer's Liveries were array'd :

And clad in Green, and on their Temples wore,

The Chaplets Wr
hite and Red their Ladies bore.

Their Inftruments were various in their kind,

Some for the Bow, and fome for breathing Wind :

The Sawtry, Pipe, and Hautbois noify band,

And the foft Lute trembling beneath the touching Harfd.

A Tuft of Dafies on a flow'ry Lay

They faw, and thitherward they bent their way :

To this both Knights and Dames their Homage made,

And due Obeifance to the Daify paid.

And then the Band of Flutes began to play,

To which a Lady fung a Virelay ;

And (till at ev'ry clofe fhe wou'd repeat

The Burden of the Song, The Daify Isfefweet.

The Daify is fo fweet when fhe begun,

The Troop of Knights and Dames continu'd on.

The
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The Concert and the Voice fo charm'd my Ear,

.And footh'd my Soul, that it was Heav'n to hear.

But foon their Pleafure pafs'd : At Noon of Day ;

The Sun with fultry Beams began to play :

Not Syrim (hoots a fiercer Flame from high,

When with his pois'nous Breath he blafts the Sky :

Then droop'd the fading Flow'rs (their Beauty fled)

And clos'd their fickly Eyes, and hung the Head ;

And, rivell'd up with Heat, lay dying in their Bed.

The Ladies gafp'd, and fcarcely could refpire;

The Breath they drew, no longer Air, but Fire ;

The fainty Knights w
r

ere fcorch'd
; and knew not where

To run for Shelter, for no Shade was near.

And after this the gath'ring Clouds amain,

Pour'd down a Storm of rattling Hail and Rain.

And Lightning flauVd betwixt : The Field, and Flow'rs

Burnt up before, were bury'd in the Show'rs.

The Ladies, and the Knights no Shelter nigh,

Bare to the Weather, and the wintry Sky,

Were dropping wet, difconfolate and wan,

And through their thin Array receiv'd the Rain.

While thofe in White protected by the Tree

Saw pafs the vain Aflault, and ftood from Danger free.

But as Companion mov'd their gentle Minds,

When ceas'd the Storm, and filent were the Winds,

Difpleas'd at what, not futF'ring they had feen,

They went to chear the Fadion of the Green :

The
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The Queen in white Array before her Band,

Saluting, took her Rival by the Hand ;

So did the Knights and Dames, with courtly Grace

And with BehaviourTweet their Foes embrace.

Then thus the Queen with Lawrel on her Brow,

Fair Sifter I have fuffer'd in your Woe :

Nor fhall be wanting ought within my PowV

For your Relief in my refrefhing Bow'r.

That other anfwer'd with a lowly Look^

And foon the gracious Invitation took :

For ill at eafe both me and all her Train

The fcorching Sun had bom, and beating Rain*

Like Courtefy was us'd by all in White,

Each Dame a Dame receiv'd, and ev'ry Knight a Knight.

The Lawrel-Champions with their Swords invade,

The neighb'ring Forefts where the Jufts were made,

And Serewood from the rotten Hedges took,

And Seeds of Latent-Fire from Flints provoke :

A chearful Blaze arofe, and by the Fire,

They warm'd their frozen Feet, and dry'd their wet Attire,

RefrenVd with Heat the Ladies fought around

For virtuous Herbs which gather'd from the Ground

They fqueez'd the Juice ; and cooling Ointment made,

Which on their Sun-burnt Cheeks, and their chapt Skins they

Then fought green Salads which they bad 'em eat, (laid :

A Sovereign Remedy for inward Heat.

The Lady of the Leaf ordain'd a Feaft,

And made the Lady of the Flow'r her Gueft ;

When
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When lo, a Bow'r afcended on the Plain,

With fuddain Seats adorn'd, and large for either Train.

This Bow'r was near my pleafant Arbour plac'd,

That I could hear and fee whatever pafs'd :

The Ladies fat, with each a Knight between

Diftinguifh'd by their Colours White and Green i

The vanquiftYd Party with the Victors join'd,

Nor wanted fweet Difcourfe, the Banquet of the Mind.

Mean time the Minftrels play'd on either fide

Vain of their Art, and for the Maft'ry vy'd :

The fweet Contention lafted for an Hour,

And reach'd my fecret Arbour from the Bow'r.

The Sun was fet ; and Vefper to fupply

His abfent Beams, had lighted up the Sky :

When Philomel^ officious all the Day
To fing the Service of th' enfuing May^

Fled from her Lawrel Shade, and wing'd her Flight

Dire&ly to the Queen array'd in White :

And hopping fate familiar on her Hand,

A new Mufitian, and increas'd the Band.

The Goldfinch, who to fhun the fcalding Heat,

Had chang'd the Medlar for a fafer Seat, .

And hid in Buihes fcap'd the bitter Show'r,

Now perch'd upon the Lady of the Flow r ;

And either Songfter holding out their Throats,

And folding up their Wings renew'd their Notes :

As if all Day, preluding to the Fight,

They only had
rehears'd, to fing by Night.

The
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The Banquet ended, and the Battle done,

They danc'd by Star-light and the friendly Moon :

And when they were to part, the Laureat Queen,

Supply'd with Steeds the Lady of the Green.

Her, and her Train conducting on the way
The Moon to follow, and avoid the Day.

This when I faw, inquilitive
to know

The fecret Moral of the Myftique Show,

I ftarted from my Shade in hopes to find

Some Nymph to fatisfy my longing Mind :

And as my fair Adventure fell, I found

A Lady all in White with Lawrel crown'd

Who clos'd the Rear, and foftly pac'd along,

Repeating to her felf the former Song.

With due refpeft my Body I inclin'd,

As to fome Being of Superiour Kind,

And made my Court, according to the Day,

Wifhing her Queen and Her a happy May.

Great Thanks my Daughter, with a gracious Bow

She faid; and I who much defir'd to know

Of whence fhe was, yet fearful how to break

My Mind, adventured humbly thus to fpeak.

Madam, Might I prefume and not offend,

So may the Stars and mining Moon attend

Your Nightly Sports, as you vouchfafe to
tell,

What Nymphs they were who mortal Forms excel,

And what the Knights who fought in lifted Fields fo well.

To
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To this the Dame reply'd, Fair Daughter know

That what you faw, was all a Fairy Show :

And all thofe airy Shapes you now behold

Were humane Bodies once, and cloath'd with earthly Mold :

Our Souls not yet prepar'd for upper Light,

Till Doomfday wander in the Shades of Night;

This only Holiday of all the Year,

We priviledg'd in Sun-mine may appear :

With Songs and Dance we celebrate the Day,

And with due Honours ufher in the May.

At other Times we reign by Night alone,

And pofting through the Skies purfue the Moon :

But when the Morn arifes, none are found ;

For cruel -DtmQgorgon walks the round,

And if he finds a Fairy lag in Light,

He drives the Wretch before ; and k(hes into Night*

All Courteous are by Kind ; and ever proud

With friendly Offices to help the Good.

In every Land we haye a larger Space

T3mui what is known to you of mortal Race :

Where wewith Green adorn our Fairy Bow'rs,

And ev'n this Grove unleen before, is ours.

Know farther ; Ev'ry Lady cloath'd in White,

And, crown'd with Oak and Lawrel ev'ry Knight,

Are Servants to the Leaf, by Liveries known

Of Innocence ; and I my felf am one.

Saw you not Her lb graceful to behold

In white Attire, and crown'd with Radiant Gold :

F f f The
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The Sovereign Lady of 'our Land is She,

Buna call'd, the Queen of Chaftity :

And, for the fpotlefs Name of Maid (he bears,

That Agnm caftu* in her Hand appears :

And all her Train with leavy Chaplets crown'd

Were for unblam'd Virginity renown'd :

But thofe the chief and higheft in Command

Who bear thofe holy Branches in their Hand :

The Knights adorn'd'with Lawrel-Crowns, are they

Whom Death nor Danger ever cou'd difmay,

Victorious Names, who made the World obey :

Who while they liv'd, in Deeds of Arms excell'd,

And after Death for Deities were held.

But thofe who wear the Woodbine on their Brow

Were Knights of Love, who never broke their Vow :

Firm to their plighted Faith, and ever free

From Fears and fickle Chance, and Jealoufy.

The Lords and Ladies, who the Woodbine bear,

As true as Trifiram^ and Ijbita were.

But what are thofe fa id
I,

th' unconquer'd Nine

Who crown'd with Lawrel-Wreaths in golden Armour (hine?

And who the Knights in Green, and what the Train

Of Ladies drefs'd with Dailies on the Plain ?

Why both the Barids in Worfhip difagree,

And fome adore the Flow'r, and fome the Tree ?

Juft is your Suit, fair Daughter, faid the Dame,
Thofe lawrelfd Chiefs were Men of mighty Fame ;

Nine
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Nine Worthies were they call'd of diff'rent Rite?,

Three Jews, three Pagans, and three Chriftian Knights.

Thefe, as you fee, ride foremoft in the Field,"

As they the loremoft Rank of Honour held,

And all in Deeds of Chivalry excelfd.

Their Temples wreath'd with Leafs, that ftill renew ;

For deathlefs Lawrel is the Victor's due :

Who bear the Bows were Knights in Arthur's Reign,

Twelve they, and twelve the Peers of Cbarhmain :

For Bows the Strength of brawny Arms imply,

^mblemsof Valourt and of Victory.

Behold an Order yet of newer Date

Doubling their Number, equal in their State ;

Our England's Ornament, the Crown's Defence,

In Battle brave, Protestors of their Prince.

Unchang'd by Fortune, to their Sovereign true,

For which their manly Legs are bound with Blue.

Thefe, of the Garter call'd, of Faith unftain'd,

In fighting Fields the Lawrel have obtuin'd,

And well repaid thofe Honours which they gain'd^

The Lawrel-Wreaths were firft by Cafar worn,

And ftill they Cafar's Succeffors adorn :

'

One Leaf of this is Immortality,

And more of Worth, than all the World can buy.

One Doubt remains, laid
I, the Dames in Green,

What were their Qualities, and who their Queen ?

Flora commands, faid (he, thofe Nymphs and
Knights-,

Who liv'd in flothful Eafe, and loofe Delights :

Fff a Who
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Who never A&s of Honour durft purfue,

The Men inglorious Knights, the Ladies all untrue t

Who nurs'd in Idlenefs, and train'd in Courts,

Pafs'd all their precious Hours in Plays, and Sports,

Till Death behind came (talking on, unfeen,

And withered (like the Storm) the frefhnefs of their Green.

Thefe, and their Mates, enjoy the prefent Hour,

And therefore pay their Homage to the Flow r.

But Knights in Knightly Deeds ihould perfevere,

And ftill continue what at firft they were;

Continue, and proceed in Honours fair Career.

No room for Cowardife, or dull delay ;

From Good to Better they fhould urge their way.

For this with golden Spurs the Chiefs are grac'd,

With pointed Rowels arm'd to mend their hafte ;

For this with
lafting Leaves their Brows are bound ;

For Lawrel is the Sign of Labour crown'd ;

Which bears the bitter Blaft, nor fhaken falls to Ground :

From Winter-Winds it fuffers no decay,

For ever frefh and fair, and ev'ry Month is May.

Ev'n when the vital Sap retreats below,

Ev'n when the hoary Head is hid in Snow ;

The Life is in the Leaf, and frill between

The Fits of falling Snows, appears the ftreaky Green.

Not fo the Flow'r which lafts for little fpace

A fhort-liv'a' Good, and an uncertain Grace;

This way and that the feeble Stem is driv'n,

Weak to fuftain the Storms, and Injuries of Heav'n.

Prop'd
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Prop'd by the Spring, it lifts aloft, the Head,

But of a
fickly Beauty, foon to (hed ;

In Summer living, and in Winter dead.

For Things offender Kind for Pleafure made

Shoot up with fwift Increafe, and fuddain are decay'd.

With humble Words, the wifeft I could frame,

And profer'd Service I repaid the Dame :

That of her Grace (he gave her Maid to know

The fecret meaning of this moral Show.

And (be to prove what Profit I had made,

Of myftique Truth, in Fables firft convey'd,

Demanded, till the next returning May,

Whether the Leaf or Flow'r I would obey ?

I chofe the Leaf; (he fmil'd with fober Chear,

And wifh'd me fair Adventure for the Year.

And gave me Charms and Sigils, for Defence

Againft ill Tongues that fcandal Innocence :

But I, faid (he, my Fellows mure purfue,

Already part the Plain, and out of view.

We parted thus ;
I homeward fped my way,

Bewilder'd in the Wood till Dawn of Day :

And met the merry Crew who dane'd about the May.

Then late refrefh'd with Sleep I rofe to write

The vifionary Vigils of the Night :

Blufh, as thou may'ft, my little Book for Shame,

Nor hope with homely Verie to purchafe Fame;

For fuch thy Maker chofe ; and fo defign'd

Thy (imple Style to fute thy lowly Kind.

Mr,
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Alexanders Feaft ;

OR, THE

POWER of MUSI CLUE.
A N

ODE,
In Honour of

Str. CECILIA^ Day.

i.

TWas
at the Royal Feaft, for Verfia won,

By Pbilifs Warlike Son :

Aloft in awful State

The God-like Heroe fate

On his Imperial Throne :

His valiant Peers were plac'd around ;

Their Brows with Rofes and with Myrtles bound.

(So (hou'd Defert in Arms be Crown'd :
)

The Lovely Thais by his fide,

Sate like a blooming Eafiern Bride

In Flow'r of Youth and Beauty's Pride.

Happy, happy, happy Pair!

None but the Brave

None but the Brave

None but the Brave deferves the Fair.

Ggg CHORUS.
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None but the Bwve^

None but the Brave . ^ jj w q-
^*- None but the Brave

dejerves the Fair.

*'?

Timotheus plac'd on high

Amid the tuneful Quire,

With flying Fingers touch'd the Lyre :

The trembling Notes afcend the Sky,

And Heav'nly Joys infpire,

The Song began from Jove ;

Who left his blifsful Seats above,

(Such is the PowV of mighty Love.)

A Dragon's fiery Form bely'd the God :

Sublime on Radiant Spires He rode,

When He to fair Olympia prefs'd :

And while He fought her fnowy Breaft :

Then, round her flender Waift he curl'd,

And ftamp'd an Image of himfelf, a Sov'raign of the World.

The
lift'ning Crowd admire the tofty Sound,

A prefent Deity, they fhout around :

A prefent Deity the vaulted Roofs rebound.

With raviuYd Ears nl

The Monarch hears,

Affumes the God,

Affects to nod,

And feems to (hake the Spheres.

CHORUS.
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CHORUS.
With raviJKd Ears

The Monarch
hears^

Ajfumes the God^

Affe&s to nod^

And fiems to /hah the
Spheres.

III.

The Praife of Bacchus then, the fweet Mufician lung ;

Of Bacchus ever Fair, and ever Young :

The
jolly God in Triumph comes \

Sound the Trumpets ; beat the Drums ;

Flufh'd with a purple Grace

He mews his honeft Face,

Now gives the Hautboys breath ; He comes, He comes.

Bacchm ever Fair and Young,

Drinking Joys did firft ordain :

Bacchus Bleflings are a Treafure ;

Drinking is the Soldiers Pleafure ;

Rich the Treafure ;

Sweet the Pleafure ;

Sweet is Pleafure after Pain.

CHORUS.
Bacchus

-BleJJings
are a

Treafure ;

Drinking is the Soldier s
Pleafure ;

Rich the
Treafure^

Sweet the
Pleajure ;

Sweet is
Pleajure after

Pain.

Ggg 2 IV.Sooth'd
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IV.

Sooth'd with the Sbund the King grew vain ;

Fought all his Battails o'er again ;

And thrice He routed all his Foes ; and thrice he flew the (lain.

The Mafter faw the Madnefs rife ;

His glowing Cheeks, his ardent Eyes ;

And while He Heav'n and Earth defy'd,

Changed his Hand, and check'd his Pride.

He chofe a Mournful Mufe

Soft Pity to infufe :

He fung Darius Great and Good,

By too fevere a Fate,

Fallen, fallen, fallen, fallen,

Fallen from his high Eftate

And weltring in his Blood :

Deferted at his utmoft Need,

By thofe his former Bounty fed :

On the bare Earth expos'd He lies,

With not a Friend to clofe his Eyes.

With down-caft Looks the joylefs Victor fate,

Revolving in his alter'd Soul

The various Turns of Chance below ;

And, now and then, a Sigh he ftole ;

And Tears began to flow.

CHORUS.
Revolving in his alter'd Soul

The various Turns of Chance below ;

And, now and
then, a

Sigh hefiole;

- And Tears
began to flow.

V. The
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V.

The Mighty Matter fmil'd to fee

That Love was in the next Degree :

'Twas but a Kindred-Sound to move ;

For Pity melts the Mind to Love.

Softly fweet, in Lydian Meafures,

Soon he footh'd his Soul to Pleafures.

War, he fung, is Toil and Trouble ;

Honour but an empty Bubble.

Never ending, ftill beginning,

Fighting ftill, and ftill
deftroying,

If the World be worth thy Winning,

Think, O think, it worth Enjoying. .

Lovely Thais fits befides thee,

Take the Good the Gods provide thee.

The Many rend the Skies, with loud Applaufe ;

SoXove was Crown'd, but Mufique won the Caufe.

The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain,

Gaz'd on the Fair

Who caus'd his Care,

And figh'd and look'd, figh'd and look'd,

Sigh'd and look'd, and figh'd again :

At length, with Love and Wine at once opprefs'd,

The vanquifh'd Victor funk upon her Breaft.

CHORUS.
The Prince^ unable to conceal his Pain

y

Gaz'd on the Fair

Who earned his Care
y

Anl



414 An Ode on St. Cecilia'/ Day.

And figtid
and look'd, figh\l

and looKd,

SigVd and look'd, andfigh'd again
:

At
length,

with Love and Wine at once opprefs'd,

Tlie vanquffid Vitlorfunk upon her Breatt.

VI.

Now ftrike the Golden Lyre again :

A lowder yet, and yet a lowder Strain.

Break his Bands of Sleep afonder,

And rouze him, like a rattling Peal of Thunder.

Hark, hark, the horrid Sound

Has rais'd up his Head,

As awak'd from the Dead,

And amaz'd, he ftares around.

Revenge, Revenge, Timothem cries,

See the Furies arife !

See the Snakes that they rear,

How they hifs in their Hair,

And the Sparkles that flafh from their Eyes !

Behold a ghaftly Band;,

Each a Torch in his Hand !

Thofe are Grecian Ghofts, that in Battail were flain,

And unbury'd remain

Inglorious on the Plain.

Give the Vengeance due

To the Viliant Crew.

Behold how they tofs their Torches on high,

How they point to the Perfian Abodes,

And glittering Temples of their Hoftile Gods !

The
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The Princes applaud, with a furious Joy ;

And the King feiz'd a Flambeau, with Zeal to deftroy ;

Thais led the Way,
To light hirn to his Prey,

And, like another Hellenr nYd another Troy.

CHORUS.
And the King feiz'd a Flambeau, with Zeal to deflroy;

Thais led the Way,

To
light him to his Prey,

And, like another Hellen, fifd another Troy; tO

VII.

Thus, long ago

'Ere heaving Bellows learn'd to blow^

While Organs yet were mute

Timothem, to his breathing Flute,

And founding Lyre,

Cou'd fwell the Soul to rage ,
or kindle foft Defire.

At laft Divine Cecilia came,

Inventrefs of the Vocal Frame ;

The fweet Enthufiaft, from her Sacred Store,

Enlarg'd the former narrow Bounds,

And added Length to folemn Sounds,

With Nature's Mother-Wit, and Arts unknown
before^

Let old Timothem yield the Prize,

Or both divide the Crown ;

He rais'd a Mortal to the Skies ;

She drew an Angel down.

Grand
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Grand CHORUS.

At
/<*#, Divine Cecilia came,

Inventrtfs of the Vocal Frame \

The jweet Entbujiasl^ from her Sacred Storey

Enlarged the
former narrow Bounds^

And added Length to fblemn Sounds,

With Nature's Mother-Wit, and Arts unknown
before.

Let old Timotheusyield the Prize,

Or both divide the Crown ;

flfe raisd a Mortal to the Skies ;

She drew an Angel doom.
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THE

Twelfth Book
F T H E

METAMORPHOSES,
Wholly Tranflated.

Connection to the End of the Eleventh Book.

iEfacus
,

the Son of Priam
, loving

a
Country-Life, forfakes the

Court : Living obfcurely,
he

falls
in Love with a Nymph ; who

flying from him, was kilTct by a
Serpent ; for Grief of this,

he

xvoud have drown d himfelf; but by the pity of the Gods, is turnd

into a Cormorant. Priam, not hearing of iEfacus, believes him

to be dead
,

and
raifes

a Tomb to
preferve his Memory. By this

Tranfition, which U one of the
finefl

in all Ovid, the Poet natu-

rally falls
into the Story ofthe Trojan War ,

which is fumm'd up,

in the prefent Book, but fo very briefly,
in many Places, that Ovid

feems morejhort than Virgil, contrary to his ujual Style.
Tet the

Houfe of Fame, which is here defcriFd, is one
of

the moft beauti-

ful
Pieces in the whole Metamorphofes. The Fight of Achilles

and Cygnus ,
and the Fray betwixt the Lapythae and Centaurs,

yield
to no other part of this Poet : And

particularly
the Loves and

Death of Cyllarus and Hylonome ,
the Male and Female Cen-

taur, are wonderfully moving.

P Riam, to. whom the Story was unknown,

As dead, deplor'd his Metamorphos'd Son :

A Cenotaph his Name and Title kept,

And Hector round the Tomb, with all his Brothers wept.

H h h 1 This
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This pious Office Paris did not (hare,

Abfent alone ; and Author of the War,

Which, for the Spartan Queen, the Grecians drew

T'avenge the Rape ; and Afia to fubdue.

A thoufand Ships were man'd, to fail the Sea :

Nor had their juft Refentments found delay,

Had not the Winds and Waves, oppos'd their way.

At AulU, with United Pow'rs they meet,

But there, Crofs-winds or Calms, detain'd the Fleet.

Now, while they raife an Altar on the Shore,

And Jove
with folemn Sacrifice adore ;

A boding Sign the Priefts and People fee :

A Snake of fize immenfe, afcends a Tree.

And in the leavy Summet, fpy'd a Neaft,

Which, o'er her Callow young, a Sparrow prefs'd.

Eight were the Birds unfledg'd j their Mother flew
;

And hover'd round her Care ; but ftill in view :

Till the fierce Reptile firft devour'd the Brood ;

Then fiez'd the flutt'ring Dam, and drunk her Blood.

This dire Oftent, the fearful People view;

Calcbas alone, by Phoebus taught, foreknew

What Heav'n decreed ; and with a fmiling Glance,

Thus gratulates to Greece her happy Chance.

O Argvues we mall Conquer : Troy is ours,

But long Delays mail firft afflicT: our Pow'rs :

Nine Years of Labour, the nine Birds portend ;

The Tenth fhall in the Town's Deftruclion end.

The
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The Serpent, who his Maw obfcene had fill'd^

The Branches in his curl'd Embraces held :

But, as in Spires he ftood, he turn'd to Stone :

The ftony Snake retain'd the Figure ftill his own.

Yet, not for this, the Wind-bound Navy weigh'd,

Slack were their Sails ; and Neptune difobey'd.

Some thought him loath the Town fliou'd be deftroy'd,

Whofe Building had his Hands divine employ'd :

Not fo the Seer ;
who knew, and known forefliow'd,

The Virgin Pbtebe^ with a Virgin's Blood

Muft firft be reconcil'd the common Caufe

PrevaiFd ;
and Pity yielding to the Laws,

Fair Ipbigenia
the devoted Maid

Was, by the weeping Priefts, in Linnen-Robes array'd ;

All mourn her Fate ; but no Relief appear'd :

The Royal Victim bound, the Knife already rear'd :

When that offended Pow'r, who caus'd their Woe,

Relenting ceas'd her Wrath ; and ftop'd the coming Blow.

A Mift before the Minifters fhe caft ;

And, in the Virgin's room, a Hind (he plac'd.

Th' Oblation flain, and Pbabe reconcil'd,

The Storm was hufh'd, and dimpled Ocean fmil'd :

A favourable Gale arofe from Shore,

Which to the Port defir'd, the Grecian Gallies bore.

Full in the midft of this Created Space,

Betwixt Heav'n, Earth and Skies
5 there ftands a Place,

Confining
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Confining on all three ; with triple Bound ;

Whence all Things, though remote, are view'd around $

And thither bring their Undulating Sound.

The Palace of loud Fame ; her Seat of Pow'r ;

Plac'd on the Summet of a lofty Tow'r ;

A thoufand winding Entries long and wide,

Receive of frelh Reports a flowing Tide.

A thoufand Crannies in the Walls are made ;

Nor Gate nor Bars exclude the bufy Trade.
)

'Tis built of Brafs the better to dirTufe

The fpreading Sounds, and multiply the News :

Where Eccho's, in repeated Eccho's play :

A Mart for ever full ; and open Night and Day.

Nor Silence is within, nor Voice exprefs,

But a deaf Noife of Sounds that never ceafe.

Confus'd, and Chiding, like the hollow Roar

Of Tides, receding from th' infulted Shore.

'Or like the broken Thunder, heard from far,

When Jove to diftance drives the rowling War.

The Courts are fill'd with a tumultuous Din

Of Crowds, or
ifluing forth, or entring in :

A thorough fare of News : Where fome devife

Things never heard ; fome mingle Truth with Lies :

The troubled Air with empty Sounds they beat :

Intent to hear ; and eager to repeat. *

Error fits brooding there ; with added Train

Of vain Credulity ; and Joys as vain :

Sufpicion, with Sedition join'd, are near ;

And Rumors rais'd, and Murmurs mix'd, and Panique Fear.

Fame
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Fame fits aloft ; and fees the
fubjecl: Ground ;

And Seas about, and Skies above ; enquiring all around.

The Goddefs gives th' Alarm ; and foon is known

The Grecian Fleet, defcending on the Town.

Fix'd on Defence the Trojans are not flow

To guard their Shore, from an expected Foe.

They meet in Fight : By Hetlors fatal Hand

Vrotejilam falls ; and bites the Strand :

Which with expence of Blood the Grecians won ;

And prov'd the Strength unknown of Priam 's Son.

And to their Colt the Trojan Leaders felt

The Grecian Heroes ; and what Deaths they dealt.

From thefe firft Onfets. the Sig^an Shore

Was ftrew'd with Carcafles
\ and feki'd with Gore :

Neptuman Cygnus^ Troops of Greeks had flain ;

Achilles in his Carr had fcowVd the Plain :

And clear'd the Trojan Ranks : Where e'er he fought,

Cygnus, or Heelor
, through the Fields he fought :

Cygnus he found ; on him his Force effay'd :

For He&or was to the tenth Year delay'd.

His white man'd Steeds, that bow'd beneath the Yoke

He chear'd to Courage, with a gentle Stroke ;

Then urg'd his fiery Chariot on the Foe

And rifing, (hook his Lance ; in at to throw.

But
firft,

he cry'd, O Youth be proud to bear

Thy Death, enobled, by felides Spear.

The Lance purfuM the Voice without delay ;

Nor did th' whizzing Weapon mifs the way :

But



424 The Twelfth Boo\ of

But piere'd
his Cuirais, with fuch Fury lent ;

And fign'd his Bofom with a Purple dint.

At this the Seed of Neptune; Goddefs-born,

For Ornament, not life, thefe Arms are worn ;

This Helm, and heavy Buckler I can fpare ;

As only Decorations of the War :

So Mars is arm'd for Glory, not for Need.

'Tis fomewhat more from Neptune to proceed,

Than from a Daughter of the Sea to fpring :

Thy Sire is Mortal; mine is Ocean's King.

Secure of Death, 1 fhou'd contemn thy Dart,

Tho' naked ; and impaffible depart :

He faid, and threw : The trembling Weapon pafs'd

Through nine Bull-hides, each under^bther plac'd ;

On his broad Shield ; and ftuck within the laft.

Achilles wrench'd it out ; and fent again

The hoftile Gift : The hoftile Gift was vain.

He try'd a third
; a tough well-chofen Spear,

Th' inviolable Body ftood fincere ;

Though Cygnus then did no Defence provide,

But fcornful offer'd his unfhielded Side.

Not otherwife th' impatient Hero far'd,

Than as a Bull, incompafs'd with a Guard

Amid the Circus roars : Provok'd from far

By fight of Scarlet, and a fanguine War :

They quit their Ground ; his bended Horns elude ;

In vain purfuing, and in vain purfu'd.

Before
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Before to farther Fight he woud advance^

He flood confidering, and furvey'd his Lance.

Doubts if he wielded not a Wooden Spear

Without a Point : He look'd, the Point was there:

This is my Hand, and this my Lance he fe'd ;

By which fo many thoufand Foes are dead,

whether is their ufual Virtue fled !

1 had it once \
and the Lyrmjfian Wall}

And Tenedos confefs'd it in their fall.

Thy Streams, Cairns, rowPd a Crimfon-Flood ;

And Thebes ran Red with her own Natives Blood;

Twice Telecom employ'd this piercing Steel,

To wound him
firft,

and afterward to heal.

The Vigour of this Arm, was never vain ;

And that my wonted Prowefs I retain,

Witnefs thefe heaps of Slaughter on the Plain.

He faid ; and doubtful of his former Deeds ;

To fome new trial of his Force proceeds;

He chofe Menkes from among the reft ;

At him he lanch'd his Spear ; and pierc'd his Breaft :

On the hard Earth, the Lycian knock'd his Head ;

And lay fupine \ and forth the Spirit fled* it

Then thus the Hero ; neither can I blame ;

The Hand, or Javelin ; both are ftill the fame.

The fame I will employ againft this Foe ;

And with but with the fame Succefs to throw,

So fpoke the Chief ; and while he fpoke he threw ;

The Weapon with unerring Fury flew !

Iii At
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At his left Shoulder aim'd : Nor entrance found ;

But back, as from a Rock, with fwift rebound

Harmlefs return'd : A bloody Mark appear'd,

Which with falfe Joy, the flatter'd Hero chear'd.

Wound there was none ;
the Blood that was in view,

The Lance before from (lain Menkes drew.

Headlong he leaps from off his lofty Car,

And in clofe Fight on foot renews the War.

Raging with high Difdain, repeats his Blows ;

Nor Shield nor Armour can their Force oppofe ;

Huge Cantlets of his Buckler ftrew the Gronnd,

And no Defence in his bor'd Arms is found.

But on his Flefh, no Wound or Blood is feen ;

The Sword it felf, is blunted on the Skin.

This vain Attempt the Chief no longer bears ;

But round his hollow Temples and his Ears

His Buckler beats : The Son of Neptune, ftun'd

With thefe repeated Buffets, quits his Ground;
A

fickly Sweat fucceeds ; aud Shades of Night :

Inverted Nature fwims before his Sight :

Th'
infulting Victor preffes on the more,

And treads the Steps the vanquinYd trod before.

Nor Reft, nor Refpite gives : A Stone there lay,

Behind his trembling Foe; and ftop'd his way.
Achilles took th' Advantage which he found,
O

er-turn'd, and puAYd him backward on the Ground.
His Buckler held him under, while he prefs'd
With both his Knees

above, his panting Breaft.

Un-
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Unlac'd his Helm : About his Chin the Twift

He ty'd ;
and foon the ftrangled Soul difmifs'd.

With eager hafte he went to
ftrip the Dead :

The vanifh'd Body from his Arms was fled.

His Sea-God Sire t' immortalize his Fame,

Had turn'd it to the Bird, that bears his Name.

A Truce fucceeds the Labours of this Day,

And Arms fufpended with a long delay.

While Trojan Walls are kept with Watch and Ward ;

The Greeks before their Trenches, mount the Guard ;

The Feaft approach'd ; when to the blue-Ey'd Maid

His Vows for Cygnm flain the Victor paid,
) til

And a white Heyfer, On her Altar laid.

The reeking Entrails on the Fire they threw ;

And to the Gods the grateful Odour flew :

Heav'n had its part in Sacrifice : The reft

Was broil'd and roafted for the future Feaft.

The chief invited Guefts, were fet around :

And Hunger firft aiTwag'd, the Bowls were crown'd,

Which in deep Draughts, their Cares and Labours drown'd.^

The mellow Harp did not their Ears employ :

And mute was all the Warlike Symphony :

Difcourfe, the Food of Souls, was their Delight,
rfW

And plealing Chat, prolong'd the Summers-night.

The Subject, Deeds of Arms ; and Valour mown

Or on the Trojan fide, or on their own.

Of Dangers undertaken, Fame atchiev'd ;

They talk'd by turns ; the Talk by turns reliev'd.

Hi 2 What
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What Things but tliefe, cou'd tierce Achilles tell,

Or what cou'd fierce Achilles hear ib well \

The laft great A& performed, of Cygmcs flain,

Did moft the Martial Audience entertain :

Wondring to find a Body, free by Fate

From Steel ; and which cou'd ev'n that Steel rebate :

Amaz'd, their Admiration they renew ;

And fcarce Velides cou'd believe it true.

Then Neftor, thus : What once this Age has known.
In fated tygnusy and in him alone, 1W
Thofe Eyes have feen in Caneus long before, dT
Whofe Body, not a thoufanjJ; Swords cou'd bore.

Cdtnem, in Courage, and in Strength excell'd ;

And ftill his Othry's, with his Fame is fiil'd :

But what did moft his Martial Deeds adorn,

(Though fince he chang'd fris Sex) a Woman born.

A Novelty fo ftrange, and full of Fate,

His lift ning Audience ask'd him to relate.

AcbiBes, thus commends their common Sute ;

O Father, firft for Prudence in repute,

Tell, with that Eloquence, fb much thy own,

What thou haft heard, or what of Cdtmm known :

What was he, whence his change of Sex begun,

What Trophies, join'd in Wars with thee, he won ?

Who conquer'd him, and hi what fatal Strife

The Youth without a Wound, cou'd lofe his Life >

Nehides
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Neleides then ; though tardy Age, and Time

Have fhrunk my Sinews, and decay'd my Prime :

Though much I have forgotten of my Store,

Yet not exhaufted, I remember more.

Of all that Arms atchiev'd, or Peace defign'd,

That Action (till is frefher in my Mind

Than ought befide. If Reverend Age can give

To Faith a Sanction, in my third I live.

'Twas in my fecond Cent'ry, I furvey'd

Young Cdtnk^ then a fair Thejfalian Maid :

CdtnU the bright, was born to high Command ;

A Princefs ; and a Native of thy Land,

Divine Achilles
; every Tongue proclaim'd

Her Beauty ; and her Eyes all Hearts inflam'd.

PeleM, thy Sire, perhaps had fought her Bed ;

Among the reft ; but he had either led

Thy Mother then ; or was by Promife ty'd :

But fhe to him, and all alike her Love deny'd.

It was her Fortune once, to take her way

Along the fandy Margin of the Sea :

The Pow'r of Ocean view'd her as (he pafs'd,

And lov'd as foon as feen, by Force embraced.

So Fame reports. Her Virgin-Treafure feiz'd,

And his new Joys, the Raviilier fo pleas'd,

That thus, tranlported, to the Nymph he cry'd ;

Ask what thou wilt, no Pray r (hall be deny'd.

This
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This alfo Fame relates : The haughty Fair

Who not the Rape, ev'n of a God cou d bear,

ThisAnfwer, proud, returned: To mighty Wrongs

A mighty Recompence, of right, belongs.

Give me no more to fufFer fuch a Shame ;

But change the Woman, for a better Name.

One Gift for all : She faid ; and while (he fpoke,

A ftern, majeftick, manly Tone lhe took.

A Man lhe was : And as the Godhead fwore,

To C&nem turn'd, who Cetnti was before.

To this the Lover adds without requeft :

No force of Steel Ihou'd violate his Breaft.
, r-i rV[

Glad of the Gift, the new-made Warrior goes :

And Arms among the Greeks ; and longs for equal Foes.

Now brave Perithous, bold Ixions Son,

The Love of fair Hippodame had won.

The Cloud-begotten Race half Men, half Beaft,

Invited, came to grace the Nuptial Feaft :

In a cool Cave's recefs, the Treat was made,

Whofe entrance, Trees with fpreading Boughs o'erfhade.

They fate : And fummon'd by the Bridegroom, came

To mix with thofethe Lapytb<?an Name :

Nor wanted I : The Roofs with Joy refound :

And Hymen, Io Hymen, rung around.

Rais'd Altars fhone with holy Fires ; the Bride,

Lovely her felf (and lovely by her fide

A bevy of bright Nimphs, with fober Grace,)

Came glittering like a Star ; and took her Place.

Her
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Her heav nly Form beheld, all wifh'd her Joy ;

And little wanted, but in vain, their Wifhes all employ.

For One, moft Brutal, of the Brutal Brood,

Or whether Wine or Beauty fir'd his Blood,

Or both at once ; beheld with luftful Eyes

The Bride; at once refolv'd to make his Prize.

Down went the Board ;
and faftning on her Hair,

He feiz'd with fudden Force the frighted Fair.

'Twas Eurytm began : His beftial Kind

His Crime purfu'd ; and each as pleas'd his Mind,

Or her, whom Chance prefented, took : The Feaft

An Image of a taken Town exprefs'd.

The Cave refounds with Female Shrieks ; we rife,

Mad with Revenge, to make a fwift Reprife :

And Tbefeus firft; what Frenzy has poflefs'd

O Eurytm, he
cry'd, thy brutal Breaft,

To wrong Verithom, and not him alone,

But while I live, two Friends conjoyn'd in one ?

To
juftify

his Threat, he thrufts afide

The Crowd t)f Centaurs ; and redeems the Bride :

The Monfter nought reply'd : For Words were vain ;

And Deeds cou'd only Deeds unjuft maintain :

But anfwers with his Hand ; and forward prefs'd

With Blows redoubled, on his Face and Breaft.

An ample Goblet flood, of antick Mold :

And rough with Figures of the riling Gold;

The
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The Hero fnatch'd it up : And tofs'd in Air,

Full at the Front of the foul Ravifher.

He falls ;
and falling

vomits forth a Flood

Of Wine and Foam and Brains, and mingled Blood*

Half roaring, and half neighing through the Hall,

Arms, Arms, the double form'd with Fury call
;

To wreak their Brother's death : A Medley-Flight

Of Bowls and Jars, at firft fupply the Fight.

Once Inftruments of Feafts; but now of Fate j

Wine animates their Rage, and arms their Hate*

Bold Amicus, from the robb'd Veftry brings

The Chalices of Heav'n ; and holy Things

Of precious Weight : A Sconce, that hung on high,

With Tapers filfd, to light the Sacrifty,

Torn from the Cord, with his unhallow'd Hand

He threw amid the Lapytbaan Band,

On Celadon the Ruin fell ; and left

His Face of Feature and of Form bereft :

So, when fome brawny Sacrificer knocks

Before an Altar led, an offer'd Oxe,

His Eye-balls rooted out, are thrown to Ground ;

His Nofe difmantled, in his Mouth is found,

His Jaws, Cheeks, Front, one undiftinguifh'd Wound.

This, Belates, th' Avenger, cou'd not brook ;

But, by the Foot a Maple-board he took ;

And hurl'd at Amycm ;
his Chi& it bent

Againft his Cheft, and down the Centaur fent :

Whom
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Whom fputtring bloody Teeth, the fecond Blow

Of his drawn Sword, difpatch'd to Shades below.

Grimm was near ;
and caft a furious Look

On the fide Altar, cens'd with facred Smoke,

And bright with naming Fires ; the Gods, he cry'd,

Have with their holy Trade, our Hands fupply'd :

Why ufe we not their Gifts ? Then from the Floor

An Altar-Stone he heav'd, with all the Load it bore :

Altar and Altars freight together flew,

Where thickeft throng'd the Lapytbaan Crew :

And BroteaS) and at once, Oryws flew,

Orym Mother, Mycale, was known

Down from her Sphere, to draw the lab'ring Moon.

Exadim cry'd, unpunifh'd mail not go

This Fact, if Arms are found againft the Foe.

He look'd about, where on a Pine were fpred

The votive Horns of a Stags branching Head :

At Grimm thefe he throws ; fo juft they fly,

That the fharp Antlers ftuck in either Eye :

Breathlefs and Blind he fell ; with Blood befmear\}

His Eye-balls beaten out, hung dangling on his Beard.

Fierce Rhxtm, from the Hearth a burning Brand,

Selects, and whirling waves ; till,
from his Hand

The Fire took Flame ; then dalh'd it from the right,

On fair Cbaraxm Temples ; near the Sight :

The whittling Peft came on ; and pierc'd the Bone,

And caught the yellow Hair, that ftirievel'd while it fhone.

K k k
Caught,
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Caught, like dry Stubble fir'd ; or like Seerwood ;

Yet from the Wound enfu'd no Purple Flood ;

But look'd a bubbling Mafs, of frying Blood.

His blazing Locks, fent forth a crackling Sound ;

And hifs'd, like red hot Iron, within the Smithy drown'd.

The wounded Warrior (hook his flaming Hair,

Then (what a Team of Horfe cou'd hardly rear)

He heaves the Threfhold-Stone ; but cou'd not throw ;

The Weight it felf, forbad the threaten'd Blow.

Which dropping from his lifted Arms, came down,
full on Cometes Head ; and crufh'd his Crown.

Nor Khstm then retain'd his Joy ; but fe'd ;

So by their Fellows may our Foes be fped ;

Then, with redoubled Strokes he plies his Head :

The burning Lever, not deludes his Pains ;

But drives the batter'd Skull, within the Brains.

Thus flufh'd, the Conqueror, with Force renew'd,

Evagrws, Dryat) Corytbus, purfu'd :

Firft, Corythus, with downy Cheeks, he flew ;

"Whofe fall, when fierce Evagrus had in view,

He cry'd,
what Palm is from a beardlefs Prey ?

Bhditus prevents what more he had to
fay ;

And drove within his Mouth the
fiery Death,

Which entered hifling in, and choak'd his Breath.

At Bryas next he flew : But weary Chance

No longer wou'd the fame Succefs advance.

For while he whirl'd in
fiery Circles round

The Brand, a (harpen'd Stake ftrong Dryas found ;

And in the Shoulder's Joint inflifts the Wound.

The
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The Weapon ftuck ; which roaring out with Pain,

He drew ; nor longer durft the" Fight maintain,

But turn'd his Back, for fear ; and fled amain.

With him fled Orneus^ with like Dread poflefs'd ;

Tbaumas, and Medon wounded in the Breaft ;

And Mermeros in the late Race renown'd,

Now limping ran, and tardy with his Wound.

Yholus and Melaneus from Fight withdrew,

And Abas inaim'd, who Boars encountring flew :

And Augur AfiyIosy whofe Art in vain,

From Fight difluaded, the four-footed Train
;

Now beat the Hoof with Nejfus on the Plain ;

But to his Fellow cry'd, be,fafely flow,

Thy Death deferr'd is due to great Alcides Bow.

Mean time ftrong Vryas urg'd his Chance fo well,

That Lycidas, Areos, Imbreus fell ;

All, one by one, and fighting Face to Face :

Cren<us fled, to fall with more Difgrace :

For, fearful, while he look'd behind, he bore

Betwixt his Nofe and Front, the Blow before.

Amid the Noife and Tumult of the Fray,

Snoring, and drunk with Wine, Aphidas lay.

Ev'n then the Bowl within his Hand he kept I

And on a Bear's rough Hide fecurely flept.

Him Pborbas with his flying Dart, transfix'd ;

Take thy next Draught, with
Stygian Waters rhix'd,

And fleep thy fill th' infulting Victor cry'd ;

Surpris'd with Death unfelt, the Centaur dy'd ;

Kkk: The
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The ruddy Vomit, as lie breath'd his Soul,

Repafs'd his Throat ; and &lfttN& empty Bowl. -

I faw Petraus Arms, employed around

A well-grown Oak, to root it from the Ground.

This way, and that, he wrench'd the fibrous Bands ;

The Trunk,, was like a Sappling in his Hands

And ftill obey'd the Bent : While thus he ftood,

Perithow Dart.drove on ; and nail'd him to the Wood;

LycM^ and Chromys fell by him opprefs'd :

Helops and Di&ys added to the reft

A nobler Palm : Helops through either Ear

Tranafix'd, receiv'd the penetrating Spear.

This,' Di&ys faw ; and feiz'd with fuddain Fright

Leapt headlong from the Hill of fteepy height ;

And crufh'd an Afh beneath, that cou'd not bear his weight.

The (hatter'd Tree receives his fall
j
and ftrikes

Within his full-blown Paunch, the fharpen'd Spikes.

Strong Apbareus had heav'd a mighty Stone,

The Fragment of a Rock ; and wou'd have thrown ;

But Tbefeus with a Club of hardened Oak,

The Cubit-bone of the bold Centaur broke ;

And left him maim'd
; nor feconded the Stroke.

Then leapt on tall Bianor's Back : (Who bore

No mortal Burden but his own, before.)

Prefs'd with his Knees his Sides; the double Man
His fpeed with Spurs increas'd, unwilling ran.

One Hand the Hero fatten\l on his Locks

His other ply'd him with repeated Strokes.

The
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The Club rung round his Ears, and batter'd Brows ;

He falls ; and lafliing up his Heels, his Rider throws.

The faTie Herculean Arms, Nedymnus wound ;

And lay by him Lycotas on the Ground.

And Hippa/iis, whofe Beard his Breaft invades ;

And Ripheutj haunter of the Woodland Shades :

And Terms us'd with Mountain-Bears to ftrive ;

And from their Dens to draw th' indignant Beafts alive.

Demoleon cou'd not bear this hateful Sight,

Or the long Fortune of th' Athenian Knight :

But pull'd with all his Force, to difengage

From Earth a Pine ; the Product of an Age :

The Root (tuck fart : The broken Trunk he fent

At Thefius : Tbefeus fruftrates his Intent,

And leaps afide ; by Pallas warn'd, the Blow

To fhun : (for fo he faid ; and we believ'd it
fo.)

Yet not in vain, th' enormous Weight was caft ;

Which Crantor\ Body funder'd at the Waift.

Thy Father's Squire, Achilles, and his Care j

Whom Conquered in the Dolofeian War,
Their King, his prefent Ruin to prevent

A Pledge of Peace implor'd, to Peleus fent.

Thy Sire, with grieving Eyes, beheld his Fate ;

Andcry'd, not long, lov'd
Crantor, (halt thou wait

Thy vow'd Revenge. At once he
faid, and threw

His Afhen-Spear ; which quiver'd as it flew ;

With
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With all his Force and all his Soul apply'd ;

The (harp Point uuvr'd in the Centaur's Side :

Both Hands, to wrench it out, the Monfter join'd ;

And wrench'd it 6ut ; but left the Steel behind.

Stuck in his Lungs it ftood : lnrag'd he rears

His Hoofs, and down to Ground thy Father bears.

Thus trampled under Foot, his Shield defends

His Head ; his other Hand the Lance protends.

Ev'n while he lay extended on the Duft,

He fped the Centaur, with one fingle Thruft.

Two more, his Lance before transfix'd from far ;

And two, his Sword had flain, in clofer War. w

To thefe was added Dorylas : Who fpread

A Bull's two goring Horns around his Head.

With thefe he pufh'd ; in Blood already dy
r
d ;

Him, fearlefs, I approach'd ; and thus defy'd :'.

Now Monfter, now, by Proof it (hall appear,

Whether thy Horns, are (harper or my Spear.

At this, I threw.: For want of other Ward,

He lifted up his Hand, his Front to guard.

His Hand it pafs'd : And fix'd it to his Brow :

Loud Shouts of ours, attend the lucky Blow.

Him Felem finiuYd, with a fecond Wound :

Which through the Navel pierc'd : He reel'd around ;

And drag'd his dangling Bowels on the Ground.

Trod what he drag'd ; and what he trod he crufh'd :

And to his Mother-Earth, with empty Belly rufh'd.

t

Nor cou'd thy Form, O Cyllarus, foreflow

Thy Fate ; (if Form to Monfters Men allow : )
7?ifT

Juft
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Juft bloom'd thy Beard : Thy Beard of golden Hew :

Thy Locks in golden Waves, about, thy Shoulders flew.

Sprightly thy Look : Thy Shapes in ev'ry part

So clean ;
as might inftrucl: the Sculptor's Art :

As far as Man extended : Where began

The Beaft, the Beaft was equal to the Man.

Add but a Horfes Head and Neck ; and he,

O Caftory was a Courfer worthy thee.

So was his Back proportioned for the Seat ;

So rofe his brawny Cheft ; fo
fwiftly mov'd his Feet.

Coal-black his Colour; but like Jet it fhone,

His Legs and flowing Tail, were White alone,

Beiov'd by many Maidens of his Kind ;

But fair, Hylonome, poflefs'd his Mind :

Hybnome, for Features, and for Face

Excelling all the Nymphs of double Race :

Nor lefs her Blandifhments, than Beauty move ;

At once both loving, and confeffing Love.

For him fhe drefs'd : For him with Female Care

She comb'd, and fet in Curls, her auborn Hair.

Of Rofes, Violets, and Lillies mix'd

And Sprigs of flowing Rofemary betwixt

She form'd the Chaplet, that adorn'd her Front :

In Waters of the Pagafean Fount,

And in the Streams that from the Fountain play,

She wafh'd her Face ; and bath'd her twice a Day.

The Scarf of Furs, that hung below her Side,

Was Ermin, or the Panther's fpotted Pride ;

Spoils of no common Beaft : With equal Flame

They lov'd : Their Sylvan Pleafures were the fame :

All
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All Day they hunted : And when Day expir'd,

Together to fome fhady Cave retir'd :

Invited to the Nuptials, both repair :

And Side by Side, they both ingage in.War.

Uncertain from what Hand, a flying Dart

At Cyllarus
was fent ; which pierc'd his Heart.

The Javelin
drawn from out the mortal Wound,

He feints with ftaggring Steps ; and feeks the Ground :

The Fair, within her Arms receiv'd his
fall,

N nd (trove his wandring Spirits to recal :

And while her Hand the ftreaming Blood oppos'd,

Toin'd Face to Face, his Lips with hers (he clos'd.

Stiffled with Rifles, a fweet Death he dies ;

She fills the Fields with undiftinguiuYd Cries :

At leaft her Words,, were in her Clamour drown'd ;

For my ftun'd Ears receiv'd no vocal Sound.

In madnefs of her Grief, (he feiz'd the Dart

New-drawn, and reeking from her Lover's Heart ;

To her bare Bofom the (harp Point apply'd ;

And wounded fell ; and falling by his Side,

Embrac'd him in her Arms ; and thus
embracing, dy'd.

Ev'n ftill methinks, I fee Pb^ocomes
5

Strange was his Habit ; and as odd his Drefs. .

Six Lion's Hides, with Thongs together faft,

His upper part defended to his Waift :

And where, Man ended, the continued Veft,

Spread on his Back, the Houfs and Trappings of a Beaft.

A
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A Stump too heavy for a Team to draw ;

(It feems a Fable, tho' the Fad I faw ; )

He threw at Pbolon ; the defcending Blow -

Divides the Skull, and cleaves his Head in two.

The Brains, from Nofe and Mouth, and either Ear

Came ilTuing out, as through a Colendar

The curdled Milk ; or from the Prefs the Whey TQWl

Driv'n down by Weights above, is drain'd away.

But him, while flopping down to fpoil the Slain,

Pierc'd through the Paunch, I tumbled on the Plain,

Then Chtbonyu^ and Teleboas I flew :

A Fork the former arm'd ; a Dart his Fellow threw*

The Javelin wounded me ; (behold the Skar.)

Then was my time to feek the Trojan War ;

Then I was He&or's Match in open Field ;

But he was then unborn ; at leaft a Child :

Now, I am nothing. I forbear to tell

By Peripbantas how Pyretws fell.

The Centaur by the Knight : Nor will I ftay

On Ampbyx^ or what Deaths he dealt that Day ;

What Honour, with a pointlefs Lance he won,

Stuck in the front of a four-footed Man.

What Fame young Macareus obtain'd in Fight :

Or dwell on Nejfus, now return'd from Flight.

How Prophet Mopfus, not alone devin'd,

\Vhofe Valour equall'd his forefeeing Mind.

Already C<xmus^ with his conquering Hand,

Had flaughter'd five the boldeft of their Band.

L 1 1 Vyrach,
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Pyrachmus, Helymus, Antimacbus,

Bromus the Brave, and ftronger Stipbelus,

Their Names I number'd, and remember well,

No Trace remaining, by what Wounds they fell.

Latreus, the bulkieft of the double Race

Whom the fpoil'd Arms of (lain Hakfus grace,

In Years retaining ftill his Youthful Might,

Though his black Hairs were interfpers'd with White,

Betwixt th' imbattled Ranks, began to prance,

Proud of his Helm, and Macedonian Lance ;

And rode the Ring around; that either Hoaft

Might hear him, while he made this empty Boaft.

And from a Strumpet mall we fuffer Shame,

For Coenis
ftill,

not C<eneus is thy Name :

And ftill the Native Softnefs of thy Kind

Prevails ; and leaves the Woman in thy Mind ?

Remember what thou wert ; what Price was paid

To change thy Sex : To make thee not a Maid ;

And but a Man in fhew : Go, Card and Spin ;

And leave the Bufinefs of the War to Men.

While thus the Boafter exercis'd his Pride,

The fatal Spear of C<xneus reach'd his Side :

Juft in the mixture of the Kinds it ran ;

Betwixt the neather Breaft, and upper Man :

The Monfter mad with Rage, and ftung with Smart,

His Lance directed at the Hero's Heart :

It ftrook : But bounded from his harden'd Breaft,

Like Hail from Tiles, which the fafe Houfe inveft.

Nor
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Nor feem'd the Stroke with more effect to come,

Than a fmall Pebble falling on a Drum.

He next his Fauchion try'd, in clofer Fight ;

But the keen Fauchion, had no Pow'r to bite.

He thruft ; the blunted Point return'd again :

Since downright Blows, he cry'd, and Thrufts are vain,

I'll prove his Side : In ftrong Embraces held

He prov'd his Side ;
his Side the Sword repelfd :

His hollow Belly eccho'd to the Stroke;

Untouched his Body, as a folid Rock ;

Aim'd at his Neck at laft, the Blade in Shivers broke.

Th' Impaffive Knight ftood Idle, to deride

His Rage, and offer'd oft his naked Side :

At length, Now Monfter, in thy turn he cry'd

Try thou the Strength of Cxneus : At the Word

He thruft ; and in his Shoulder plung'd the Sword.

Then writh'd his Hand ; and as he drove it down,

Deep in his Breaft, made many Wounds in one.

7

The Centaurs faw inrag'd, th' unhop'd Succefs ;

And rufhing on, in Crowds, together prefs ;

At him, and him alone, their Darts they threw :

Repuls'd they from his fated Body flew.

Amaz'd they ftood ; till Monychus began,

O Shame, a Nation conquer'd by a Man !

A Woman-Man
; yet more a Man is He,

Than all our Race ; and what He was, are We.

Now, what avail our Nerves ? The united Force,
Of two the

ftrongeft Creatures, Man and Horfe :

Lll 2 Nor
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Nor Goddefs-born ; nor of lxlons Seed

We feem ; (a Lover built for Juno's Bed
;)

Mafter'd by this half Man. Whole Mountains throw

With Woods at once, and bury him below.

This only way remains. Nor need we doubt

To choak the Soul within ; though not to force it out.

Heap Weights, inftead of Wounds : He chanc'd to fee

Where Southern Storms had rooted up a Tree ;

This, rais'd from Earth, againft the Foe he threw;

Th' Example (hewn, his Fellow-Brutes purfue.

With Foreft-loads the Warrior they invade ;

Otbrys and Pelion foon were void of Shade ;

And fpreading Groves were naked Mountains made.

Prefs'd with the Burden, Caeneus pants for Breath ;

And on his Shoulders bears the Wooden, Death.

To heave th' intolerable Weight he tries ;

At length it rofe above his Mouth and Eyes :

Yet ftill he heaves : And ftrugling with Defpair,

Shakes all afide
; and gains a gulp of Air :

A fhort Relief, which but prolongs his Pain ;

He faints by Fits ; and then refpires again :_

At laft, the Burden only nods above,

As when an Earthquake ftirs th
7

Iddtan Grove.

Doubtful his Death : He fuffocated feem'd,

To moft ; but otherwife our Mopfus deem'd.

Who faid he faw a yellow Bird arife

From out the Pile, and cleave the liquid Skies :

I faw it too :

^Vith golden Feathers bright ;

Nor e're before, beheld fo
ftrange a Sight.

Whom
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Whom Motfus viewing, as it foar'd around

Our Troop, and heard the Pinions rattling Sound,

All hail he cry d, thy Countries Grace and Love ;

Once firft of Men below ; now firft of Birds above.

Its Author to the Story gave Belief :

For us, our Courage was increas'd by Grief :

Afham'd to fee a fingle Man, purfu'd

With Odds, to fink beneath a Multitude :

We pufti'd
the Foe ; and forc'd to lhameful Flight ;

Part fell ; and part efcap'd by favour of the Night.

This Tale by Neftor told, did much difpleafe

Tlepolemii5j the Seed of Hercules :

For, often he had heard his Father fay,

That he himfelf was prefent at the Fray ;

And more than fhar'd the Glories of the Day.

Old Chronicle, he faid, among the reft,

You might have nam'd Akides at the leaft :

Is he not worth your Praife ? The Tylian Prince

Sigh'd e'er he fpoke ; then made this proud Defence.

My former Woes in long Oblivion drown'd,

I wou'd have loft ;
but you renew the Wound :

Better to pafs him o'er, than to relate

The Caufe I have your mighty Sire to hate.

His Fame has fill'd the World, and reach'd the Sky ;

(Which, Oh, I wifti with Truth, I cou'd deny ! )

We praife not He&or; though his Name, we know

Is great in Arms ; 'tis hard to praife a Foe,

He,
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He, your Qreat Father, level I'd to the Ground

Mejfmias Tow'rs : Nor better Fortune found

//*,
and Pj/los ; that a neighb'ring State

And this my own : Both guiltlefs of their Fate.

To pals the reft, twelve wanting one, he (lew ;

My Brethren, who their Birth from Nelew drew.

All Youths of early Promife, had they liv'd ;

By him they perifrYd : I alone furviv'd.

The reft were eafy Conqueft : But the Fate .

Of PericlymenoSj is wondrous to relate.

To him, our common Grandftre of the Main,

Had giv'n to change hi* F< m
;
and changed, refume again.

Vary'd at Pleafure, every Shape he try'd ;

And in all Beafts Aklles ftill defv'd :

Vanquifh'd on Earth, at length he foar'd above ;

Chang'd to the Bird, that bears the Bolt of Jove.

The new-diflembled Eagle, now endu'd

With Beak and Pounces, Hercules purfu'd :

And cuff'd his manly Cheeks, and tore his Face ;

Then, fafe retir'd, and tour'd in empty fpace.

Akides bore not long his flying Foe ;

But bending his inevitable Bow,
ReacrTd him in Air, fufpended as he ftood ;

And in his Pinion nVd thefeathcr'd Wood.

Light was the Wound; but in the Sinew hung,

The Point-; and his difabled Wing unftrung.

He wheel'd in Air, and ftretch'd his Vans in. vain ;

His Vans no longer cou'd his Flight fuftain :

For
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For while one gather'd Wind, one unfupply'd

Hung drooping down ;
nor pois'd his other Side.

He fell : The Shaft that (lightly was imprefs'd,

Now from his heavy Fall with weight increased,

Drove through his Neck, aflant, he fpurns the Ground ;

And the Soul iflues through the Weazon's Wound.

Now, brave Commander of the Rhodian Seas,

What Praife is due from me, to Hercules ?

Silence is all the Vengeance I decree

For my flain Brothers ; but 'tis Peace with thee.

Thus with a flowing Tongue old Nefior fpoke :

Then, to full Bowls each other they provoke :

At length, with Wearinefs, and Wine opprefs'd ;

They rife from Table \ and withdraw to Reft.

The Sire of Cygnm, Monarch of the Main,

Mean time, laments his Son, in Battle flain :

And vows the Victor's Death ; nor vows in vain.

For nine long Years the fmoother'd Pain he bore ;

(Achilles was not ripe for Fate, before : )

Then when he faw the promis'd Hour was near,

He thus befpoke the God, that guides the Year.

Immortal Offspring of my Brother Jove ;

My brighteft Nephew, and whom beft I love,

Whofe Hands were join'd with mine, to raife the WaH

Of tottring Troy, now nodding to her
fall,

Doft thou not mourn our Pow'r employ'd in vain ;

And the Defenders of our City flain ?

To
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To pafs
the reft,

cou'd noble HeBor lie

Unpity'd, drag'd amund his Native Troy
?

And yet
the Murd'rer lives : Himfelf by far

A greater Plague, than all the waftful War :

He lives; the proud Pelidef lives to boa ft

Our Town deftroy'd, our common Labour loft !

O, cou'd I meet him ! But I wiih too late :

To prove my Trident is not in his Fate !

But let him try (for-
that's ailow'd) thy Dart,

And pierce
his only penetrable

Part.

Apollo
bows to the fuperiour Throne ;

And to his Uncle's Anger, adds his own.

Then in a Cloud involv'd, he takes his Flight,

Where Greeks aud Trojans mix'd in mortal Fight;

And found out Pari*, lurking where he ftood,

And ftain'd his Arrows with Plebeyan Blood :

Phocbm to him alone the God confefsM,

Then to the recreant Knight, he thus addrefs'd.

Doft thou not blufh, to fpend thy Shafts in vaii*

On a degenerate, 3nd ignoble Train ?

If Fame, or better Vengeance be thy Care,

There aim : And with one Arrow, end the War.

HeLaid ;
and fhew'd from far the blazing Shield

And Sword, which but Achilles none cou'd weild ;

And how he mov'd a God, and mow'd the ftanding Field.

The Deity himfelf directs aright

Th' invenom'd Shaft
; and wings the fatal Flight.

Thus
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Thus fell the foremoft of the Grecian Name ;

And He, the bafe Adult'rer, boafts the Fame.

A Spectacle to glad the Trojan Train ;

And pleafe old Priam, after He&or (lain.

If by a Female Hand he had forefeen

He was to die, his Wifh had rather been

The Lance and double Axe of the fair Warrious Queen.

And now the Terror of the Trojan Field

The Grecian Honour, Ornament, and Shield,

High on a Pile, th' Unconquer'd Chief is plac'd,

The God that arm'd him
firft,

confum'd at laft.

Of all the Mighty Man, the fmall Remains

A little Urn, and fcarcely fill'd,
contains.

Yet great in Homer, (till Achilles lives ;

And equal ,to himfelf, himfelf furvives.
#

His Buckler owns its former Lord ; and brings

New caufe of
Strife, betwixt contending Kings ;

Who Worthieft after him, his Sword to weild,

Or wear his Armour, or fuftain his Shield.

Ev'n Diomede fate Mute, with down-caft Eyes ;

Confcious of wanted Worth to win the Prize :

Nor Menelas prefum'd thefe Arms to claim,

Nor He the King of Men, a greater Name.

Two Rivals only rofe : Laertes Son,

And the vaft Bulk of Ajaz Telamon :

The King, who cherifh'd each, with equal Love,

And, from himfelf all Envy wou'd remove,

Left both to be determin'd by the Laws ;

And to the Grecian Chiefs, transferred the Caufe.

Mmm THE
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And dares fUlyjfes
for the Prize contend,

In fight of what he durft not once defend ?

But bafely fled that memorable Day,

When I from Heir's Hands redeem'd the flaming Prey.

So much 'tis fafer at the noify Bar

With Words to flourifh than ingage in War.

By different Methods we maintain our Right, 4
Nor am I made to Talk, nor he to Fight.

In bloody Fields I labour to be great ;

His Arms are a fmooth Tongue ; and foft Deceit :

Nor need I fpeak my Deeds, for thofe you fee,

The Sun and Day are Witneffes for me.

Let him who fights unfeen relate his own,

And vouch the filent Stars, and confcious Moon ;

Great is the Prize demanded, I confefs,

But fuch an abjeft Rival makes it lefs ;

That Gift, thofe Honours, he but hop'd to gain

Can leave no room for Ajaz to be vain :

Lofing he wins, becaufe his Name will be *~SL JkJr

Enobled by Defeat, who durft contend with me.

Were my known Valour queftion'd, yet my Blood

Without that Plea wou'd make my Title good :

My Sire was Telamon whofe Arms, employ'd

With Hercules, thefe Trojan Walls deftroy'd ;

And who before with Jafon, fent from Greece

In the firft Ship brought home the Golden Fleece :

Great Telamon from lEacus derives

His Birth (th' Inquifitor of guilty lives

In Shades below where Syjipbus whofe Son

This Thief is thought rouls up the reftlefs heavy Stone.)

Juft
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Juft BLacm the King of Gods, above

Begot : Thus Ajax is the third from Jove.

Nor Ihou'd I feek advantage from my Line,

Unlefs (Acbilks) it were mix'd with thine :

As next of Kin Achilles Arms I claim,

This Fellow wou'd ingraft a Foreign Name,

Upon our Stock, and the Syjiphian Seed

By Fraud and Theft aflerts his Father's Breed j

Then muft I lofe thefe Arms, becaufe I came

To fight uncall'd, a voluntary Name,
'

-.

Norfhun'd the CauTe, but ofFer'd you my Aid,

While he long lurking was to War betray'd :

Forc'd to the Field he came, but in the Reer ;

And feign'd Diftra&ion to conceal his Fear :

Till one more cunning caught him in the Snare ;

(111 for himfelf) and drag'd him into War.

Now let a Hero's Arms a Coward veft,

And he who (hun'd all Honours, gain the beft :

And let me ftand excluded from my Right

Rob'd of my Kinfman's Arms, who firft appear'd in Fight.

Better for us at home had he remain'd

Had it been true, the Madnefs which he
feign'd,

Or fo believ'd ; the lefs had been our Shame,
The lefs his counfell'd Crime which brands the Grecian Name
Nor PbiJo&etes had been left inclos'd

In a bare We to Wants and Pains
expos'd,

Where to the Rocks, with
folitary Groans

His Sufferings and our Bafenefs he bemoans ;

And wifties (fo may Heav'n his Wifli
fulfill)

The due Reward to him who caus'd his 111.

Now
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Now he with us to Troys Deftrudtion fvvorn

Our Brother of the War, by whom are bom

Alcides Arrows, pent in narrow BounJs

With Cold and Hunger pinch'd^ and pain'd with Wounds,

To find him Food and Cloatliing mult employ

Againft the Birds the Shafts due to the Fate of Troy. .

Yet ftill he lives, and lives from Treaibn free,

Becaufe he left Vlyjfef'Company :

Poor Falamede might with, fo void of Aid,

Rather to have been left, than lo to Death betray'd :

The Coward bore the Man immortal Spighfc,

Who fham'd him out of Madnefs into Fight :

Nor daring otherwife to vent his Hate

Accus'd him firft of Treafon to the State,

And then for proof produe'd the golden Store;

Himfelf had hidden in his Tent before :

Thus of two Champions he deprived our Hoaft,

By Exile one, and one by Treafon loft.

Thus fights Vlyjfes, thus his Fame extends,

A formidable Man, but to his Friends :

Great, for what Greatnefs is in Words and Sound,

Ev'n faithful Neftor lefs in both is found :

But that he might without a Rival reign,

He left this faithful Neftor on the Plain ;

Forfook his Friend ev'n at his utmoft Need,

Who tir'd, and tardy with his wounded Steed

Cry'd out for Aid, and call'd him by his Name;
But Cowardice has neither Ears nor Shame :

Thus fled the good old Man, bereft of Aid,

And for as much as lay in him, betray'd :

That
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That this is not a Fable forg'd by me,

Like one of his, an
Vlyjfean Lie,

I vouch ev'n Diomede, who tho' his Friend

Cannot tha: At excufe, much lefs defend :

He call'd him bade aloud, and tax'd his Fear ;

And fure enough he heard, but durft not hear.

The Gods with equal Eyes on Mortals look,

He juftly was forfaken, who forfook :

Wanted that Succour he refufed to lend,

Found ev'ry Fellow fuch another Friend :

No wonder, if he roar'd that all might hear ;

His Elocution was increas'd by fear :

I heard, I ran, I found him out of Breath,

Pale, trembling, and half dead, with fear of Death.

Though he had judg'd himfelf by his own Laws,

And flood condemned, I help'd the common Caufe :

With my broad Buckler hid him from the Foe ;

(Ev'n the Shield trembled as he lay below;)

And from impending Fate the Coward freed :

Good Heav'n forgive me for fo bad a Deed !

If ftill he
willperfift, and urge the Strife,

Firft let him give me back his forfeit Life :

Let him return to that opprobrious Field ;

Again creep under my protecting Shield :

Let him lie wounded, let the Foe be near,

And let his quiv'ring Heart confefs his Fear ;

There put him in the very Jaws of Fate ;

And let him plead his Caufe in that Eftate :

N n n And
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And yet when ihatch'd from Death, when from below

My lifted Shield I loos'd, and let him go :

Good Heav'ns how light he
rofe, with what a bound

He fprung from Earth, forgetful of his Wound ;

How frefh, how eager then his Feet to ply,

Who had not Strength to ftand, had Speed to
fly

!

He&or came on, and brought the Gods along ;

Fear feiz'd alike the Feeble and the Strong :

Each Greek was an Vlyjfes ; fuch a Dread

TrT approach, and ev'n the l*ound of He&or bred :

Him, fleuYd with Slaughter, and with Conqueft crown'd,

I met, and over-turn'd him to the Ground ;

When after, matchlefs as he deem'd, in Might,

He challenged all our Hoaft to fingle Fight ;

All Eyes were fix'd on me : The Lots were thrown ;

But for your Champion I was wiih'd alone :

Your Vows were heard, we Fought, and neither yield ;

Yet I returnd unvanquifh'd from the Field.

With Jove to friend th' infulting Trojan came,

And menae'd us with Force, our Fleet with Flame '.:

Was it the Strength of this Tongue-valiant Lord,

In that black Hour, that fav'd you from the Sword ?

Or was my Breaft expos'd alone, to brave

A thoufand Swords, a thoufand Ships to fave ?

The hopes of your return ! And can you yield,

For a fav'd Fleet, lefs than a fingle Shield ?

Think it no Boaft, O Grecians^ if I deem

Thefe Arms want Ajaz, more than Ajaz them;

0r
>
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Or, I with them an equal Honour (hare ;

They honoured to be worn, and I to wear.

Will he compare my Courage with his Slight ?

As well he may compare the Day with Night.

Night is indeed the Province of his Reign :

Yet all his dark Exploits no more contain

Than a Spy taken, and a Sleeper (lain.

A Prieft made Pris'ner, Pallas made a Prey,

But none of all thefe Actions done by Day :

Nor ought of thefe was done, and Diomed away.

If on fuch petty Merits you confer

So vaft a Prize, let each his Portion (hare ;

Make a juft Dividend ; and if not
all,

The greater part to Diomed will fall.

But why, for Ithacws fuch Arms as thofe, ]

Who naked and by Night invades his Foes ?

The glittering Helm by Moonlight will proclaim

The latent Robber, and prevent his Game :

Nor cou'd he hold his tott'ring Head upright

Beneath that Motion, or fuftain the Weight ;

Nor that right Arm cou'd tofs the beamy Lance ;

Much lefs the left that ampler Shield advance ;

Pond'rous with precious Weight, and rough with Coft

Of the round World in riling Gold embofs'd.

That Orb would ill become his Hand to wield,

And look as for the Gold he ftole the Shield ;

Which, (hou'd your error on the Wretch bellow,

It would not frighten, but allure the Foe :

Why asks he, what avails him not in Fight,

And wou'd but cumber and retard his
Flight,

Nnnj In
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In which his only Excellence is plac'd,

You give him Death, that intercept his haft f

Add, that his own is yet a Maiden-Shield,

Nor the leaft Dint has (utfer'd in the Field,

Guiltlefs of Fight : Mine batter'd, hew'd, and bor'd,

Worn out of Service, muft forfake his Lord.

What farther need of Words our Right to fcan ;

My Arguments are Deeds, let Aftion fpeak the Man ?

Since from a Champion's Arms the Strife arofe,

So caft the glorious Prize amid the Foes :

Then fend us to redeem both Arms and Shield,

And let him wear who wins 'em in the Field.

He faid : A Murmur from the MuMttitfc

Or fomewhat like a ftiffled Shout enfu'd \

Till from his Seat arofe Laertes Son,

Look'd down awhile, and paus'd e'er he begun ;

Then to th' expecting Audience rais'd his Look,

And not without prepar'd Attention fpoke :

Soft was his Tone, and fober was his Face ;

A&ion his Words, and Words his Action grace.

If Heav'n, my Lords, had heard our common Pray'r,

Thefe Arms had caus'd no Quarrel for an Heir ;

Still great Achilles had his own
poffefs'd,

And we with great Achilles had been blefs'd *

But fince hard Fate, and Heav'ns fevere Decree

Have ravifh'd him away from you and me,

(At this he ligh'd, and wip'd his Eyes, and drew

Or feem'dto drawfome Drop*; of kindly Dew)

Who
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Who better can fucceed AcbiUes loft,

Than He who gave Achilles to your Hoaft ?

This only I requeft, that neither He

May gain, by being what he feems to be,

A ftupid Thing, nor I may lofe the Prize,

By having Senfe, which Heav'n to him denies :

Since, great or fmall, the Talent I enjoy'd

Was ever in the common Caufe employ'd :

Nor let my Wit, and wonted Eloquence

Which often has been us'd in your Defence

And in my own, this only time be brought

To bear againft my felf, and deem'd a Fault.

Make not a Crime, where Nature made it none ;

For evVy Man may freely ufe his own.

The Deeds of long defcended Anceftors

Are but by grace of Imputation ours,

Theirs in effet ; but fince he draws his Line

From Jove, and feems to plead a Right Divine,

From Jove, like him, I claim my Pedigree ;

And am defcended in the fame degree :

My Sire Laertes was Arcejim Heir,

Arcejius was the Son of Jupiter
:

No Paricide, no banifh'd Man is known,

In all my Line : Let him excufe his own.

Hermes ennobles too, my Mother's Side,

By both my Parents to the Gods
ally'd ;

But not becaufe that on the Female Tart

My Blood is better, dare I ckim Defert,

Or that my Sire from Paricide is free;

But judge by Merit betwixt Him and Me :

The



462 The Speeches of

The Prize be to the beft ; provided yet,

That Ajax for awhile his Kin forget;

And his great Sire, and greater Uncles, Name,

To fortify by them his feeble Claim :

Be Kindred and Relation laid afide.

And Honours Caufe by Laws of Honour try'd :

For if he plead Proximity of Blood ;

That empty Title is. with Eafe withftood.

Pekm, the Hero's Sire, more nigh than he

And Pyrrhm, his undoubted Progeny,

Inherit firft thefe Trophies of the Field ;

To Scyros, or to Pthya, fend the Shield :

And Teucer has an Uncle's Right ; yet he

Waves his Pretentions, nor contends with me.

Then fince the Caufe on pure Defert is plac'd,

Whence (hall I take my rife, what reckon laft ?

I not prefume on ev'ry A6bto dwell,

But take thefe few, in order as they fell.

Thetis, who knew the Fates, apply'd her Care

To keep Achilles in difguife from War ;

And till the threatening Influence were paft,

A Woman's Habit on the Hero caft :

All Eyes were couzen'dby the borrow'd Veft,

And Ajax (never wifer than the reft)

Found no Pelides there : At length I came

With proffer'd Wares to this pretended Dame,

She not difcover'd by her Mien or Voice,

Betray'd her Manhood by her manly Choice;

And
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And while on Female Toys her Fellows look,

Gralp'd in her Warlike Hand, a Javelin fhook,

Whom by this Aft reveal'd I thus befpoke :

O Goddefs born ! refift not Heav'ns Decree,

The fall of Ilium, is referv'd for Thee ;

Then feiz'd him, and produc'd in open Light,

Sent bluftiing to the Field the fatal Knight.

Mine then are all his Actions of the Wat,

Great Telepbm was conquer'd by my Spear

And after cur'd : To me the Thebans owe,

Lesbos, and Tenedos, their overthrow ;

Syros and Cylla
I Not on all to dwell,

By me Lyrnefws, and ftrong Cbryfa fell :

And fince I fent the Man who Hetlor flew :

To me the noble Heeler's Death is due :

Thofe Arms I put into his living Hand,

Thofe Arms, Pelides dead, I now demand.

When Greece was injur'd in the Spartan Prince,

And met at Aulls to revenge th'
Offence,

'Twas a dead Calm, or adverfe Blafts that reign'd,

And in the Port the Wind-bound Fleet detain'd :

Bad Signs were feen, and Oracles fevere

Were daily thunder'd in our General's Ear;

That by his Daughter's Blood we muft appeafe

T>iana\ kindled Wrath, and free the Seas.

AfFe&ion, Int'reft, Fame, his Heart aflail'd ;

But foon the Father o'er the King prevail'd :

Bold, on himfelf he took the pious Crime,

As angry with the Gods, as they with him.

No
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No Subject cou'd fuftain their Sov'raign's Look,

Till this hard Enterprize I undertook :

I only durft th' Imperial Pow'r controul,

And undermined the Parent in his Soul ;

Forc'd him t* exert the King for common Good,

And pay our Ranfom with his Daughters Blood.

Never was Caufe more difficult to plead,

Than where the Judge againft himfelf decreed :

Yet this I won by dint of Argument ;

The Wrongs his injur'd Brother underwent ;

And his own Office fham'd him to confent.

'Twas harder yet to move the Mother's Mind,

And to this heavy Task was I defign'd :

Reafons againft her Love I knew were Vain ;

I circumvented whom I could not gain :

Had Ajaz been employ'd, our flacken'd Sails

Had ftill at Aulis waited happy Gales.

Arriv'd at Troy, your choice was fix'd on me
A fearlefs Envoy, fit/or a bold EmbaMy :

Secure, I enter'd through the hoftile Court,

GlittVing with Steel, and crowded with Refort':

There, in the midft of Arms, 1 plead out Caufe,

Urge the foul Rape, and violated Laws ;

Accufe the Foes, as Authors of the Strife,

Reproach the Ravimer, demand the Wife.

Priam, Anterior, and the wifer few

I mov'd ; but ?am and his lawlefs Crew

Scarce
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Scarce held their Hands, and lifted Swords : But flood

In At to quench their impious Thirft of Blood :

This Menelaus knows ; expos'd to fhare

With me the rough Preludium of the War.

Endlefs it were to tell what I have done,

In Arms, or Council, fince the Siege begun :

The firft Encounter's paft, the Foe repell'd,

They skulk'd within the Town, we kept the Field,

War feem'd afleep for nine long Years, at length

Both Sides refolv'd to pufh, we try'd our Strength.

Now what did Ajax while our Arms took Breath,

Vers'd only in the grofs mechanick Trade of Death ?

If you require my Deeds, with ambunVd Arms

I trap'd the Foe, or tir'd with falfe Alarms ;

Secur'd the Ships, drew Lines along the Plain,

The Fainting chear'd, chaftis'd the Rebel-train,

Provided Forage, our fpent Arms renewed,

Employ'd at home, or fent abroad, the common Caufe purfu'd.

The King, deluded in a Dream by Jove,

Defpair'd to take the Town, and order'd to remove.

What Subject durft arraign the Pow'r fupreme,

Producing Jove to
juftify his Dream ?

Ajax might wifh the Soldiers to retain

From fhameful Flight, but Wilhes were in vain :

As wanting of effedt had been his Words,

Such as of courfe his thundring Tongue affords.

Ooo ;
But
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But did this Boafter threaten, did he pray,

Or by his own Example urge their ftay ?

None, none of thefe, but ran himfelf away.

I faw him run, and was alham'd to fee ;

Who ply'd his Feet fo faft to get aboard as He ?

Then fpeeding through the Place, I made a ftand,

And loudly cry'd, O bafe, degenerate Band,

To leave a Town already in your Hand !

After fo long expence%>f Blood, for Fame,

To bring home nothing but perpetual Shame !

Thefe Words, or what I have forgotten (ince,

(For Grief infpir'd me then with Eloquence^

Reduc'd their Minds, they leave the crowded Fort,

And to their late forfaken Camp refort :

Difmay'd the Council met : This Man was there,

But mute, and not recover'd of his Fear.

Therjites tax'd the King, and loudly rail'd,

But his wide opening Mouth with Blows I feal'd.

Then riling I excite their Souls to Fame,

And kindle fleeping Virtue into Flame.

From thence, whatever he perform'd in Fight

Is juftly mine, who drew him back from Flight.

Which of the Grecian Chiefs conforts with Thee,
But

-Diomede, defires my Company,
And ftill communicates his Praife with me ?

As guided by a God, fecure he goes,

Arm'd with my Fellowfhip amid the Foes ;

And fure no little Merit I may boaft,

Whom fuch a Man feleds from fudi an Hoaft ;

Un-
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Unforc'd by Lots I went without affright,

To dare with him the Dangers of the Night !

On the fame Errand fent, we met the Spy,

Of Heffor, double-tongu'd, and us'd to lie ;

Him I difpatch'd, but not till undermin'd,

I drew him firft to tell what treacherous Troy defign'd :

My Task performed, with Praife I had retir'd,

But not content with this, to greater Praife afpir'd.

Invaded Khoefus, and his Thracian Crew,

And him, and his, in their own Strength I flew :

Return'd a Victor all my Vows compleat,

With the King's Chariot, in his Royal Seat :

Refufe me now his Arms, whofe fiery Steeds

Were promised to the Spy for his Nocturnal Deeds :

And let dull Ajax bear away my Right,. ^
When all his Days out-ballance this one Night.

Nor fought I Darkling ftill : The Sun beheld

With flaughter'd Lycians when I ftrew'd the Field :

You faw, and counted as I pafs'd along, yiifeod

Alafior, CromyiMy Ceranos the Strong, ^

Meander, PrytanU, and Halim, yg

Noemon, Cbaropes, and Ennomws ; fj^

Choon, Cherfidamas ; and five befide

Men of obfeure Defcent, but Courage try'd :

All thefe this Hand laid breathlefs on the Ground ;

Nor want I Proofs of many a manly Wound :

All honeft, all before : Believe not me,
Words may deceive, but credit what you fee.

Ooo 7 At
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At this he bar'd his Breaft, and fhow'd his Scars,

As of a furrow'd Field, well plough'd with Wars ;

Nor is this Part unexercis'd, faid he ;

That Gyant-bulk
of his from Wounds is free :

Safe in his Shield he fears no Foe to try,

And better manages his Blood than I :

But this avails me not; our Boafter ftrove

Not with our Foes alone, but partial jW,
To fave the Fleet : This I confefs is true,

(Nor will I take from any Man his due : )

But thus afluming all,
he robs from you.

Some part of Honour to your (hare will
fall,

He did the beft indeed, but did not all.

Patroclut in Achilles Arms, and thought

The Chief he feem'd, with equal Ardour fought ;

Preferv'd the Fleet, repell'd the raging Fire,

And forc'd the fearful Trojans to retire.

But Ajax boafts, that he was only thought

A Match for Hetlor, who the Combat fought :

Sure he forgets the King, the Chiefs, and Me :

All were as eager for the Fight as He :

He but the ninth, and not by publick Voice,

Or ours
preferr'd, was only Fortunes choice :

They fought; nor can our Hero boaft the Event,
For Hetlor from the Field, unwounded went.

Why am I forc'd to name that fetal Day,
That fnatch'd the Prop and Pride of Greece away ?

I faw
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I faw Pelides fink : With pious Grief,

And ran in vain, alas, to his Relief;

For the brave Soul was fled : Full ofmy Friend

I rufh'd amid the War his Relicks to defend :

Nor ceas'd my Toil till I redeem'd the Prey,

And loaded with AcbiUes, march'd away :

Thofe Arms, which on thefe Shoulders then I bore,

'Tis juft you to thefe Shoulders mould reftore.

You fee I want not Nerves, who cou'd fuftain

The pond'rous Ruins of fo great a Man :

Or if in others equal Force you find,

None is endu'd with a more grateful Mind

Did Thetis then, ambitious in her Care,

Thefe Arms thus labcur'd for her Son prepare ;

That Ajax after him the heav'nly Gift fhou'd wear,

For that dull Soul to ftare with ftupid Eyes,

On the learn'd unintelligible Prize !
uo-{

What are to him the Sculptures of the Shield, ivno3

Heav'ns Planets, Earth, and Oceans watry Field?

The Pleiads, Hyads ; lefs, and greater Bear,

Undipp'd in Seas ; Orion's angry Star,

Two difTring Cities, grav'd on either Hand ;

Would he wear Arms he cannot underftand ?

Befide, what wife Objections he prepares

Againft my late acceflion to the Wars ?

Does not the Fool perceive his Argument

Is with more force againft Achilles bent ?

For
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For if DhTembling be fo great a Crime,

The Fault is common, and the fame in him :

And if he taxes both of long delay,

My Guilt is lefs who fooner came away.

His pious Mother anxious for his Life,

Detained her Son, and me, my pious Wife.

To them the Bloflbms of our Youth were due,

Our riper Manhood we referv'd for you.

But grant me guilty, 'tis not much my care,

When with fo great a Man my Guilt I (hare :

My Wit to War the matchlefs Hero brought,

But by this Fool I never had been caught.

Nor need I wonder, that on me he threw

Such foul Afperfions, when he fpares not -you:

If Palamede unjuftly fell by me,

Your Honour fuffer'd in th' unjuft Decree :

I but accus'd, you doom'd : And yet he dy'd,

Convinc'd of Treafon, and was
fairly try'd :

You heard not he was falfe; your Eyes beheld

The Traytor manifeft; the Bribe reveal'd.

That Pbilotfetes is on Lemnos left

Wounded, forlorn, of human Aid bereft,

Is not my Crime, or not my Crime alone,

Defend your Juftice, for the Fa&'s your own :

Tis true, th' Advice was mine ; that flaying there

He might his weary Limbs with reft repair,

From a long Voyage free, and from a longer War.

He
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He took the Counfel, and he lives at leaft ;

Th' event declares I counfelfd for the beft :

Though Faith is all, in Minifters of State ; k

For who can promife to be fortunate ?

Now fince his Arrows are the Fate of Trq^
Do not my Wit, or weak Addrefs employ ;

Send Ajaz there, with his perfuafive Senfe

To mollify the Man, and draw him thence :

But Xanthm (hall run backward ;
Ida ftand

A leaflefs Mountain ; and the Grecian Band

Shall fight for Troy ; if when my Counfel fail,

The Wit of heavy Ajaz: can prevail.

Hard Pbilottetes, exercife thy Spleen,

Againft thy Fellows, and the King of Men ;

Curfe my devoted Head, above the reft,

And wiih in Arms to meet me Breaft to Breaft ;

Yet I the dang'rous Task will undertake

And either die my felf, or bring thee back.
]

Nor doubt the fame Succefs, as when before

The Phrygian Prophet to thefe Tents I bore,

Surpriz'd by Night, and forced him to declare

In what was plac'd the fortune of the War,

Heav'ns dark Decrees, and Anfwers to difplay,

And how to take the Town, and where the Secret lay :

Yet this I compafs'd, and from Troy convey'd

The fatal Image of their Guardian-Maid ;

That Work was mine ; for Pallas, though our Friend,

Yet while {he was in Troy did Troy defend,

Now
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Now what has Ajaz done, or what defign'd,

A noify Nothing, and an empty Wind ?

If he be what he promifes in Show,

Why was I fent, and why fear'd he to go ?

Our boafting Chaq^pion thought the Task not light

To pafs the Guards, commit himfelf to Night ;

Not only through a hoftile Town to pafs,

But fcale, with fteep afcent, the facred Place ;

With wand'ring Steps to fearch the Cittadel,

And from the Priefts their Patronefs to fteal :

Then through furrounding Foes to force my way,

And bear in Triumph home the heavVJy Prey ;

Which had I not : Ajaz in vain had held,

Before that monfVrous Bulk, his fev'nfold Sjbk&L

That Night to conquer Troy I might be faid,

When Troy was liable to Conqueft made.

Why point'ft thou to my Partner of the War ?

Tydides had indeed a worthy fhare

In all my Toil, and Praife ; but when thy Might

Our Ships protected, did'ft thou fingly fight ?

All join
r

d, and thou of many wert but one ;

I ask'd no Friend, nor had, but him alone :

Who, had he not been well aflur'd, that Art

And Condudt were of War the better part,

And more avail'd than Strength, my valiant Friend

Had urg'd a better Right, than Ajar can pretend :

As good at leaft Eurifiylus may claim,

And the more moderate Ajaz of the Name :

The
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The Cretan King, and his brave Charioteer,

And Menelam bold with Sword and Spear :

All thefe had been my Rivals in the Shield,

And yet all thefe to my Pretentions yield.

Thy boift'rous Hands are then of ufe, when I

With this directing Head thofe Hands apply.

Brawn without Brain is thine : My prudent Care

Forefees, provides, adminifters the War :

Thy Province is to Fight J but when (hall be

The time to Fight, the King confults with me :

No dram ofJudgment with thy Force is join d,

Thy Body is of Profit, and my Mind.

But how much more the Ship her Safety owes

To him who fleers, than him that only rows,

By how much more the Captain merits Praife

Than he who Fights, and Fighting but obeys ;

By fo much greater is my Worth than thine,

Who can'ft but execute what I defkn.

What gain'ft thou brutal Man, if I confefs

Thy Strength fuperiour when thy Wit is lefs ?

Mind is the Man : I claim my whole Defert,

From the Mind's Vigour, and th' immortal part.

But you, O Grecian Chiefs, reward my Care

Be grateful to your Watchman of the War :

For all my Labours in fo long a fpace,

Sure I may plead a Title to your Grace :

Enter the Town ; I then unbarr'd the Gates,

When I remov'd their tutelary Fates.

P PP By
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By all our common hopes, if hopes they be

Which I have now reduc'd to Certainty ;

By falling Troy, by yonder tott'ring Tow'rs,

And by their taken Gods, which now are ours ;

Or if there yet a farther Task remains,

To be performed by Prudence or by Pains ;

If yet fome defperate Action refts behind

That asks high Conduct, and a dauntlefs Mind ;

If ought be wanting to the Trojan Doom

Which none but I can manage and overcome,

Award, thofe Arms I ask, by your Decree :

Or give to this what you refufe to me.

He ceas'd : And ceafing with Refped: he bow'd,

And with his Hand at once the fatal Statue fhow'd.

Heav n, Air and Ocean rung, witth loud Applaufe,

And by the general Vote he gain'd his Caufe.

Thus Conduct won the Prize, when Courage faiPd,

And Eloquence o'er brutal Force prevail'd.

Tk
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The Death of Ajax.

He who ^ou'd often, and alone withftand

The Foe, the Fire, and Jwes own partial Hand,

Now cannot his unmafter'd Grief fuftain,

But yields to Rage, to Madnefs, and Difdain ;

Then fnatching out his Fauchion, Thou, faid He,

Art mine ; Vlyjfes lays no claim to Thee.

O often try'd, and ever trufty Sword,

Now do thy laft kind Office to thy Lord :

'Tis Ajax, who requefts thy Aid, to (how

None but himfelf, himfelf cou'd overthrow :

He faid, and with fo good a Will to die

Did to his Breaft the fatal Point apply,

It found his Heart, a way till then unknown,

Where never Weapon enter'd, but his own.

No Hands cou'd force it thence, fo fix'd it flood

Till out it rufli'd, expell'd by Streams of fpouting Blood.

The fruitful Blood produc'd a Flow'r, which grew

On a green Stem ; and of a Purple Hue :

Like his, whom unaware Apollo flew :

Infcrib'd in both, the Letters are the fame,

But thofe exprefs the Grief, and thefe the Name.

Ppp* THE
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TALE
IN

Days of Old when Arthur fill'd the Throne,

Whofe Ats and Fame to Foreign Lands were blown ;

The King of Elfs and little Fairy Queen

Gamboird on Heaths, and danc'd on ev'ry Green.

And where the
jolly Troop had led the round

The Grafs unbidden rofe, and mark'd the Ground :

Nor darkling did they dance, the Silver Light

OfPb^be ferv'd to guide their Steps aright,

And, with their Tripping pleas'd, prolong'd the Night.

Her Beams they follow'd, where at full fhe plaid,

Nor longer than fhe fhed her Horns they ftaid,

From thence with airy Flight to Foreign Lands convey'd.

Above
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Above the reft our Britain held they dear,

More folemnly they kept their Sabbaths here^

And made more fpaciou9 Rings, and revell'd half the Year.

I fpeak of ancient Times, for now the Swain

Returning late may pafs the Woods in vain,

And never hope to fee the nightly Train :

In vain the Dairy now with Mints is drefs'd,

The Dairy-Maid expe&s no Fairy Gueft,

To skim the Bowls and after pay the Feaft.

She fighs and (hakes her empty Shoes in vain,

No Silver Penny to reward her Pain :

For Priefts with Pray'rs,
and other godly Geer,

Have made the merry Goblins difappear ;

And where they plaid their merry Pranks before,

Have fprinkled Holy Water on the Floor :

And Fry'rs that through the wealthy Regions run

Thick as the Motes, that twinkle in the Sun ;

Refort to Farmers rich, and blefs their Halls

And exorcife the Beds, and crofs the Walls- :

This makes the Fairy Quires forfake the Place,

When once 'tis hallow'd with the Rites of Grace :

But in the Walks where wicked Elves have been,

The Learning of the Parifh now is feen,

The Midnight Parfon pofting o'er the Green.

With Gown tuck'd up to Wakes ;
for Sunday next,

With humming Ale encouraging his Text

Nor wants the holy Leer to Country-Girl betwixt.

From Fiends and Imps he lets the Village free,

There haunts not any Incubus, but He.

The
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The Maids and Women need no Danger fear

To walk by Night, and San&ity fo near :

For by fome Haycock or fome fhady Thorn

He bids his Peads both Even-ibng and Morn.

It fo befel in this King Arthur's Reign,

A lufty Knight was pricking o'er the Plain ;

A Batchelor he was, and of the courtly Train.

It happen'd as he rode, a Damfel gay

In Ruffet-Robes to Market took her way;
Soon on the Girl he caft an amorous Eye,

So ftrait (lie walk'd, and on her Patterns high :

If feeing her behind he lik'd her Pace,

Now turning ihort he better lik'd her Face :

He lights in haft, and full of Youthful Fire",

By Force accomplifh'd his obfcene Defire :

This done away he rode, not unefpy'd,

For fwarming at his Back the Country cry'd ;

And once in view they never loft the Sight,

But feiz'd, and pinion'd brought to court the Knight.

Then Courts of Kings were held in high Renown,

E'er made the common Brothels of the Town :

There, Virgins honourable Vows receiv'd,

But chaft as Maids in Monafteries liv'd :

The King himfelf to Nuptial Ties a Slave,

No bad Example to his Poets gave :

And they not bad, but in a vicious Age

Had not to pleafe the Prince debauch'd the Stage.

Q q q Now
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Now what fhouM Arthur do ? He lov'd the Knight,

But Soveraign Monarchs are the Source of Right :

Mov'd by the Damfels Tears and common Cry,

He doom'd the brutal Ravifher to die.

But fair Geneura rofe in his Defence,

And pray'd fo hard for Mercy from the Prince ;

That to his Queen the King th' Offender gave,

And left it in her Pow'r to Kill or Save :

This gracious At the Ladies all approve,

Who thought it much a Man fhould die for Love.

And with their Miftrefs join'd in cloie Debate,

(Covering their Kindnefs with diflembled Hate ; )

If not to free him, to prolong his Fate.

At la ft agreed they call'd him by confent

Before the Queen and Female Parliament.

And the fair Speaker riling from her Chair,

Did thus the Judgment of the Houfe declare.

Sir Knight, tW I have ask'd thy Life, yet ftift

Thy Deftiny depends upon my Will :

Nor haft thou other Surety than the Grace

Not due to thee from our offended Race.

But as our Kind is of a fofter Mold,

And cannot Blood without a Sigh behold,

I grant thee Life; referving ftill the Pow'r

To take the Forfeit when I fee my Hour :

Unlefs thy Anfwer to my next Demand

Shall fet Thee free from our avenging Hand ;

The
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The Queftion, whofe Solution I require,

Is what the Sex of Women moft defire
?

In this Difpute thy Judges are at Strife ;

Beware ; for on thy Wit depends thy Life.

Yet (left furpriz'd, unknowing what to fay

Thou damn thy felf) we give thee farther Day :

A Year is thine to wander at thy Will ;

And learn from others if thou want'ft the Skill.

But, not to hold our Proffer in Scorn,

Good Sureties will we have for thy return ;

That at the time prefix'd thou malt obey,

And at thy Pledges Peril keep thy Day.

Woe was the Knight at this fevere Command !

But well he knew 'twas bootlefs to withftand :

The Terms accepted as the Fair ordain,

He put in Bail for his return again.

And promis'd Anfwer at the Day affign'd,

The beft, with Heav'ns
Affiftance, he could find.

His Leave thus taken, on his Way he went

With heavy Heart, and full of Difcontent,

Mifdoubting much, and fearful of th' Event.

'Twas hard the Truth of fuch a Point to find,

As was not yet agreed among the Kind.

Thus on he went ; ftill anxious more and more,

Ask'd all he met
; and knock'd at ev'ry Door ;

Enquir'd of Men ; but made his chief Requeft

To learn from Women what they lov'd the beft.

Qqq 2
They
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They anfwer'd each according to her Mind ;

To pleafe her felf,
not all the Female Kind.

One was for Wealth, another was for Place :

Crones old and ugly, wifti'd a better Face.

The Widow's Wifh was oftentimes to Wed ;

The wanton Maids were all for Sport a Bed.

Some fa id the Sex were pleas'd with handfom Lies,

And fome grofs Flatt'ry lov'd without difguife :

Truth is, fays one, he feldom fails to win

Who Flatters well, for that's our darling Sin.

But long Attendance, and a duteous Mind,

Will work ev'n with the wifeft of the Kind.

One thought the Sexes prime Felicity

Was from the Bonds of Wedlock to be free :

Their Pleafures, Hours, and Actions all their own,

And uncontroll'd to give Account to none.

Some wifh a Husband-Fool ; but fuch are
curft,

For Fools perverfe, of Husbands are the worft :

All Women wou'd be counted Chaft and WT

ife,

Nor mould our Spoufes fee, but with our Eyes ;

For Fools will prate ; and tho' they want the Wit

To find clofe
Faults, yet open Blots will hit :

Tho' better for their Eafc to hold their Tongue,
For Womankind was never in the Wrong.
So Noife enfues, and Quarrels laft for Life ;

The Wife abhors the Fool, the Fool the Wife.

And fome Men fay that great Delight have we,
To be for Truth

extoll'd, and Secrecy :

And conftant in one Purpofe ftill to dwell;

And not our Husband's Counfels to reveal.

But
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But that's a Fable ; for our Sex is frail,

Inventing rather than not tell a Tale.

Like leaky Sives no Secrets we can hold :

Witnefs the famous Tale that Ovid told.

Midas the King, as in his Book appears,

By Phoebus was endow'd with AiTes Ears,

Which under his long Locks, he well conceal'd,

(As Monarch's Vices muft not be reveal'd)

For fear the People have 'em in the Wind,

Who long ago were neither Dumb nor Blind ;

Nor apt to think from Heav'n their Title fprings,

Since Jove and Mars left off begetting Kings.

This Midas knew ; and durft communicate

To none but to his Wife, his Ears of State :

One muft be trufted, and he thought her
fit,

As paffing prudent ; and a parlous Wit.

To this fagacious ConfefTor he went,

And told her what a Gift the Gods had fent :

Bur told it under Matrimonial Seal,

With uricI: Injunction never to reveal.

The Secret heard fhe plighted him her Troth,

(And facred fure is every Woman's Oath)

The royal Malady fhould reft unknown

Both for her Husband's Honour and her own :

But ne'erthelefs ihe pin'd with Difcontent ;

The Counfel rumbled till it found a vent.

The Thing fhe knew fhe was oblig'd to hide ;

By Int'reft and by Oath the Wife was ty'd ;

But if fhe told it not the Woman dy'd.

Loath
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Loath to betray a Husband and a Prince,

But fhe muft burft, or blab; and no pretence

Of Honour ty'd
her Tongue from Self-defence.

A marfhy Ground commodioufly was near,

Thither (he ran, and held her Breath for fear,

Left if a Word me fpoke of any Thing,

That Word might be the Secret of the King.

Thus full of Couhfel to the Fen (he went,

Grip'd all the way, and longing for a vent :

Arriv'd, by pure Neceffity compell'd,

On her majeftick mary-bcnes fhe kneel'd :

Then to the Waters-brink fhe laid her Head,

And, as a Bittour bumps within a Reed,

To thee alone, O Lake, Ihe faid, I tell

(And as thy Queen command thee to conceal)

Beneath his Locks the King my Husband wears

A goodly Royal pair of Afles Ears :

Now I have eas'd my Bofom of the Pain

Till the next longing Fit return again !

Thus through a Woman was the Secret known ;

Tell us, and in effecl: you tell the Town :

But to my Tale : The Knight with heavy Cheer,

Wandring in vain had now confum'd the Year :

One Day was only left to folve the Doubt,

Yet knew no more than when he firft fet out.

But home he muft : And as th' Award had been

Yield Mp his Body Captive to the Queen.

In this deipairing State he hap'd to ride

As Fortune led him, by a Foreft-fide :

Lonely
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Lonely the Vale, and full of Horror ftood

Brown with the fhade of a religious Wood :

When full before him at the Noon of night,

(The Moon was up and lhot a gleamy Light)

He faw a Quire of Ladies in a round,

That featly footing feem'd to skim the Ground :

Thus dancing Hand in Hand, fo light they were,

He knew not where they trod, on Earth or Air.

At fpeed he drove, and came a fuddain Gueft,

In hope where many Women were, at leaft,

Some one by chance might anfwer his Requeft.

But fafter than his Horfe the Ladies flew,

And in a trice were vanifh'd out of view.

- One only Hag remain'd : But fowler far

Than Grandame Apes in Indian Forefts are :

Againft a wither'd Oak fhe lean'd her weight,

Prop'd on her trufty Staff, not half upright,

And drop'd an awkard CourtTy to the Knight.

Then faid, What make you Sir fo late abtoad

Without a Guide, and this no beaten Road ?

Or want you ought that here you hope to find,

Or travel for fome Trouble in your Mind ?

The laft I guefs ; and, if I read aright,

Thofe of our Sex are bound to ferve a Knight :

Perhaps good Counfel may your Grief aflwage,

Then tell your Pain : For Wifdom is in Age.

To this the Knight : Good Mother, wou'd you know

The fecret Caufe and Spring of all my Woe ?
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My Life muft with to Morrow's Light expire,

Unlefs I tell,
what Women moft defire :

Now cou'd you help me at this hard Eflay,

Or for your inborn Goodnefs, or for Pay :

Yours is my Life, redeem'd by your Advice,

Ask what you pleafe, and I will pay the Price :

The proudeft Kerchief of the Court (hall reft

Well fatisfy'd of what they love the beft.

Plight me thy Faith, quoth fhe : That what I ask

Thy Danger over, and perform'd the Task ;

That (halt thou give for Hire of thy Demand,

Here take thy Oath ; and feal it on my Hand ;

I warrant thee on Peril of my Life,

Thy Words (hall pleafe both Widow, Maid and Wife.

More Words there needed not to move the Knight

To take her Offer, and his Truth to plight.

With that (he fpread her Mantle on the Gronnd,

And firft enquiring whether he was bound,

Bade him not fear, tho' long and rough the Way,
At Court he (hould arrive e'er breck of Day :

His Horfe (hould find the way without a Guide,

She faid : With Fury they began to ride,

He on the midft, the Beldam at his Side.

The Horfe, what Devil drove I cannot
tell,

But only this, they fped their Journey well :

And all the way the Crone inform'd the Knight,

How he (hould anfwer the Demand aright.

To
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To Court they came : The News was quickly fpread

Of his returning to redeem his Head.

The Female Senate was affembled loon,

With all the Mob of Women in the Town :

The Queen fate* Lord Chief Juftice of the Hall,

And bad the Cryer cite the Criminal.

The Knight appeared; and Silence they proclaim,

Then firft the Culprit anfwer'd to his Name :

And after Forms ofLaws, was laft requir'd

To name the Thing that Women moft defir'd.

Th' Offender, taught his Leflbn by the way,

And by his Counfel order'd what to fay,

Thus bold began; My Lady Liege, faidhe,

What all your Sex defire is
SoveraigAty.

The Wife affe&s her Husband to command,

All muft be heft, both Mony, Houfe, and Land.

The Maids are MiftrefTes ev'n in their Name ;

And of their Servants full Dominion claim.

This, at the Peril of my Head, I fay

A blunt plain Truth, the Sex afpires to fway,

You to rule all ; while we, like Slaves, obey.

There was not one or Widow, Maid, or Wife,

But faid the Knight had well deferv'd his Life.

Ev'n fair Geneura, with a Blufh confefs'd,

The Man had found what Women love the belt.

R r r Upftfrti
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Uplhrts the Beldam, who was there unfeen,

And Reverence made, accofted thus the Queen.

My Liege, faid (he, before the Court arife,

May I poor Wretch find Favour in your Eyes :

To grant my juft Requeft : 'Twas I who taught

The Knight this Anfwer, and infpir'd his Thought.

None but a Woman could a Man direcl:

To tell us Women, what we raoft afFed.

But firft I fwore him on his Knightly Troth,

(And here demand performance of his Oath)

To grant the Boon that next I mould defire ;

He gave his Faith, and I expect my Hire :

My Promife is fulfill'd : I fav'd his Life,

And claim his Debt to take me for his Wife.

The Knight was ask'd, nor cou'd his Oath deny,
But hop'd they would not force him to comply.
The Women, who would rather wreft the Laws,
Than let a Sifter-Plantiff lofe the Caufe,

(As Judges on the Bench more gracious are,

And more attent to Brothers of the Bar)

Cry'd one, and
all, the Suppliant fhould have Right,

And to the Grandame-Hag adjudg'd the Knight.

In vain he
figh'd, and oft with Tears dehYd,

Some reafonable Sute, might be requir'd.

But ftill the Crone was conftant to her Note ; o 7
'

u
The more he

fpoke, the more (he ftretch'd her Throat.

In vain he proffer'd all his Goods, tofave

His Body, deftin'd to that
living Grave.

The
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The liquorifli Hag rejects the Pelf with fcorn :

And nothing but the Man would ferve her turn.

Not all the Wealth of Eaftern Kings, faid ihe,

Have Pow'r to part my plighted Love, and me :

And Old, and Ugly as I am, and J?oor ;

Yet never will I break the Faith I fwore :

For mine thou art by Promife, during Life,
< -

And I thy loving and obedient Wife!

My Love ! Nay rather my Damnation Thou,

Said he : Nor am I bound to keep my Vow :

The Fiend thy Sire has fent thee from below,

Elfe how cou'dft thou my fecret Sorrows know ?

Avaunt old Witch, for I renounce thy Bed :

The Queen may take the Forfeit ofmy Head,

E'er any^ofmy Race fo foul a Crone lhall wed.

Both heard, the Judge pronounc'd againft the Knight ;

So was he Marry'd in his own defpight ;

And all Day after hid him as an Owl,

Not able to fuftain a Sight fo foul.

Perhaps the Reader thinks 1 do him wrong
To pafs the Marriage-Feaft, and Nuptial Song :

Mirth there was none, the Man was a-la-mort:

And little Courage had to make his Court.

To Bed they went, the Bridegroom and the Bride :

Was never fuch an ill-pair'd Couple ty'd.

Reftlefs he tofs'd and tumbled to and fro,

And rowFd, and wriggled further off; for Woe.

R r r a The
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The good old Wife lay fmiling by his Side,

And caught him in her quiv'ring Arms, and cry'd,

When you my ravifh'd Predeceffor faw,

You were not then become this Man of Straw ;

Had you been fuch, you might have fcap'd the Law.

Is this the Cuftom of King Arthurs Court ?

Are all Round-Table Knights of fuch a fort ?

Remember I am (he who fav'd your Life,

Your loving, lawful, and complying Wife :

Not thus you fwore in your unhappy Hour,

Nor I for this return employed my Pow'r.

In time of Need I was your faithful*Friend ;

Nor did I fince, nor ever will offend.

Believe me my lov'd Lord, 'tis much unkind ;

What Fury has poffefs'd your alter'd Mind ?

Thus on my Wedding-night Without Pretence *

Come turn this way, or tell me my Offence.

If not your Wife, let Reafons Rule perfuade,

Name but my Fault, amends fhall foon be made*

Amends ! Nay that's impoffible, faid he,

What change of Age, or Uglinefs can be !

Or, could Medea s Magick mend thy Face,

Thou art defcended from fo mean a Race,

That never Knight was match'd with fuch Difgrace.

What wonder, Madam, if I move my Side,

When if I turn, I turn to fuch a Bride ?

And is this all that troubles you fo fore !

And what the Devil cou'dft thou wifh me more ?

Ah
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Ah Benedicite^ reply'd the Crone :

Then caufe of juft Complaining have you none*

The Remedy to this were foon apply'd,

Wou'd you be like the Bridegroom to the Bride.

But, for you fay a long defcended Race,

And Wealth, and Dignity, and Pow'r, and Place,

Make Gentlemen, and that your high Degree

Is much difparag'd to be match 'd with me;
Know this, my Lord, Nobility of Blood

Is but a glittring, and fallacious Good :

The Nobleman is he whofe noble Mind

Is filfd with inborn Worth, unborrow'd from his Kind*

The King of Heav'n was in a Manger laid ;

And took his Earth but from an humble Maid :

Then what can Birth, or mortal Men beftow,

Since Floods no higher than their Fountains flow.

We who for Name, and empty Honour ftrive,

Our true Nobility from him derive.

Your Anceftors who puff your Mind with Pride,

And vaft Eftates to mighty Titles ty'd,

Did not your Honour, but their own advance,

For Virtue comes not by Inheritance.

If you tralineate from your Father's Mind,

What are you elfe but of a Baftard-kind ?

Do, as your great Progenitors have done,

And by their Virtues prove your felf their Son.

No Father can infufe, or Wit, or Grace,

A Mother comes acrofs, and marrs the Race.

A Grandfire, or a Grandame taints the Blood ;

And feldom three Defcents continue Good.

Were



Ai\ The Wife of Bath'/ tale.

Wfie Virtue by Defcent, a noble Name

Cou'd never villanize his Father's Fame :

But as the firft the laft of all the Line,

Wou'd like the Sun ev'n in Defcending fhine.

Take Fire ; and bear it to the darkeft Houfe,

Betwixt King Arthurs Court and Caucafm,

If you depart, the Flame (hall ftill remain,

And the bright Blaze enlighten all the Plain :

Nor, till the Fewel perifh, can decay,

By Nature form'd on Things combuftible to prey

Such is not Man, who mixing better Seed

Withworfe, begets a bafe, degenerate Breed :

The Bad corrupts the Good, and leaves behind

No trace of all the great Begetter's Mind.

The Father finks within his Son, we fee,

And often rifes in the third Degree;

If better Luck, a better Mother give :

Chance gave us being, and by Chance we live.

Such as our Atoms were, e*'n fuch are we,
Or call it Chance, or ftrong Neceffity.

Thus, loaded with dead weight, the Will is free.

And thus it needs muft be : For Seed conjoint
Let's into Nature's Work th' imperfect Kind :

But Fire, th' enliv'ner of the general Frame

Is one, its Operation ftill the fame.

Its
Principle is in it felf : While ours

Works as Confederate's War, with mingled Pow
Or Man, or Woman, which foever fails :

And, oft, the Vigour of the Worfe prevails.

'rs :

JEtber
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Either with Sulphur blended, alters hue,

And cafts a dusky gleam of Sodom blue.

Thus in a Brute, their ancient Honour ends,

And the fair Mermaid in a Fim defcends :

The Line is gone ; no longer Duke or Earl ;

But by himfelf degraded turns a Churl.

Nobility of Blood is but Renown

Of thy great Fathers by their Virtue known,

And a long trail of Light, to thee defcending down.

If in thy Smoke it ends : Their Glories fhine ;

But Infamy and Villanage are thine.

Then what I faid before, is plainly fhow'd,

That true Nobility proceeds from God :

Not left us by Inheritance, but giv'n

By Bounty of our Stars, and Grace of Heav'n.

Thus from a Captive Serviws TuUm rofe,

Whom for his Virtues, the firft Romans chole :

Fabritim from their Walls repell'd the Foe,

Whofe noble Hands had exercis'd the Plough.

From hence, my Lord, and Love
,

I thus conclude,

That tho* my homely Anceftors, were rude,

Mean as I am, yet I may have the Grace,

To make you Father of a generous Race :

And Noble then am
I, when I begin

In Virtue cloath'd, to caft the Rags of Sin :

If Poverty be my upbraided Crime,

And you believe in Heav'n; there was a time,

When. He, the great Controller of our Fate

Deign'd to be Man ; and liv'd in low Eftate:

* .

Which
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Which he who had the World at his difpofe,

If Poverty were Vice, wou'd never choofe.

Philofophers have faid, and Poets fing,

That a glad Poverty's an honeft Thing.

Content is Wealth, the Riches of the Mind ;

And happy He who can. that Treafure find.

But the bafe Mifer ftarves amidft his Store,

Broods on his Gold, and griping ftill at more

Sits fadly pining, and believes he's Poor.

The ragged Beggar, tho' he wants Relief,

Has not to lofe, and lings before the Thief.

Want is a bitter, arid a hateful Good,

Becaufe its Virtues are not underftood :

Yet many Things impoffible to Thought

Have been by Need to full Perfection brought :

The daring of the Soul proceeds from thence,

Sharpnefs of Wit, and active Diligence :

Prudence at once, and Fortitude it gives,

And if in patience taken mends our Lives ;

For ev'n that Indigence that brings me low

Makes me my felf ; and Him above to know.

A Good which none would challenge, few would/choofe,

A fair Poffeffion, which Mankind refine.

If we from Wealth to Poverty defcend,

Want gives to know the Flatt'rer from the Friend

If I am Old, and Ugly, well for you,

No leud Adult'rer will my Love purfue.

d
Nor

mi
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Nor Jealoufy the Bane of marry'd Life,

Shall haunt you, for a wither'd homely Wife :

For Age, and Uglinefs, as all agree,

Are the belt Guards of Female Chaftity.

Yet fince I lee your Mind is Worldly bent,

I'll do my beft to further your Content.

And therefore of two Gifts in my difpofe,

Think e'er you fpeak, I grant you leave to choofe :

Wou'd you I fhould be frill Deform'd, and Old,

Naufeous to Touch, and Loathfome to Behold ;

On this Condition, to remain for Life

A careful, tender and obedient Wife,

In all I can contribute to your Eafe,

And not in Deed or Word, or Thought difpleafe ?

Or would you rather have me Young and Fair,

And take the Chance that happens to your fhare?

Temptations are in Beauty, and in Youth,

And how can you depend upon my Truth ?

Now weigh the Danger, with the doubtful Blifs,

And thank your felf, if ought mould fall amifs.

Sore figh'd the Knight, who this long Sermon heard,

At length confidering all, his Heart he chear'd :

And thus reply'd, My Lady, and my Wife,

To your wife Conduct I refign my Life :

Choofe you for me, for well you underftand

The future Good and
111,

on either Hand :

S ff But
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But if an humble Husband may requeft,

Provide, and order all Things for the beft ;

Your's be the Care to profit, and to pleaie :

And let your Subject-Servant take his Eafe.

Then thus in Peace, quoth (he, concludes the Strife,

Since I am turn'd the Husband, you the Wife :

The Matrimonial Victory is mine,

Which having fairly gain'd, I will refign ;

Forgive, if I have laid, or done amifs,

And feal the Bargain with a Friendly Kifs :

1 promised you but one Content to fhare,

But now I will become both Good, and Fair.

No Nuptial Quarrel (hall difturb your Eafe,

The Bufinefs of my Life (hall be to pleafe :

And for my Beauty that, as Time (hall try;

But draw the Curtain
firft, and caft your Eye.

He look'd, and faw a Creature heav nly Fair,

In bloom of Youth, and of a charming Air.

With Joy he turn'd, and feiz'd her Iv'ry Arm ;

And like Pygmalion found the Statue warm.

Small Arguments there needed to
prevail,

A Storm of Kifles pour'd as thick as Hail.

Thus long in mutual Blifs they lay embrac'd,
And their firft Love continued to the laft :

One Sun-(hine was their Life ; no Cloud between;
Nor ever was a kinder Couple feen.

And
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And fo may all our Lives like their's be led ;

Heav'n fend the Maids young Husbands, frefh in Bed :

May Widows Wed as often they can,

And ever for the better change their Man.

And fome devouring Plague purfue their Lives^

Who will not well be govern'd by their Wives,

Sfl 1 OF
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O F T H E

PYTHAGOREAN
PHILOSOPHY-

The Fourteenth Book concludes with the Death and Deification of
Romulus : The Fifteenth begins with the JlleBion of Numa to

the Crown of Rome. On this Occafion, Ovid following
the Opi-

nion of fome Authors, makes Numa the SchoUar of Pythagoras ;

and to have begun his Acquaintance with that Philofipher at Cro-

tona, a Town in Italy ; from thence he makes a
Digrejfion

to the

Moral and Natural Philofbphy of Pythagoras : On both which

our Author
enlarges 5

and which are, the mott learned and beautu

ful Parts of the whole Metamor
phofes.

A King is fought to guide the growing State,

One able to fupport the Publick Weight,

And fill the Throne where Romulws had fat.

Renown, which oft befpeaks the Publick Voice,

Had recommended Numa to their choice :

A peaceful, pious Prince ; who not content

To know the Sabim Rites, his Study bent

To cultivate his Mind : To learn the Laws

Of Nature, and explore their hidden Caufe.

tlti'd
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Urg'd by this Care, his Country he forfook,

And to Crotona thence, his Journey took.

Arriv'd, he firft enquir'd the Founder's Name,

Of this new Colony ; and whence he came.

Then thus a Senior of the Place
replies,

-

(Well read, and curious of Antiquities)

'Tis faid ;
Abides hither took his way,

From Spam, and drove along his conquer'd Prey;

Then leaving in the Fields his grazing Cows,

He fought himfelf fome hofpitable Houfe :

Good Croton entertain'd his Godlike Gueft;

While he repaired his weary Limbs with reft.

The Hero, thence departing, blefs'd the Place ;

And here, he
faid, in Times revolving Race

A rifing Town fhall take his Name from thee ;

Revolving Time fulfilled the Prophecy :

For Mjfcelos, the jufteft Man on Earth,

Alemons Son, at Argos had his Birth :

Him Hercules, arm'd with his Club of Oak

O'erfhadow'd in a Dream, and thus befpoke ;

Go, leave thy Native Soil, and make Abode

Where
flLfarh rowls down his rapid Flood ;

He faid
; and Sleep forfook him, and the God.

Trembling he wak'd, and rofe with anxious Heart ;

His Country Laws, forbad him to depart ;

What Ihou'd he do ? Twas Death to go away,
And the God menac'd if he dar'd to ftay :

All Day he doubted, and when Night came on,

Sleep, and the fame
forewarning Dream begun :

Once
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Once more the God flood threatning o'er his Head ;

With added Curfes if he
difobey'd.

Twice warn'd, he ftudy'd Flight; but wou'd convey
At once his Perfon, and his Wealth away :

Thus while he linger'd, his Defign was heard ;

A fpeedy Procefs form'd, and Death declar'd.

Witnefs there needed none of his Offence,

Againft himfelf the Wretch was Evidence :

Condemn'd, and deftitute of human Aid,

To him, for whom he fuffer'd, thus he pray'd.

O Pow r who haft deferv'd in Heav'n a Throne

Not giv'n, but by thy Labours made thy own,

Pity thy Suppliant, and protect his Caufe,

Whom thou haft made obnoxious to the Laws.

A Cuftom was of old, and ftill remains ;

Which Life or Death by Suffrages ordains ;

White Stones and Black within an Urn are caft,

The firft abfolve, but Fate is in the la ft.

The Judges to the common Urn bequeath

Their Votes, and drop the Sable Signs of Death ;

The Box receives all Black, but pour'd from thence

The Stones came candid forth : The Hue of Innocence.

Thus Alemonides his Safety won,

Preferv'd from Death by Alcumena\ Son :

Then to his Kinfman-God his Vows he pays,

And cuts with profp'rous Gales th' hnian Seas :

He leaves Tarentum favour'd by the Wind,

And Tburine Bays, and Temifes behind ;

T 1 1 Soft
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Soft SybarU, and all the Capes that ftand

Along the Shore, he makes in fight
of Land ;

Still doubling, and (till coafting, till he found

The Mouth of JEfarts^
and promis'd Ground,

Then law where en the Margin of the Flood

The Tomb, that held the Bones of Croton ftood :

Here, by the God's Command, he built and wall'd
c

The Place predicted ; and Crotona call'd :

Thus Fame from time to time delivers down

The fure Tradition of th' Italian Town.

Here dwelt the Man divine whom Samos bore,

But now Self-banifh'd from his Native Shore,

Becaufe he hated Tyrants, nor cou'd bear

The Chains which none but fervile Souls will wear :

He, tho' from Heav'n remote,' to Heav'n cou'd move,

With Strength of Mind, and tread th'-Abyfs above ;

And penetrate with his interiour Light

Thofe upper Depths, which Nature hid from Sight:

And what he had obferv'd, and learnt from thence,

Lov'd in familiar Language todifpence.

The Crowd with filent Admiration ftand

And heard him, as they heard their God's Command;
While he difcours'd of Heav'ns myfterious Laws,

The World's Original, and Nature's Caufe;

And what was God, and why the fleecy Snows

In filence fell, and rattling Winds arofe ;

What (hook the ftedfaft Earth, and whence begun

The dance of Planets round the radiant Sun;

If
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If Thunder was the Voice of angry Jove,

Or Clouds with Nitre pregnant burft above :

Of thefe, and Things beyond the common reach

He ipoke, and charm'd his Audience with his Speech,

He firft the taft of Flefh from Tables drove.;

And argu'd well, if Arguments cou'd move.

O Mortals ! from your Fellow's Blood abftaify

Nor taint your Bodies with a Food profane :

While Corn and Pulfe by Nature are beftow'd,

And planted Orchards bend their willing Load ;

While labour'd Gardens wholfom Herbs produce,

And teeming Vines afford their generous Juice :

Nor tardier Fruits of cruder Kind are loir,

But tam'd with Fire, or mellow'd by the Froft :

While Kine to Pails diftended Udders bring,

And Bees"their Hony redolent of Spring :

While Earth not only can your Needs fupply^

But lavim of her Store, provides for Luxury ;

A guiltlefs Feaft adminifters with Eafe,

And without Blood is prodigal to pleafe.

Wild Beafts their Maws with their flain Brethren fill ;

And yet not
all,

for fome refufe to kill :

Sheep, Goats, and Oxen, and the nobler Steed

On Browz and Corn, and flow'ry Meadows feed.

Bears, Tygers, Wolves, the Lion's angry Broody

Whom Heav n endu'd with Principles of Blood,

He wifely fundred from the reft, to yell

In Forefts, and in lonely Caves to dwell,

Ttt
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Where ftronger Beafts opprefs the weak by Might,

And all in Prey, and Purple Feafts delight.

O impious ufe! to Nature's Laws opposed,

Where Bowels are in other Bowels clos'd :

Where fattened by their Fellow's Fat they thrive ;

Maintained by Murder, and by Death they live.

*Tis then for nought that Mother Earth provides

The Stores of all fhe (hows, and all Hie hides,

If Men with flefliy
Morfels muft be fed,

And chaw with bloody Teeth the breathing Bread :

What elfe is this but to devour our Guefts,

And barb'roufly renew Cyclopean Feafts !

We, by deftroying Life, our Life fuftain ;

And gorge th' ungodly Maw with Meats obfcene.

Not fo the Golden Age, who fed on Fruit,

Nor durft with bloody Meals their Mouths pollute.

Then Birds in airy fpace might fafely move,
And timerous Hares on Heaths fecurely rove :

Nor needed Fifh the guileful Hooks to fear,

For all was peaceful ; and that Peace fincere.

Whoever was the Wretch (and curs'd be He)
That envy'd firft our Food's fimplicity ;

Th* eflay of bloody Feafts on Bruits began,

And after forg'd the Sword to murther Man.

Had he the fharpen'd Steel alone employ'd,

On Beafts of Prey that other Beafts
deftroy'd,

Or Man invaded with their Fangs and Paws,
This had been juftify'd by Nature's Laws,

And
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And Self-defence : But who did Feafts begin

Of Flelh, he ftretch'd Neceffity to Sin.

To kill Man-killers, Man has lawful Pow'r,

But not th' eytended Licence, to devour.

Ill Habits gather by unfeen degrees,

As Brooks make Rivers, Rivers run to Seas.

The Sow, with her broad Snout for rooting up ^
Th' intrufted Seed, was judg'd to fpoil the Crop, C

And intercept the fweating Farmer's hope : j

The covet'ous Churl of unforgiving kind,

Th' Offender to the bloody Prieft refign'd
:

Her Hunger was no Plea : For that fhe dy'd.

The Goat came next in order, to be try'd
:

The Goat had cropt the tendrills
(jf

the Vine :

In vengeance Laity, and Clergy join,

Where one had loft his Profit, one his Wine.

Here was at leaft, fome fhadow of Offence :

The Sheep was facrific'd on no pretence,

But meek, and unrefifting Innocence.

A patient, ufeful Creature, born to bear,

The warm and woolly Fleece, that cloath'd her Murderer,

And daily to give down the Milk me bred,

A Tribute for the Grafs on which fhe fed.

Living, both Food and Rayment (he fupplies,

And is of leaft advantage when fhe dies.

How did the toiling Oxe his Death deferve,

A downright Ample Drudge, and born to ferve ?

OTy-
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O Tyrant ! with what Juftice can'ft thou hope

The promife of the Year, a plenteous Crop ;

When thou deftroy'ft thy laboring Steer, who till'd,

And plough'd
with Pains, thy elfe ungrateful Field ?

From his yet reeking Neck to draw the Yoke,

That Neck, with which the furly Clods he broke ;

And to the Hatchet yield thy Husband-Man,

Who flnifh'd Autumn and the Spring began !

Nor this alone ! but Heav'n it felf to bribe,

We to the Gods our impious Ads afcribe :

Firft recompence with Death their Creatures Toil

Then call the Blefs'd above to fhare the Spoil :

The faireft Vi&im muft the Pow'rs appeafe,

(So fatal 'tis fometimes too much to pleafe ! )

A purple Fillet his broad Brows adorns,

With flow'ry Garlands crown'd, and gilded Horns 1

He hears the murd'rous Pray'r the Prieft prefers,

But underftands not, 'tis his Doom he hears :

Beholds the Meal betwixt his Temples caft,

(The Fruit and Product of his Labours paft ; )

And in the Water views perhaps the Knife

Uplifted, to deprive him of his Life ;

Then broken up alive his Entrails fees,

Torn out for Priefts t' infpeft the God's Decrees.

From whence, O mortal Men, this guft of Blood

Have you deriv'd, and interdicted Food ?

Be taught by me this dire Delight to fhun,

Warn'd by my Precepts, by my Practice won :

And
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And when you eat the well deferving Beaft,

Think, on the Lab'rer of you? Field, you feaft !

Now (ince the God infpires me to proceed,

Be that, whate'er infpiring Pow'r, obey'd.

For I will fing of mighty Myfteries,

Of Truths conceal'd before, from human Eyes,

Dark Oracles unveil, and open all the Skies.

Pleas'd as I am to walk along the Sphere

Of mining Stars, and travel with the Year,

To leave the heavy Earth, and fcale the height

Of Atlas, who fupports the heav'nly weight ;

To look from upper Light, and thence furvey

Miftaken Mortals wandring from the way,

And wanting; Wifdom, fearful for the ftate

Of future Things, and trembling at their Fate !

Thofe I would teach ; and by right Reafon bring

To think of Death, as but an idle Thing.

Why thus affrighted at an empty Name,

A Dream of Darknefs, and fictitious Flame ?

Vain Themes of Wit, which but in Poems pafs,

And Fables of a World, that never was !

What feels the Body when the Soul expires,

By time corrupted, or confum'd by Fires ?

Nor dies the Spirit, but new Life repeats

In other Forms, and only changes Seats.

Ev n
I, who thefe myfterious Truths declare,

Was once Euphorbm in the Trojan War ;

My
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My Name and Lineage I remember well,

And how in Fight by Sparta s King I fell.

In Arghe Juno's
Fane I late beheld,

My Buckler hung on high, and own'd my former Shield.

Then, Death, (o call'd, is but old Matter drefs'd

In ibme new Figure, and a vary'd Veft :

Thus all Things are but alter'd, nothing dies ;

And here and there th' unbodied Spirit flies,

By Time, or Force, or Sicknefs difporTeft,

And lodges, where it
lights, in Man or Beaft ;

Or hunts without, till ready Limbs it find,

And actuates thole according to their kind ;

From Tenement to Tenement is tofs'd ;

The Soul is (till the fame, the Figure only loft :

And, as the foften'd Wax new Seals receives,

This Face aflumes, and that Impreflion leaves ;

Now call'd by one, now by another Name ;

The Form is only chang'd, the Wax is (till the fame :

So Death, fo call'd, can but the Form deface,

Th* immortal Soul flies out in empty fpace ;

To feek her Fortune in fome other Place.

Then let not Piety be put to flight,

To pleafe the raft of Glutton-Appetite ;

But fufFer inmate Souls fecure to dwell,

Left from their Seats your Parents you expel ;

With rabid Hunger feed upon your kind,

Or from a Beaft diflodge a Brother's Mind.

And
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And finee, like Tiphys parting from the Shore,

In ample Seas I
(ail,

and Depths untry'd before,

This let me f uther add, that Nature knows

No ftedfaft Station, but, or Ebbs, or Flows :

Ever in motion ; me deftroys her old,

And cafts new Figures in another Mold.

Ev'n Times are in perpetual Flux ; and run

Like Rivers from their Fountain rowling on ;

For Time no more than Streams, is at a ftay :

The flying
Hour is ever on her way ;

And as the Fountain ftill fupplies her ftore,

The Wave behind impels the Wave before; }

Thus in fucceffive Courfe the Minutes run,

And urge their Predeceffor Minutes on,

Still moving, ever new : For former Things ', ",'

Arefetaflde, like abdicated Kings :

And every moment alters what is done,

And innovates fome AcT: till then unknown.

Darknefs we fee emerges into Light,

And mining Suns defcend to Sable Night ; ti

Ev'n Heav'n it felf receives another die,

When weari'd Animals in Slumbers lie,

Of Midnight Eafe : Another when the gray

Of Morn preludes the Splendor of the Day.

The disk of Phoebus when he climbs on high,

Appears at firft but as a bloodlhot Eye ;

And when his Chariot downward drives to Bed,

His Ball is with the fame Suffufion red ;

Uuu But
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But mounted high hi" his Meridian Race

All bright he mines, and with a better Face :

For there, pure Particles of lEther flow,

Far fromth' Infection of the World below.

Nor equal Light th' unequal Moon adorns,

Or in her wexing or her waning Horns.

For ev'ry Day fhe wanes, her Face is lefs,

But gathering into Globe, (he fattens at increafe.

Perceiv'ft thou not the procefs of the Year,

How the four Seafons in four Forms appear,

Refembling human Life in ev'ry Shape they wear ?

Spring firft,
like Infancy, moots out her Head,

With milky Juice requiring to be fed :

Helplefs, tho' frefh, and wanting to be led.

The green Stem grows in Stature and in Size,

But only feeds with hope the Farmer's Eyes ;

Then laughs the childifh Year with Flourets crown'd,

And lavimly perfumes the Fields around,

But no fubftantial Nourifhment receives,

Infirm the Stalks, unfolid are the Leaves.

Proceeding onward whence the Year began

The Summer grows adult, and ripens into Man.

This Seafon, as in Men, is moft repleat,

With kindly Moifture, and prolifick Heat.

Autumn
fucceeds, a fober tepid Age,

Not froze with Fear, nor boiling into Rage ;

More
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More than mature, and tending to decay,

When our brown Locks repine to mix with odious Grey.

Laft Winter creeps along with tardy pace,

Sour is his Front, and furrow'd is his Face;

His Scalp if not difhonour'd quite of Hair,

The ragged Fleece is thin, and thin is worfe than bare*

Ev'n our own Bodies daily change receive,,

Some part of what was theirs before, they leave ;

Nor are to Day what Yefterday they were ;

Nor the whole fame to Morrow will appear.

Time was, when we were fow'd, and juft began

From fome few fruitful Drops, the promife of a Man ;

Then Nature's Hand (fermented as it was)

Moulded to Shape the foft, coagulated Mafs ; m

And when,the little Man was fully form'd,

The breathlefs Embryo with a Spirit warm'd ;

But when the Mothers Throws begin to come,

The Creature, pent within the narrow Room,

Breaks his blind Prifon, pufhing to repair

His ftiffled Breath, and draw the living Air ;

Caft on the Margin of the World he lies,

A helplefs Babe, but by Inftincl: he cries.

He next eflays to walk, but downward prefs'd

On four Feet imitates his Brother Beaft :

By (low degrees he gathers from the Ground

His Legs, and to the rowling Chair is bound ;

Uuui Then
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Then walks alone ; a Horfeman now become

He ride9 a Stick, and travels round the Room :

In time he vaunts among his youthful Peers,

Strong-bon'd, and ftrung with Nerves, in pride of Years,

He runs with Mettle his firft merry Stage,

Maintains the next abated of his Rage,

But manages his Strength, and fpares his Age.

Heavy the third, and
ftiff,

he finks apace,

And tho' 'tis down-hill all, but creeps along the Race.

Now faplefs on the verge of Death he ftands,

Contemplating his former Feet, and Hands ;

And Milo-like, his flacken'd Sinews fees,

And wither'd Arms, once fit to cope with Hercules^

Unable now to fhake, much lefs to tear the Trees.

So Helen wept when her too faithful Glafs

Refleded to her Eyes the ruins of her Face :

Wondring what Charms her Ravifhers cou'd fpy,

To force her twice, or ev'n but once enjoy !

Thy Teeth, devouring Time, thine, envious Age,

On Things below (till exercife your Rage :

With venom'd Grinders you corrupt your Meat,
And then at lingring Meals, the Models eat.

Nor
thofe, which Elements we

call, abide,

Nor to this Figure, nor to that are ty'd :

For this eternal World is faid of Old

But four prolifick Principles to hold,

Four
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Four different Bodies ; two to Heaven afcend,

And other two down to the Center tend :

Fire firft with Wings expanded mounts on high,

Pure, void of weight, and dwells in upper Sky ;

Then Air, becaufe unclogg'd in empty lpace

Flies after Fire, and claims the fecond Place :

But weighty Water as her Nature guides,

Lies on the lap of Earth ; and Mother Earth fubfides 4

All Things aremix'd of thefe, which all contain,

And into thefe are all refolv'd again :

Earth rarifies to Dew, expanded more,

The fubtil Dew in Air begins to foar ;

Spreads as (he flies,
and weary of her Name

Extenuates ftill, and changes into Flame ;

Thus having by degrees Perfe&ion won,

Reftlefs they foon untwift the Web they fpun,

And Fire begins to lofe her radiant Hue,

Mix'd with grofs Air, and Air defcends to Dew i

And Dew condenfing, does her Form forego,

And finks, a heavy lump of Earth below.

Thus are their Figures never at a ftand,

But chang'd by Nature's innovating Hand ;

All Things are alter'd, nothing is deftroy'd,

The mifted Scene, for fome new Show employU

Then to be born, is to begin to be

Some other Thing we were not formerly :

And
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And what we call to Die, is not t' appear,

Or be the Thing that formerly we were.

Thofe very Elements which we partake,

Alive, when Dead fome other Bodies make :

Tranflated grow, have Senfe, or can
Difcourfe,

But Death on deathlefs Subftance has no force.

That Forms are chang'd I grant ; that nothing can

Continue in the Figure it began :

The Golden Age, to Silver was debas'd :

To Copper that ; our Mettal came at la ft.

The Face of Places, and their Forms decay ;

And that is folid Earth, that once was Sea :

Seas in their turn retreating from the Shore,

Make folid Land, what Ocean was before ;

And far from Strands are Shells of Fifhes found,

And rufty Anchors fix'd on Mountain-Ground :

And what were Fields before, now.wafh'd and worn

By falling Floods from high, to Valleys turn,

And crumbling (till defcend to level Lands;

And Lakes, and trembling Bogs are barren Sands :

And the parch'd Defart floats in Streams unknown ;

Wondring to drink of Waters not her own.

Here Nature living Fountains ope's ; and there

Seals up the Wombs where living Fountains were ;

Or Earthquakes ftop their ancient Courfe, and bring

Diverted Streams to feed a diftant Spring.
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So Lycm, fwallow'd up, is feen no more,

But far from thence knocks out anorher Door.

Thus Erafinws dives ; and blind in Earth

Runs on, and gropes his way to fecond Birth,

Starts up in Argos Meads, and (hakes his Locks,

Around the Fields, and fattens all the Flocks.

So Myfrs by another way is led,

And, grown a River now difdains his Head :

Forgets his humble Birth, his Name forfakes,

And the proud Title of Cakm takes.

Large Amenane, impure with yellow Sands,

Runs rapid often, and as often ftands,

And here he threats the drunken Fields to drown ;

And there his Dugs deny to give their Liquor down.

Anigros once did wholfome Draughts afford,

But now his deadly Waters are abhorr'd :

Since, hurt by Hercules, as Fame refounds,

The Centaurs, in his current walh'd their Wounds.

The^Streams of Hjpanls are fweet no more,

But brackiih lofe the taft they had before.

Antijfa, Pharos, Tyre, in Seas were pent,

Once Ifles, but now increafe the Continent ;

While the Leucadian Coaft, main Land before,

By rufhing Seas is fever'd from the Shore.

So Zancle to th' Italian Earth was ty'd,

And Men once walk'd where Ships at Anchor ride.

Till Neptune overlooked the narrow way,

And in difdain pour'd in the conqu'ring Sea.

Two



520 Of the Pythagorean Pbilofofby.

Two Cities that adorn 'd th' Acbaian Ground,

BurU and Helice, no more are found,

But vvhelm'd beneath a Lake are funk and drown'd ;

And Boatfmen through the Chryftal Water fhow

To wond'ring PafTengers the Walls below.

Near Trazen ftands a Hill, expos'd in Air

To Winter-Winds, of leafy Shadows bare :

This once was level Ground : But (ftrange to tell)

Th' included Vapors, that in Caverns dwell,

Lab'ring with Cholick Pangs, and clofe confin'd,

In vain fought iffue for the rumbling Wind :

Yet (till they heav-'4 for vent, and heaving ftill

Inlarg'd the Concave, and fhot up the Hill ;

As Breath extends a Bladder, or the Skins

Of Goats are blown t'inclofe the hoarded Wines :

The Mountain yet
retains a Mountain's Face,

And gathered Rubbilh heals the hollow fpace.

Of many Wonders, which I heard or knew, ,

Retrenching moft, I will relate but few :

What, are not Springs with Qualities oppos'd,

Endu'd at Seafons, and at Seafons loft ?

Thrice in a Day thine, Amnion, change their Form,

Cold at high Noon, at Morn and Evening warm :

Thine, Atbanian, will kindle Wood, if thrown

On the pil'd Earth, and in the waning Moon.

The Tkracians have a Stream, if any try

The
raft, his harden'd Bowels petrify ;

What-
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Whate'er it touches it converts to Stones,

And makes a Marble Pavement where it runs.

Cratbk, and SyBam her Site Flood,

That Aide through our Calabrian Neighbour Wood,

With Gold and Amber die the mining Hair,

And thither Youth refort ; (for who wou'd not be Fair ? )

But ftranger Virtues yet in Streams we find,

Some change not only Bodies, but the Mind ;

Who has not heard of Salmack obfcene,

Whofe Waters into Women foften Men ?

Or lEthyofian Lakes which turn the Brain

To Madnefs, or in heavy Sleep conftrain ?

Clytorian
Streams the love of Wine expel,

(Such is the Virtue of th' abftemious Well ; )

Whether the colder Nymph that rules the Flood

Extinguishes, and balks the drunken God ;

Or that Mehmpm (fo have fome aflur'd)

When the mad Proetides with Charms he cur'd;

And pow'rful Herbs, both Charms and Simples caft

Into th' fober Spring, where ftill their Virtues laft.

Unlike Effe&s LyncefiU will produce,

Who drinks his Waters, tho
1

with moderate ufe,

Reels as with Wine, and fees with double Sight :

His Heels too heavy, and his Head too light.

Ladon^ once Vheneos, 3n Arc&dian Stream,

(Ambiguous in th* EfFe&s, as in the Name)

X x x By
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By Day is wholfom Bev'rage ;
but is thought

By Night infected, and a deadly Draught.

Thus running Rivers, and the ftanding Lake

Now of thefe Virtues, now of thofe partake :

Time was (and all Things Time and Fate obey)

When faft Ortygia
floated on the Sea :

Such were Cyanean Ides, when Typhis fteer'd

Betwixt their Streights and their Collifion fear'd ;

They fwam where now they (it ; and firmly join'd

Secure of rooting up, refift the Wind.

Nor JEtna vomiting fulphuerous Fire

Will ever belch ; for Sulphur will expire,

(The Veins exhaufted ofthe liquid Store :)

Time was me caft no Flames; in time will caft no more.

For whether Earth's an Animal, and Air

Imbibes -

} her Lungs with coolnefs to repair,

And what (he fucks remits ; fhe ftill requires

Inlets for Air, and Outlets for her Fires ;

When tortur'd with convulfive Fits fhe (hakes,

That motion choaks the vent till other vent fhe makes :

Or when the Winds in hollow Caves are clos'd,

And fubtil Spirits find that way oppos'd,

They tofs up Flints in Air ; the Flints that hide

The Seeds of Fire, thus tofs'd in Air, collide,

Kindling the Sulphur, till the Fewel fpent

The Cave is cool'd, and the fierce Winds relent.

Or whether Sulphur, catching Fire, feeds on

Its unctuous Parts, till all the Matter gone

The
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The Flames no more afcend ; for Earth fupplies

The Fat that feeds them ; and when Earth denies

That Food, by length of Time confum'd, the Fire

Famim'd for want of Fewel muft expire.

A Race of Men there are, as Fame has told,

Who (hiv'ring fuffer Hyperborean Cold,

Till nine times bathing in Minerva s Lake,

Soft Feathers, to defend their naked Sides, they take.

'Tis faid, the Scythian Wives (believe who will)

Transform themfelves to Birds by Magick Skill ;

Smear'd over with an Oil of wond'rous Might,

That adds new Pinions to their airy Flight.

But this by fure Experiment we know

That living Creatures from Corruption grow :

Hide in a hallow Pit a flaughterd Steer,

Bees from his putrid Bowels will appear ;

Who like their Parents haunt the Fields, and bring

Their Hony-Harveft home, and hope another Spring.

The Warlike-Steed is multiply'd we find,

To Wafps and Hornets of the Warrior Kind.

Cut from a Crab his crooked Claws, and hide

The reft in Earth, a Scorpion thence will glide

And fhoot his Sting, his Tail in Circles tofs'd

Refers the Limbs his backward Father loft.

And Worms, that ftretch on Leaves their filmy Loom,

Crawl from their Bags, and Butterflies become.

X x x Ev'n
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Ev'n Slime begets the Frog's loquacious Race :

Short of their Feet at firft,
in little fpace

With Arms and Legs endu'd, long leaps they take,

Rais'd on their hinder part, and fvvim the Lake,

And Waves repel : For Nature gives their Kind

To that intent, a length of Legs behind.

The Cubs of Bears, a living lump appear,

When whelp'd, and no determin'd Figure wear.

T^heir
Mother licks 'em into Shape, and gives

As much of Form, as fhe her felf receives.

The Grubs from their fexangular abode

Crawl out unfinifh'd, like the Maggot's Brood :

Trunks without Limbs ; till time at leifure brings

The Thighs they wanted, and their tardy Wings.

The Bird who draws the Carr of Juno, vain

Of her crown'd Head, and of her
Starry Train ;

And he that bears th' Artillery of Jove,

The ftrong-pounc'd Eagle, and the
billing Dove ;

And all the feather'd Kind, who cou'd
fuppofe

(But that from fight the fureft Senfe he knows)

They from th' included Yolk, not ambient White arofe.

There are who think the Marrow of a Man
Which in the Spine, while he was

living ran
;

When dead, the Pith corrupted will become

A Snake, and hifs within the hollow Tomb.

All



Of the Pythagorean Pbilofopby. 525

All thefe receive their Birth from other Things 3

But from himfelf the fhocnlx only fprings :

Self-born, begotten by the Parent Flame

In which he burn'd, another and the fame ;

Who not by Corn or Herbs his Life fuftains,

But the fweet EfTence of Amomum drains :

And watches the rich Gums Arabia bears,

While yet in tender Dew they drop their Tears.

He, (his five Cent'ries of Life fulfill'd)

His Neft on Oaken Boughs begins to build,

Or trembling tops of Palm, and firft he draws

The Plan with his broad Bill, and crooked Claws,

Nature's Artificers ; on this the Pile

Is form'd, and rifes round, then with the Spoil

Of Cajia, Cynamotij and Stems of Nard^

(For foftnefs ftrew'd beneath,) his Fun'ral Bed is rear'd :

Fun'ral and Bridal both
;
and all around

The Borders with corruptlefs Myrrh are crown'd,

On this incumbent
;

till astherial Flame

Firft catches, then confumes the coftly Frame :

Confumes him too, as on the Pile he lies ;

He liv'd on Odours, and in Odours dies.

An Infant-Phceniz from the former fprings

His Father's Heir, and from his tender Wings

Shakes off his Parent Duft, his Method he purfues,

And the fame Leafe of Life on the fame Terms renews.

When grown to Manhood he begins his reign,

And with ftitf Pinions can his Flight fuftain,

He
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He lightens of its Load, the Tree that bore

His Father's Royal Sepulcher before,
-

And his own Cradle : This (with pious Care

Plac'd on his Back) he cuts the buxome Air,

Seeks the Sun's City, and his facred Church,

And decently lays
down his Burden in the Porch.

A Wonder more amazing wou'd we find ?
>/|

Th' Hy< na (hows it, of a double kind,

Varying the Sexes in alternate Years,

In one begets, and in another bears.

The thin Camelion fed with Air, receives

The colour of the Thing to which he cleaves.

India when conquer'd, on the conqu'ring God

For planted Vines the fharp-ey'd Lynx beftow'd,

Whofe Urine, fhed before it touches Earth,

Congeals in Air, and gives to Gems their Birth.

So Coral fort, and white in Oceans Bed,

Comes harden'd up in Air, and glows with Red.

All changing Species mould my Song recite ;

Before I ceas'd, wou'd change the Day to Night.

Nations and Empires flourifh, and decay,

By turns command, and in their turns obey ;

Time foftens hardy People, Time again

Hardens to War a fort, unwarlike Train.

Thus Troy for ten long Years her Foes withftood,

And daily bleeding bore th' expence of Blood :

Now
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Now for thick Streets it (hows an empty fpace,

Or only fill'd with Tombs of her own perifh'd Race,

Her felf becomes the Sepulcher of what fhe was.

Mycene, Sparta^
Thebes of mighty Fame,

Are vanifh'd out of Subftance into Name.

And Dardan Rome that juft begins to
rife,

On Tiber % Banks, in time fhall mate the Skies;

Widening her Bounds, and working on her way ;

Ev n now fhe meditates Imperial Sway :

Yet this is change, but fhe by changing thrives,

Like Moons new-born, and in her Cradle ftnves

To fill her Infant-Horns ; an Hour fhall come

When the round World fhall be contain'd in Rome,

For thus old Saws foretel, and Helenus

Anchifes drooping Son enliven'd thus ;

When Ilium now was in a finking State ;

And he was doubtful of his future Fate :

O Goddefs born, with thy hard Fortune ftrive,

Troy never can be
loft, and thou alive.

Thy Paflage thou (halt free through Fire and Sword,

And Troy in Foreign Lands fhall be reftor'd.

In happier Fields a rifing Town I fee,

Greater than what e'er was, or
is,

or e'er fhall be :

And Heav'n yet owes the World a Race deriv'd from Thee.

Sages, and Chiefs of other Lineage born

The City fhall extend, extended fhall adorn :

But from Julm he muft draw his Breath,

By whom thy Rome fhall rule the conquer'd Earth :

Whom

7
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Whom Heav'n will lend Mankind on Earth to reign,

And late require the precious Pledge again.

This Helenws to great lEneas told,

Which I retain, e'er fince in other Mould :

My Soul was cloath'd; and now rejoice to view

My Country Walls rebuilt, and Troy reviv'd anew,

Rais'd by the fall : Decreed by Lofs to Gain ;

Enflav'd but to be free, and conquer'd but to reign,

'Tis time my hard mouth'd Courfers to controul,

Apt to run Riot, and tranfgrefs the Goal :

And therefore I conclude, whatever lies,

In Earth, or flits in Air, or fills the Skies,

All fuffer change, and we, that are of Soul

And Body mix'd, are Members of the whole.

Then, when our Sires, or Grandfires mail forfajce

The Forms of Men, and brutal Figures take,

Thus hous'd, fecurely let their Spirits reft,

Nor violate thy Father in the Beaft.

Thy Friend, thy Brother, any of thy Kin,

If none of thefe, yet there's a Man within :

O fpare to make a Tbyeft<ean Meal,

T'inclofe his Body, and his Soul expel.

Ill Cuftoms by degrees to Habits rife,

111 Habits foon become exalted Vice :

What more advance can Mortals make in Sin

So near Perfection, who with Blood begin ?

Deaf to the Calf that lies beneath the Knife,

Looks up, and from her Butcher begs her Life :

Deaf
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Deaf to the harmlefs Kid, that e'er he dies

All Methods to procure thy Mercy tries,

And imitates in vain thy Children's Cries.

Where will he ftop, who feeds with Houfhold Bread,

Then eats the Poultry which before he fed ?
\r ,\

Let plough thy Steers ; that when' they lole their Breath

To Nature, not to thee they may impute their Death.

Let Goats for Food their loaded Udders lend,

And Sheep from Winter-cold thy Sides defend ;

But neither Sprindges, Nets, nor Snares employ,

And be no more Ingenious to deftroy.

Free as in Air, let Birds on Earth remain,

Nor let infidious Glue their Wings conftrain ;

Nor opening Hounds the trembling Stag affright,

Nor purple Feathers intercept his Flight :

Nor Hooks conceal'd in Baits for Fifh prepare,

Nor Lines to heave 'em twinkling up in Air.

Take not away the Life you cannot give :

For all Things have an equal right to live.

Kill noxious Creatures, where 'tis Sin to fave ;

This only juft Prerogative we have :

But nourifh Life with vegetable Food,

And fhun the facrilegious taft of Blood.

Thefe Precepts by the Samian Sage were taught,

Which Godlike Numa to the Sabines brought,

And thence transferr'd to Rome
y by Gift his own :

A willing People, and an offer'd Throne.

Y y y O hap.
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O happy Monarch, fent by Heav'n to blefs

A Salvage Nation with foft Arts of Peace,

To teach Religion, Rapine to reftrain,

Give Laws to Luft, and Sacrifice ordain :

Himfelf a Saint, a Goddefs was his Bride,

And all the Mufes o'er his Ads prefide,

*Jr

THE
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CHARACTER
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A Good Parfon ;

Imitated from

CHAUCER,
And Inlargd.

AParifh-Prieft,

was of the Pilgrim-Train :

An Awful, Reverend, and Religious Man.

His Eyes difrus'd a venerable Grace,

And Charity it felf was in his Face.

Rich was his Soul, though his Attire was poor ;

(As God had cloath'd his own Embaflador ; )

For fuch, on Earth, his blefs'd Redeemer bore.

Of Sixty Years he feem'd ; and well might laft

To Sixty more, but that he liv'd too faft ;

Y y y n Re-
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H

Refin'd himfelf to Soul, to curb the Senfe ;

And made almolt a Sin of Abftinence.

Yet, had his Afpect nothing of fevere,

But fuch a Face as promis'd him lincere.

Nothing referv'd or fullen was to fee :

But fweet Regards ;
and pleafing San&ity :

Mild was his Accent, and his Action free.

With Eloquence innate his Tongue was arm'd ;

Tho' harm the Precept, yet the Preacher charm'd.

For, letting down the golden Chain from high,

He drew his Audience upward to the Sky :

And oft, with holy Hymns, he charm'd their Ears :

(A Mufick more melodious than the Spheres.)

For David left him, when he went to
reft,

His Lyre ; and after him, he fung the beft.

He bore his great Commillion in his Look :

But fweetly temper'd Awe ; and foften'd all he ipoke.

He preach'd the Joys of Heav'n, and Pains of Hell ;

And warn'd the Sinner with becoming Zeal ;

But on Eternal Mercy lov'd to dwell.

He taught the Gofpel rather than the Law :

And fore'd himfelf to drive; but lov'd to draw.

For Fear but freezes Minds ; but Love, like Heat

Exhales the Soul fublime, to feek her Native Seat.

To Threats, the ftubborn Sinner oft is hard :

Wrap'd in his Crimes, againft the Storm prepar'd ;

But, when the milder Beams of Mercy play,
He melts, and throws his cumb rous Cloak away.

i

I

Light-
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Lightnings and Thunder (Heav'ns Artillery)

As Harbingers before th' Almighty fly
:

Thofe, but proclaim his Stile, and difappear;

The ftiller Sound fucceeds ; and God is there.

The Tythes, his Parifti freely paid, he took ;

But never Su'd ; or Curs'd with Bell and Book.

With Patience bearing wrong ;
but offring none :

Since every Man is free to lofe his own.

The Country-Churles* according to their Kind,

(Who grudge their Dues, and love to be behind,)

The lefs he fought his Offerings, pinch'd the more ;

And prais'd a Prieft, contented to be Poor.

Yet, of his little, he had fome to fpare,

To feed the Famifh'd, and to cloath the Bare :

For Mortify'd he was, to that degree,

A poorer than himfelf, he wou'd not fee.

True Priefts, he faid, and Preachers of the Word,

Were only Stewards of their Soveraign Lord ;

Nothing was theirs; but all the publick Store :

Intrufted Riches, to relieve the Poor.

Who, fhou d they fteal, for want of his Relief,

He judg'd himfelf Accomplice with the Thief.

Wide was his Parifh ; not contracted clofe

In Streets, but here and there a ftraggling Houfe ;

Yet ftill he was at Hand, without Requeft

To ferve the Sick ; to fuccour the Diftrefs'd :

Tempting,
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Tempting, on Foot, alone, without affright,

The Dangers of a dark, tempeftuous Night.

All this, the good old Man, performed alone,

Nor fpar'd
his Pains ; for Curate he had none.

Nor durft he truft another with his Care ;

Nor rode himfelf to Pauls
,
the publick Fair,

To chaffer for Preferment with his Gold,

Where Bifhopricks, and Jine Cures are fold.

But duly watch'd his Flock, by Night and Day ;

And from the prowling Wolf, redeem'd the Prey;

And hungry fent the wily Fox away.
-

The Proud he tam'd, the Penitent he chear'd :

Nor to rebuke the rich Offender fear'd.

His Preaching much, but more his Practice wrought;

(A living Sermon of the Truths he taught ; )

For this by Rules fevere his Life he fquar'd :

That all might fee the Dodxin which they heard.

For
Priefts, he faid, are Patterns for the reft :

(The Gold of Heav'n, who bear the God Imprefs'd :)

But when the precious Coin is kept unclean,

The Soveraign's Image is no longer feen.

If they be foul, on whom the People truft,

Well may the bafer Brafs, contract a Ruft.

The Prelate, for his Holy Life he priz'd ;

The worldly Pomp of Prelacy defpis'd.

His Saviour came not with a gawdy Show ;

Nor was his Kingdom of the World below.

Patience
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Patience in Want, and Poverty of Mind,

Thefe Marks of Church and Churchmen he defign'd.

And living taught ; and dying left behind.

The Crown he wore was of the pointed Thorn :

In Purple he was Crucify'd, not born.

They who contend for Place and high Degree,

Are not his Sons, but thofe of Zebadee.

Not, but he knew the Signs of Earthly PowV

Might well become St. Peters SuccefTor :

The Holy Father holds a double Reign,

The Prince may keep his Pomp; the Fiftier muft be plain,

Such was the Saint ; who (hone with every Grace ;

Reflecting, Mofis-Wke^ his Maker's Face.

God, faw his Image lively was exprefs'd ;

And his own Work, as in Creation blefs'd.

The Tempter faw him too, with envious Eye ;

And, as on Job, demanded leave to
try.

He took the time when Richard was depos'd :

And High and Low, with happy Harry clos'd.

This Prince, tho' great in Arms, the Prieft withftood :

Near tho' he was, yet not the next of Blood.

Had Richard
unconftrain'd, refign'd the Throne :

A King can give no more than is his own :

The Title ftood entail'd, had Richard had a Son.

Conqueft, an odious Name, was laid afide,

Where all fubmitted ; none the Battle try'd.

The
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The fenfelefs Pica of Right by Providence, :b9

Was, -by a flatt'ring Prieft, invented fince :

And lafts no longer than the preient iway ;

But juftifies
the next who comes in play.

The People's Right remains ; let thole who dare
T

( \m

Difpute their Pow'r, when they the Judges are.

He join'd not in their Choice ; becaufe he knew

Worfe might, and often did from Change enfue.

Much to himfelf he thought but little fpoke :

And, Undepriv'd, his Benefice forfook.

Now, through the Land, his Cure of Souls he ftretch'd:

And like a Primitive Apoftle preach'd.

Still Chearful ; ever Conftant to his Call ;

By many follow'd ; Lov'd by moft, Admir'd by AIL

With what he beg'd, his Brethren he relieved ;

And gave the Charities himfelf receiv'd.

Gave, while he Taught ; and Edify'd the more,

Becaufe he fhew'd by Proof, 'twas eafy to be Poor.

He went not, with the Crowd, to fee a Shrine ;

But fed us by the way, with Food divine.

In deference to his Virtues, I forbear

To (hew you, what the reft in Orders were :

This Brillant, is fo Spotlefs, and fo Bright,

He needs no Foyl : But (hines by his own proper Light.

THE
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THE

MONUMENT
O F A

Fair Maiden Lady,
Who dy'd at Bath, and is thereInterrd

BElow
this Marble Monument, is laid

All that Heav'n wants of this Celeftial Maid.

Preferve, O facred Tomb, thy Truft confign'd :

The Mold was made on purpofe for the Mind :

And (he wou'd lofe, if at the latter Day
One Atom cou'd be mix'd, of other Clay.

Such were the Features of her heav'nly Face,

Her Limbs were form'd with fuch harmonious Grace^

So faultlefs was the Frame, as if the Whole

Had been an Emanation of the Soul ;

Which her own inward Symmetry reveaFd ;

And like a Picture (hone, in Glafs Anneal'd.

Or like the Sun eclips'd, with fhaded Light :

Too piercing, elfe, to be fuftain'd by Sight

Zzz Each
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Each Thought was vifible that rowl'd within :

As through a Cryftal Cafe, the figur'd Hours are feen.

And Heav'n did this tranfparent Veil provide,

Becaufe (he had no guilty Thought to hide.

All white, a Virgin-Saint, (he fought the Skies :

For Marriage, tho* it fullies not, it dies.

High tho* her Wit, yet Humble was her Mind ;

As if (he cou'd not, or (he wou'd not find

How much her Worth tranfcended all her Kind.

Yet fhe had learn'd fo much of Heav'n below,

That when arriv'd, (lie fcarce had more to know :

But only to refrelh the former Hint ;

And read her Maker in a fairer Print.

So Pious, as fhe had no time to (pare

For human Thoughts, but was confin'd to Pray'r.

Yet in fuch Charities (he pafs'd the Day,

'Twas wond'rous how (he found an Hour to Pray.

A Soul fo calm, it knew not Ebbs or Flows,

Which Paffion cou'd but curl ; not difcompofe.

A Female Softnefs, with a manly Mind :

A Daughter duteous, and a Sifter kind :

In Sicknefs patient; and in Death refign'd.

CYMON
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C Y M O N
AND

I P H I G E N I A,
FROM

B O C C A C E.

Poeta
loquitur\

OLD
as 1 am, for Ladies Love unfit,

The Pow'r of Beauty I remember yet,

Which once inflam'd my Soul, and ftill infpires my^
If Love be Folly, the fevere Divine (Wit.

Has felt that Folly, tho* he cenfures mine ;

Pollutes the Pleafures of a chaft Embrace,

Acts what I write, and propagates in Grace

With riotous Excefs, a Prieftly Race :

Suppofe him free, and that I forge th' Offence,

He fhew'd the way, perverting firft my Senfe :

In Malice witty, and with Venom fraught,

He makes me fpeak the Things I never thought.

Com-
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Compute the Gains of his ungovern'd Zeal;

111 lutes his Cloth the Praife.of Railing well !

The World will think that what we loofly write,

Tho' now arraigned, he read with ibme delight ;

Becaufe he feems to chew the Cud again,

When his broad Comment makes the Text too plain :

And teaches more in one explaining Page,

Than all the double Meanings of the Stage. U

What needs he Paraphrafe on what we mean ?

We were at worft but Wanton
; he's Obfcene.

1, nor my Fellows, nor my Self excufe ;

But Love's the Subject, of the Comick Mufe ;

V*^ V.-*^ ^_^^ vJl
Nor can we write without

it,
nor would you

A Tale of only dry Inftrudtion view;

Nor Love is always of a vicious Kind,

But oft to virtuous A&s inflames the Mind.

Awakes the fleepy Vigour of the Soul,

And, brufhing o'er, adds Motion to the Pool.

Love, ftudious how to pleafe, improves our Parts,

With polifh'd Manners, and adorns with Arts.

Love firft invented Verfe, and form'd the Rhime,

The Motion meafur'd, harmoniz'd the Chime ;

To lib'ral Ads inlarg'd the narrow-Soul'd :

Soften'dthe Fierce, and made the Coward Bold :

The World when waft, he Peopled with increaie,

And warring Nations reconcil'd in Peace.

Qrmond, the
firft, and all the Fair may find

In this one Legend to their Fame
defign'd,

When Beauty fires the Blood, how Love exalts the Mind.

Jn



Cymon and Iphigenia. 543

IN
that fweet Ifle,

where Venus keeps her Court,

And ev'ry Grace, and all the Loves refort ;

Where either Sex is form'd of fofter Earth,

And takes the bent of Pleafure from their Birth ;

There liv'd a Cyprian Lord, above the reft,

Wife, Wealthy, with a num'rous IfTue bleft.

But as no Gift of Fortune is fincerc,

Was only wanting in a worthy Heir :

His eldeft Born a goodly Youth to view

Excell'd the reft in Shape, and outward Shew ;

Fair, Tall, his Limbs with due Proportion join'd,

But of a heavy, dull, degenerate Mind.

His Soul bely'd the Features of his Face ;

Beauty was there, but Beauty in difgrace.

A clownifli Mien, a Voice with ruftick found,

And ftupid Eyes, that ever lov'd the Ground.

He look'd like Nature's Error ; as the Mind

And Body were not of a Piece defign'd,

But made for two, and by miftake in one were join'd.

The ruling Rod, the Father's forming Care,

Were exercis'd in vain, on Wit's defpair ;

The more inform'd the lefs he underftood,

And deeper funk by flound'ring in the Mud.

Now fcorn'd of
all, and grown the publick Shame,

The People from Galefus chang'd his Name,
And Cymon call'd, which fignifies a Brute ;

So well his Name did with his Nature fute.

His
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His Father, when he found his Labour loft,

And Care employ'd, that anfwer'd not the Coft,

Chofe an ungrateful ObjecT: to remove,

And loath'd to fee what Nature made him love ;

So to his Country-Farm the Fool confin'd :

Rude Work well futed with a ruftick Mind.

Thus to the Wilds the fturdy Cymon went,

A Squire among the Swains, and pleas'd with Banifhraent.

His Corn, and Cattle, were his only Care,

And his fupreme Delight a Country-Fair.

It happened on a Summers Holiday,

That to the Greenwood-fhade he took his way ;

For Cymon (hun'd the Church, and us'd not much to Pray.

His Quarter-Staff, which he cou'd ne'er forfake,

Hung half before^ and half behind his Back.

He trudg'd along unknowing what he fought,

And whittled as he went, for want of Thought.

By Chance conducted, or by Thirft conftrain'd,

The deep Recefles of the Grove he gain'd;

Where in a Plain, defended by the Wood,

Crept through the matted Grafs a Chryftal Flood,

By which an Alablafter Fountain flood :

And on the Margin of the Fount was laid

(Attended by her Slaves) a fleeping Maid.

Like Diatiy and her Nymphs, when tir'd with Sport,

To reft by cool Eurotas they refort :

Th*
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The Dame herfelf the Goddefs well exprefs'd,

Not more diftinguifh'd by her Purple Veft,

Than by the charming Features of her Face,

And ev'n in Slumber a fuperiour Grace :

Her comely Limbs compos'd with decent Care,

Her Body (haded with a (light Cymarr ;

Her Bofom to the view was only bare :

Where two beginning Paps were fcarcely fpy'd,

For yet their Places were but fignify'd :

The fanning Wind upon her Bofom blows,

To meet the fanning Wind the Bofom rofe
;

The fanning Wind, and purling Streams continue her repofe.'

The Fool of Nature, ftood with ftupid Eyes

And gaping Mouth, that teftify'd Surprize,

Fix'd on her Face, nor cou'd remove his Sight,

New as he was to Love, and Novice in Delight :

Long mute he ftood, and leaning on his Staff,

His Wonder witnefs'd with an Ideot laugh ;

Then would have fpoke, but by his glimmering Senfe

Firft found his want of Words, and fear'd Offence :

Doubted for what he was he mould be known,

By his Clown-Accent, and his Country-Tone.

Throuph the rude Chaos thus the running Light

Shot the firft Ray that pierc'd the Native Night :

Then Day and Darknefs in the Mafs were mix'd,

Till gather'd in a Globe, the Beams were fix'd :

Laft (hon the Sun who radiant in his Sphere

Illumin'd Heav'n, and Earth, and rowl'd around the Year.

A a a a So
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So Reafon in this Brutal Soul began :

Love made him firft fufpeft he was a Man ;

Love made him doubt his broad barbarian Sound,

By Love his want of Words, and Wit he found :

That fenfe of want prepar'd the future way .

To Knowledge, and difcols'd the promife of a Day.

What not his Father's Care, nor Tutor's Art

Cou'd plant with Pains in his unpolifh'd Heart,

The beft Inftru&or Love at once infpir'd,

As barren Grounds to Fruitfulnefs are fir'd :

Love taught him Shame, and Shame with Love at Strife

Soon taught the fweet Civilities of Life;

His grofs material Soul at once could find

Somewhat in her excelling all her Kind :

Exciting a Defire till then unknown,

Somewhat unfound, or found in her alone.

This made the firft Impreflion in his Mind,

Above, but juft above the Brutal Kind.

For Beafts can like, but not diftinguilh too,

Nor their own liking by reflection know ;

Nor why they like or this, or t'other Face,

Or judge of this or that peculiar Grace,

But love in grofs, and ftupidly admire ;

As Flies allur'd by Light, approach the Fire.

Thus our Man-Beaft advancing by degrees

Firft likes the whole, than fep'rates what he fees ;

On fev'ral Parts a fev'ral Praife beftows,

The ruby Lips, the well-proportion'd Nofe,

The
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The fnowy Skin, the Raven-glofTy Hair,

The dimpled Cheek, the Forehead rifing fair,

And ev'n in Sleep it felf a fmiling Air.

From thence his Eyes defcending view'd the reft,

Her plump round Arms, white Hands, and heaving Breaft.

Long on the laft he dwelt, though ev'ry part

A pointed Arrow fped to pierce his Heart.

Thus in a trice a Judge of Beauty grown,

(A Judge erected from a Country-Clown)

He long'd to fee her Eyes in Slumber bid ;

And wifh'd his own cou'd pierce within the Lid :

He wou'd have wak'd her, but reftrain'd his Thought,

And Love new-born the firft good Manners taught.

An awful Fear his ardent Wifh withftood,

Nor durft difturb the Goddefs of the Wood ;

For fuch (he feem'd by her celeftial Face,

Excelling all the reft of human Race :

And Thing's divine by common Senfe he knew,

Muft be devoutly feen at diftant view :

So checking his Defire, with trembling Heart

Gazing he ftood, nor would, nor could depart ;

Fix'd as a Pilgrim wilder'd in his way,

Who dares not ftir by Night for fear to
ftray,

But ftands with awful Eyes to watch the dawn of Day.

At length awaking, Ipbigene the Fair

(So was the Beauty call'd who caus'd his Care)

Unclos'd her Eyes, and double Day reveal'd,

While thofe of all her Slaves in Sleep were fealM

A a a a a The
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The Havering Gudden prop'd upon his Staff,

Stood ready gaping with a grinning Laugh,

To welcome her awake, nor durft begin

To fpeak, but wifely kept the Fool within.

Then (he ; What make you Cymon here alone ?

(For Cymon s Name was round the Country known

Becaufe defcended of a noble Race,

And for a Soul ill forted with his Face.)

But (till the Sot ftood filent with Surprize,

With fix'd regard on her new open'd Eyes,

And in his Breaft receiv'd th' invenom'd Dart,

A tickling Pain that pleas'd amid the Smart.

But confeious of her Form, with quick diftruft

She faw his fparkling Eyes, and fear'd his brutal Lull

This to prevent fhe wak'd her fleepy Crew,

And rifing hafty took a fhort Adieu.

Then Cymon firft his ruftick Voice eflay'd,

With proffer'd Service to the parting Maid

To fee her fafe; his Hand fhe long deny'd,

But took at length, afham'd of fuch a Guide.

So Cymon led her home, and leaving there

No more wou'd to his Country Clowns repair,

But fought his Father's Houfe with better Mind,

Refuting in the Farm to be confiVd.

The Father wonder'd at the Son's return,

And knew not whether to rejoice or mourn ;

But
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But doubtfully receiv'd, expecting ftill

To learn the fecret Caufes of his alter'd Will.

Nor was he long delay'd ; the firft Requeft

'

He made, was, like his Brothers to be drefs'd,

And, as his Birth requir'd, above the reft.

With eafe his Sute was granted by his Syre,

Diftinguifhing his Heir by rich Attire :

His Body thus adorn'd, he next defign'd

With lib'ral Arts to cultivate his Mind :

He fought a Tutor of his own accord,

And ftudjd Leflbns he before abhorr'd.

Thus the Man-Child advanced, and learn'd fo faft,

That in fhort time his Equals he furpafs'd :

His brutal Manners from his Breaft exil'd,

His Mien he fafliiond, and his Tongue he fiTd ;

In ev'ry Exercife of all admir'd,

He feem'd, nor only feem'd, but was infpir'd :

Infpir'd by Love, whofe Bufinefs is to pleafe ;

He Rode, he Fenc'd, he mov'd with graceful Eafe,

More fam'd for Senfe, for courtly Carriage more,

Than for his brutal Folly known before.

What then of alter'd Cymon (hall we fay,

But that the Fire which choak'd in Afhes lay^

A Load too heavy for his Soul to move,

Was upward blown below, and brufh'd away by Love ?

Love made an active Progrefs through his Mind,

The dusky Parts he clear'd, the grofs refin'd ;

The

'
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The drowfy wak'd ; and as he went impreis'd

The Maker's Image on the human Beaft.

Thus was the Man amended by Defire^

And tho' he lov'd perhaps with too much Fire,

His Father all his Faults with Reafon fcan'd,

And lik'd an error of the better Hand ;

Excus'd th' excels of Paflion in his Mind,

By Flames too fierce, perhaps too much refin'd :

So Cymon, fince his Sire indulg'd his Will,

Impetuous lov'd, and would be Cymon ftill ;

Gakfm he difown'd, and chofe to bear

The Name of Fool confirm'd, and Bilhop'd by theJFair.

To Cipfius by his Friends his Sute he mov'd,

Cipfem the Father of the Fair he lov'd :

But he was pre-ingag'd by former Ties,

While Cymon was endeav'ring to be wife :

And Iphigene oblig'd by former Vows>

Had giv'n her Faith to wed a Foreign Spoufe :

Her Sire and She to Rhodian Tajimond,

Tho' both repenting, were by Promife bound,

Nor could retract ; and thus, as Fate decreed,

Tho' better lov'd, he fpoke too late to fpeed.

The Doom was paft, the Ship already fent,

Did all his tardy Diligence prevent :

Si|h'd to herfelf the fair unhappy Maid,

While ftormy Cymon thus in fecret faid :

The time is come for
Iphigene to find

The Miracle fhe wrought upon my Mind :

Her
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Her Charms have made me Man, her ravifh'd Love

In rank fhall place me with the Blefs'd above.

For mine by Love, by Force fhe fhall be mine,

Or Death, if Force mould fail, fhall finim my Defigm

Refolv'd he faid : And rigg'd with fpeedy Care

A Veflel ftrong, and well equipp'd for War.

The fecret Ship with chofen Friends he ftor'd ;

And bent to die, or conquer, went aboard.

Ambufh'd he lay behind the Cyprian Shore,

Waiting the Sail that all his Wilhes bore ;

Nor long expected, for the following Tide

Sent out the hoftile Ship and beauteous Bride.

To Rhodes the Rival Bark directly fteer'd,

When Cymon fudden at her Back appeared,

And ftop'd her Flight : Then ftanding on his Prow

In haughty Terms he thus defy'd the Foe,

Or frrike your Sails at Summons, or prepare

To prove the laft Extremities of War.

Thus warn'd, the Rhodians for the Fight provide ;

Already were the Veflfels Side by Side,

Thefe obftinate to fave, and thofe to feizethe Bride.

But Cymon foon his crooked Grapples caft,

Which with tenacious hold his Foes embrac'd,

And arm'd with Sword and Shield, amid the Prefs he pafs'd/

Fierce was the Fight, but haft'ning to his Prey,

By force the furious Lover freed his way :

Himfelf alone difpers'd the Rhodian Crew,

The Weak difdain'd, the Valiant overthrew ;

Cheap
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Cheap Conqueft for his following Friends remain'd,

He reap'd the Field, and they but only glean'd.

His Vi&ory confefs'd the Foes retreat,

And caft their Weapons at the Victor's Feet.

Whom thus he chear'd : O Rhodian Youth, I fought

For Love alone, nor other Booty fought ;

Your Lives are fafe ; your Veffel I refign,

Yours be your own, reftoring what is mine :

In Ipbigene I claim my rightful Due,

Rob'd by my Rival, and detain'd by you :

Your Fafimond a lawlefs Bargain drove,

The Parent could not fell the Daughters Love;

Or if he cou'd, my Love difdains the Laws,

And like a King by Conqueft gains his Caufe :

Where Arms take place, all other Pleas are vain,

Love taught me Force, and Force (hall Love maintain.

You, what by Strength you could not keep, releafe,

And at an eafy Ranfom buy your Peace.

Fear on the conquer'd Side foon fign'd th' Accord,

And Iphigene to Cymon was reftor'd :

While to his Arms the blufhing Bride he took ;

To feeming Sadnefs fhe compos'd her Look ;

As if by Force fubjecled to his Will,

Tho' pleas'd, difTembling, and a Woman ftill.

And, for fhe wept, he wip'd her falling Tears,

And pray'd her to difmifs her empty Fears ;

For yours I am, he
faid, and have deferv'd

Your Love much better whom fo long I ferv'd,

Than
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Than he to whom your formal Father ty'd

Your Vows ; and fold a Slave, not fent a Bride.

Thus while he fpoke he feiz'd the willing Prey,

As Paris bore the Spartan Spoufe away :

Faintly fhe. fcream'd, and ev'n her Eyes confefs'd

She rather would be thought, than was Diftrefs'd.

Who now exults but Cymon in his Mind,

Vain hopes, and empty Joys of human Kind,

Proud of the prefent, to the future blind !

Secure of Fate while Cymon plows the Sea, +
And fteers to Candy with his conquer'd Prey.

Scarce the third Glafs of meafur'd Hours was run,

When like a fiery Meteor funk the Sun ;

The Promife of a Storm ; the fhifting Gales

Forfake by Fits, and fill the flagging Sails :

Hoarfe Murmurs of the Main from far were heard,

And Night came on, not by degrees prepar'd,

But all at once ; at once the Winds arife,

The Thunders roul, the forky Lighting flies :

In vain the Mafter iflues out Commands,

In vain the trembling Sailors ply their Hands :

TheTempeftunforefeen prevents their Care,

And from the firft they labour in defpair.

The giddy Ship betwixt the Winds and Tides

Forc'd back, and forwards in a Circle rides,

Stun'd with the different Blows ; then (hoots amain

Till counterbuffd fhe ftops, and fleeps again.

Not more aghaft the proud Archangel fell,

Plung'd from the height of Heav'n to deepeft Hell,

B b b b Than
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Than ftood the Lover of his Love pofiefs'd

Now curs'd, the more, the more he had been blefs'd,

More anxious for her Danger than his own,

Death he defies; but would be loft alone.

Sad Ipbigene to Womanifh Complaints

Adds pious Pray'rs, and wearies all the Saints ;

Ev n if fhe could,, her Love fhe would repent,

But fince (he cannot, dreads the Punifhment :

Her forfeit Faith, artd Pajimond betray'd,

Ar^ver prefent, and her Crime upbraid.

She blames herfelf, nor blames her Lover lefs,

Augments her Anger as her Fears increafe;

From her own Back the Burden would remove,

And lays
the Load on his ungovern'd Love,

Which interpoflng durft in HeavVs defpight

Invade, and violate another's Right :

The Pow'rs incens'd awhile deferr'd his Pain,

And made him Mafter of his Vows in vain :

But foon they punim'd his prefumptuous Pride;

That for his daring Enterprize me dy'd,

Who rather not refilled, than comply'd.

Then impotent of Mind, with alter'd Senfe,

She hugg'd th' Offender, and forgave th' Offence

Sex to the laft : Mean time with Sails declin'd

The Wand
'ring Veffel drove before the Wind :

Tofs'd, and retofs'd, aloft, and then alow ;

Nor Port they feek, nor certain Courfe they know,
But ev'ry moment wait the coming Blow.

Thus
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Thus blindly driv'n, by breaking Day they view'd

The Land before em, and their Fears renew'd

The Land was welcome, but the Tempeft bore

The threatened Ship againft a rocky Shore.

A winding Bay was near ; to this they bent,

And juft efcap'd ;
their Force already fpent :

Secure from Storms and panting from the Sea,

The Land unknown at leifure they furvey ;

And faw (but foon their fickly Sight withdrew)

The rifing Tow'rs of Rhodes at diftant view ;

And curs'd the hoftile Shoar of Pafimond^

Sav'd from the Seas, and fhipwreck'd on the Ground,

The frighted Sailors try'd their Strength in vain

To turn the Stern, and tempt the ftormy Main ;

But the ftiff Wind withftood the lab'ring Oar,

And forc'd them forward on the fatal Shoar !

The crooked Keel now bites the Rhodian Strand,

And the Ship moor'd, conltrains the Crew to land :

Yet ftill they might be fafe becaufe unknown,

But as ill Fortune feldom comes alone,

The Veflel they difmifs'd was driv'n before,

Already fhelter'd on their Native Shoar ;

Known each, they know : But each with change of Chear ;

The vanquifrYd fide exults ; the Victors fear ;

Not them but theirs, made Pris'ners e'er they Fight,

Defpairing Conqueft, and depriv'd of Flight.

Bbbbi The
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The Country rings around with loud Alarms,

And raw in Fields the rude Militia fwarms ;

Mouths without Hands ; maintained at vaft Expence,

In Peace a Charge, in War a weak Defence :

Stout once a Month they march a bluft'ring Band,

And ever, but in times of Need, at hand :

This was the Morn when ifluing on the Guard,

Drawn up in Rank and File they flood prepar'd

Of feeming Arms to make a fhort eflay,

Then haften to be Drunk, the Bufinefs of the Day.

The Cowards would have fled, but that they knew

Themfelves fo many, and their Foes fo few ;

But crowding on, the laft the firft impel ;

Till overborn with weight the Cyprians fell,

Cymon inflav'd, who firft the War begun,

And Iphigene
once more is loft and won.

Deep in a Dungeon was the Captive caft,

Depriv'd of Day, and held in Fetters faft :

His Life was only fpar'd at their Requeft, Dfm
>

Whom taken he fo nobly had releas'd :

But Iphigenia
was the Ladies Care,

Each in their turn addrefs'd to treat the Fair ; ; ^
While Pajimond and his, the Nuptial Feaft prepare.

Her fecret Soul to Cymon was inclin'd^

But (he muft fuffer what her Fates affign'd ;

So paflive is the Church of Womankind.

What
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What worfe tQ Cymon could his Fortune deal,

Rowl'd to the loweft Spoke of all her Wheel? IT

It refted to difmifs the downward weight,

Or raife him upward to his former height ;

The latter pleas'd ; and Love (concern'd the molt)

Prepar'd th' amends, for what by Love he loft.

The Sire of Pajimond had left a Son,

Though younger, yet for Courage early known,

Ormifda call'd ; to whom by Promife ty'd,

A Rhodian Beauty was the deftin'd Bride :

. Cajfandra
was her Name, above the reft

Renown'd for Birth, with Fortune amply blefs'd.

Lyjymacbus who rul'd the Rbodian State,

Was then by choice their annual Magiftrate :

He lov'd Cajfandra
too with equal Fire,

But Fortune had not favour'd his Defire ;

Crofs'd by her Friends, by her not difapprov'd,

Nor yet preferr'd, or like Ormifda lov'd :

So ftood th' Affair : Some little Hope remain'd,

That fhould his Rival chance to lofe, he gain'd.

Mean time young Pajimond his Marriage prefs'd?

Ordain'd the Nuptial Day, preparM the Feaft ;

And frugally refolv'd (the Charge to (hun,

Which would be double fhould he wed alone)

To join his Brother's Bridal with his own. bVj<

j
: oT

Lyjymachm oppcefs'd with mortal Grief

Receiv'd the News, and ftiidy'd quick Relief i

'dl The
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The fatal Day approach'd : If Force were us'd,

The Magiftrate his publick Truft abus'd ;

To Juftice,
liable as Law requir'd ;

For when his Office ceas'd, his Pow'r expir'd :

While Pow'r remaiii'd, the Means were in his Hand

By Force to feize, and then forfake the Land :

Betwixt Extreams he knew not how to move,

A Slave to Fame, but more a Slave to Love :

Reftraining others, yet himfelf not free,

Made impotent by Pow'r, debas'tl by Dignity !

Both Sides he weigh'd : But after much Debate,

The Man prevail'd above the Magiftrate.

Love never fails to matter what he finds,

But works a diffrent way in diff'rent Minds,

The Fool enlightens, and the Wife he blinds.

This Youth propofing to poflefs, and fcape,

Began in Murder, to conclude in Rape :

Unprais'd by me, tho' Heav n fometime may blefs

An impious Ad with undeferv'd Succefs :

The Great, it feems, are priviledg'd alone

To punifh all Injuftice but their own.

But here I
ftop, not daring to proceed,

Yet blufh to natter an unrighteous Deed :

For Crimes are but permitted, not decreed.

Refolv'd on Force, his Wit the Pretor bent,

To find the Means that might fecure th' event ;

Not long he labour'd, for his lucky Thought
In Captive Cymon found the Friend he fought ;

Th'
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Th' Example pleas'd : The Caufe and Crime the lame ;

An injur'd Lover, and a ravifh'd Dame.

How much he durft he knew by what he dar'd,

The lefs he had to lofe, the lefs he car'd

To menage loathfom Life when Love was the Reward.

This ponder'd well, and fix'd on his Intent,

In depth of Night he for the Pris ner fent ;

In fecret fent, the publick View to fhun,

Then with a iober Smile he thus begun.

The Pow'rs above who bounteoufly beftow

Their Gifts and Graces on Mankind below,

Yet prove our Merit firft, nor blindly give

To fuch as are not worthy to receive :

For Valour and for Virtue they provide,

Their due Reward, but firft they muft be try'd :

Thefe fruitful Seeds within your Mind they fow'd ;

'Twas yours t'improve the Talent they beftow'd :

They gave you to be born of noble Kind,

They gave you Love to lighten up your Mind,

And purge the groffer Parts
; they gave you Care

To pleafe, and Courage to deferve the Fair.

Thus far they try'd you, and by Proof they found

The Grain intrufted in a grateful Ground :

But ftill the great Experiment remain'd,

They fuffer'd you to lofe the Prize you gain'd ;

That you might learn the Gift was theirs alone :

And when reftor'd, to them the Bleffing own.

Reftor'd
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Reftor'd it foon will be ; the Means prepar'd,

The Difficulty imooth'd, the Danger fhar'd :

Be but your felf, the Care to me refign,

Then Jpbigene is yours, Cajfandra mine.

Your Rival Pajimond purfues your Life,

Impatient to revenge his raviuYd Wife,

But yet not his ; to Morrow is behind,

And Love our Fortunes in one Band has join'd :

Two Brothers are our Foes ; Ormifda mine,

As much declar'd, as Pajimond is thine :

To Morrow muft their common Vows be ty'd ;

With Love to Friend and Fortune for our Guide,

Let both refolve to die, or each redeem a Bride.

Right I have none, nor haft thou much to plead ;

'Tis Force when done muft juftify the Deed :

Our Task performed we next prepare for Flight ;

And let the Lofers talk in vain of Right :

We with the Fair will fail before the Wind,

If they are griev'd, I leave the Laws behind.

Speak thy Refolves ; if now thy Courage droop,

Defpair in Prifon, and abandon Hope ;

But if thou dar'ft in Arms thy Love regain,

(For Liberty without thy Love were vain :
)

Then fecond my Defign to feize the Prey,

Or lead to fecond Rape, for well thou know'ft the way.

Said Cymon overjoy'd, do Thou propofe

The Means to Fight, and only (hew the Foes
;

For
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For from the firft,
when Love had fir'd my Mind,

Refolv'd I left the Care of Life behind.

To this the bold Lyjjmachus reply'd,

Let Heav'n be neuter, and the Sword decide :

The Spoufals are prepar'd, already play

The Minftrels, and provoke the tardy Day :

Bv this the Brides are wak'd, their Grooms are drefs'd ;

All Rhodes is fummon'd to the Nuptial Feaft,

All but my felf the fole unbidden Gueft.

Unbidden though I am, I will be there,

And, join'd by thee, intend to joy the Fair.

Now hear the reft ; when Day refigns the Light,

And chearful Torches guild the jolly Night >

Be ready at my Call, my chofen few

With Arms adminifter'd fhall aid thy Crew.

Then entring unexpe&ed will we feize

Our deftin'd Prey, from Men diflblv'd in eafe ;

By Wine difabled, unprepar'd for Fight ;

And haft'ning to the Seas fuborn our Flight :

The Seas are ours, for I command the Fort,

A Ship well man'd, expects us in the Port :

If they, or if their Friends the Prize conteft,

Death fhall attend the Man who dares refift.

It pleas'd ! The Pris'ner to his Hold retir'd,

His Troop with equal Emulation fir'd,

All fix'd to Fight, and all their wonted Work required.

C c c c The.
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The Sun arofe ; the Streets were throng'd around,

The Palace open'd, and the Pofts were crown'd :

The double Bridegroom at the Door attends,

Th' expected Spoufe, and entertains the Friends :

They meet, they lead to Church ; the Priefts invoke

The Pow'rs, and feed the Flames with fragrant Smoke:

This done they Feaft, and at the clofe of Night

By kindled Torches vary their Delight, (invite.'

Thefe lead the lively Dance, and thofe the brimming Bowls.

Now at th' appointed Place and Hour affign'd,

With Souls refolv'd the Ravifhers were join'd :

Three Bands are form'd : The-firft is Cent before

To favour the Retreat, and guard the Shore :

The fecond at the Palace-gate is plac'd,

And up the lofty Stairs afcend the laft :

A peaceful Troop they &em with ihining. Vefts,

But Coats of Male beneath fecure their Breads.

Dauntlefs they enter, Cymon at their Head,
And find the Feaft renew'd, the Table fpread : bflfti

Sweet Voices mix'd with inftrumental Sounds

Afcend the vaulted Roof, the vaulted Roof rebounds.

When like the Harpies ruining through the Hall

The fuddain Troop appears, the Tables
fall,

I heir fmoaking Load is on the Pavement thrown ;

Each Ravifher prepares to feize his own :

The Brides invaded with a rude Embrace

Shreek out for Aid, Confufion fills' the Place :

Quick
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Quick to redeem the Prey their plighted Lords

Advance, the Palace gleams with mining Swords.

But late is all Defence ; and Succour vain,

The Rape is made, the Ravifhers remain :

Two fturdy Slaves were only fent before

To hear the purchas'd Prize in Safety to the Shore.

The Troop retires, the Lovers clofe the rear,

With forward Faces not confeffing Fear :

Backward they move, but fcorn their Pace to mend,

Then feck the Stairs, and with flow haft defcend.

Fierce Pa/imond their paflage to prevent,

Thruft full on Cymon If Back in his defcent,

The Blade return'd unbath'd, and to the Handle bent ;

Stout Cymon foon remounts, and cleft in two

His Rival's Head with one defcending Blow :

And as the next in rank OrmifJa flood,

He turnM the Point : The Sword inur'd to Blood,

Bor'd his unguarded Breaft, which pour'd a purple Flood.

With vow'd Revenge the gath'ring Crowd purfues,

The Ravilhers turn Head, the Fight renews;

The Hall is heap'd with Corps ; the fprinkled Gore

Befmears the Walls, and floats the Marble Floor.

Difpeis'd at length the drunken Squadron flies,

The Vidiors to their VefTel bear the Prize;

And hear behind loud Groans, and lamentable Grief.

The
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The Crew with merry Shouts their Anchors weigh

Then ply their Oars, and brum the buxom Sea,

While Troops of gather'd Rhodians croud the Key.

What fhould the People do, when left alone ?

The Governor, and Government are gone.

The publick Wealth to Foreign Parts convey'd ;

Some Troops disbanded, and the reft unpaid.

Rhodes is the Soveraign of the Sea no more ;

Their Ships unrigg'd, and fpent their Naval Store ;

They neither could defend, nor can purfue,

But grin'd their Teeth, and caft a helplefs view :

In vain with Darts a diftant War they try,

Short, and more fhort the miffive Weapons fly.

Mean while the Ravifliers their Crimes enjoy,

And flying Sails, and fweeping Oars employ ;

The Cliffs of'Rhodes in little {pace are
loft,

Jove's Ifle they feek ; nor Jove denies his Coaft.

In fafety landed on the Candian Shore,

With generous Wines their Spirits they reftore ;

There Cymon with his Rhodian Friend refides,

Both Court, and Wed at once the willing Brides*

A War enfues, the Cretans own 'heir Caufe,

Stiff to defend their hofpitable Laws :

Both Parties loi'e by turns; and neither wins,
'Till Peace propounded by a Truce begins.

The Kindred of the Slain forgive the Deed,
But a fhort Exile muft for Show precede ;

The Term expired, from Candia they remove ;

And happy each at Home, enjoys his Love.

THE
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VV
7 Hylom, as old Stories tellen us,

There was a Duke that hight Thefeus ;

'

Of Athens he was Lord and Governour,
And in his time f"nch a Conquerour,

That greater was non vnder the Son
;

Full many a rich countrie had he won
What with his Wifdome, and his Chiualrie

He conquered allthe reigne of Feminy .

That whylom was icleped Cithea :

And wedded the Queen Ipolita :

And brought her home with him into his countrie

With mikell glorie and folemnitie,
And eke her young fifler Emely.
And thus with vi&orie and melody

Let I this worthy duke to Athens ride,
And all his hofl in armes him befide.

And certes, if it nere to long to here,
I would have told fully the manere
How wonnen has tli reigne of Feminy
By Thefeus, and by his chiualrie :

.

-

And of the great Battaile for the nones
Between Athenes and Amafones:

And how befieged was Ipolita,
The yong hardie queene of Cithea.

And ot the feaft, that was at her wedding,
And of the temped: at her home comming :

But all that thing ( mote as now forbere j

I have, God wot, a large field to ere
;

And weked bene the oxen in the plowe :

The remnant of my tale is long ynow.
I will nat letten eke non of this rout,
Let every fellow tell his taje about,
And let fe noil' who (hall theiupper win,
And there I left, I will again begin.

is duke, of whom I make meacioune,
Whon lie was corne almoft to the town
In all his wele and his moftpride,
He was ware, as he cafl his eye ai'ide,

Dddcl i Where
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Where that there kneled in the high wey
A companieof ladies, twey and twey j

F.che after other clad id clothes blacke ,

But fuch a crie and fuch a woe theyjnake,
J hat in this world nys creature living

That e*er heard fuch a w aimenting :

Arid of this eric they nold never itenten,

Till they the reins of his bridell henten.

What folk be ye that at myn home comming
Perturberffo my feaft with crieing

Quod Thejeus i Have ye fo great cnuy
Qt mine honour, that thus "complaine and cry .

Or who hath you misbode, or offended ?

Now telleth me, if it may be amended,
And why that ye be clothed thus in blacke ?

The oldeft Jadie of them all fpake,
Whan (lie had (owned with a deedly chere,

That it was ruth for to fee and here :

She laid, lord to whom fortune hath yeue

Victory, and as a conqueror to Hue ;

Nought greueth vs your glory and honour ,

13ut we beleke you of mercy and focour. .

And haue mercy on our wo and diftreffe,

Some drope of pite through thy gentilnefle

.Upon vs wretched wymen let thou fall.

For ccrtes, lord, there nys none of vs all

That fhene hath be a dutchefs or a quene,
Now be we caytifs, as it is well ifene :

Thanked be fortune, and her falfe whele,
I hat none eftate auureth for to be wele.

Now certes, lord, to abyde your prefence,
Here in this temple of the goddefle Clemence,
We haue be waiting all this fourtenight :

. Help us, lord, fyth it lieth in thy might.

IW
retch, that wepe and waile thus

Whylom wife to king Qampaneus,
1 hat ftarfe at Thebes, curfed be the day,
And all we that ben in this aray,
And maken all ibis lamentacion
We loflcn all our husbondes at that town,

. W hvle that the ficge there about laie j

And yet the old Creon, (wel wtttt)
i hat Lorde is nowe of Thebes cite,
Fulfilled of yre and of iniquite,
He

tordifpite and for histiranny
To done the deed bodies, villany
01 all our lords, w liich that ben ikwe,
Hatli-all the bodies on m ^cap ydrawe;
* nd v, ill nat i'ufllr licm by none alient
Neitherto be buried, ne to be brent
but maketli liounds to eat hem in difpite.
And with that word without more refpite They
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They fallen grofly, and crien pitoufly,

Haue on vs wretched wymen fome mercy,
And let our forowe finke in thine hert :

This gentle duke downe from his horle ftert,

With hert pitous, whan he herd hem fpeke,
Him thought that his hert wolde breke,

Whan. he law hem fo pitous and fo mate
That whylom were of fo great eftate :

And in his armes, he hem all vp hent,

And hem comforted in full good entent :

And fwore his othe, as he was true knight
He wolde don fo ferforthly his might
Upon the tirant Qreon hem to wreake,
That all the people of Grece ihulde fpeake
How Creon was of Thefeus yferued ;

As he that hath his deth full well deferued;

And right anon withouten more abode
His baner he difplayed, and forth rode

To Thebes warde, and all his hood befide,

No nere Athens nolde he go ne ride,

Ne take his eafe fully halfe a daye,
But onward on his way that night he laye :

And fent anone Ipolita the quene,
And Emely her yong fitter ihene,

Unto the towne of Athenes to dwell :

And forth he rideth, there nys no more to tel.

THe
red flatu of Mars with fpere and targe

So fhineth in his white baner large,

That all the feldes glyttern up and doun
$

And by his baner borne is his penon, .

Of golde ful richc, in which there was ybete
The mynotaure, that he wan in Crete.

Thus rideth tins duke, this conquerour,
And in his hofte of chiualrie the flour,

Till that he came to Thebes, and alight

Fayre in a felde ther as he thought to fight :

But fhortly for to fpeken of this thing ,

WithCraw, which was of Thebes king,
He faught and flewe him manly as a knight
In plaine battaile, and put his folke to flight:

And at a faute he wan the cite after,

And rent adowne wall, fparre, and rafter,

And to the ladies he reftored againe
The bodies of her husbandes that were flain,

To done obfequies, as tho was the gife.

But it were all to long for to deuiie

The great clamour, and the weymenting
That the ladies made at thebrenning
0/ the bodies, and the great honour
That Thefeus, the noble conquerour,
Doth to the ladies whe/i they from hint went j

but fhortly to teilen is mine entent. When
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When that this worthy duke this Tbejens

Hath Creon flaine, and wan Tbeles thus,

Still in the felde he toke all night his reft,

And did with all the countre as hem left
j

To ranfake in the taas of bodies dede,

(Hem for to (tripe of harneys and of wedc)
The pillours did herbufineile and cure

After the bataile and the difcomfiture :

And fo befell, that in the taas they founde

Though girt with many a greuous wound,
Two yong knightes lyeng by and by

- Both in armes lame, wrought full richely :

Of which two, Arcite hight that one,
And that other hight Valamon,
Not fully quicke, ne fully deed they were,
But by her cote armours, and by her gere
The Heraudes knew him befl in fpeciall,

As tho that weren of the bloode riall

Of Tbeles, and of fiftren.two yborne :

Out of the Taas the pillours hath hem tornc,
And han hem caried fofte into the tent

Of Tbefeus, and lie full fone hem lent

To Athenes, to dwellen there in prilon

Pcrpetuell he nolde hem not raunfon :

And whan this worthy duke had thus idon,
He toke his hoofle, and home he gothe anon
With Laurel crowned as a concjuerour ;

And there he liuethinioye and honour,
Terme of his life, what needeth words mo ?

And in a toure, anguilh and in wo
Dwelleth ?alamort, aod his fellowe Arcite

For evermore, there may no gold hem quite.

THus
pafleth yere by yere, and day by day,

Till it fell ones in a morroue of May
That Emely, that fayrer was to fene

Than is the lylly upon the fialke grene,
And freiherthan May withfloures newe,
For with the Rofe colour ilrofe her hewe

;

I not which was tlie fayrer of them two :

Er it was day, as was her w on to do,
She uas arifen,, and all rcdy dight ;

For May wool hauc nollcgard} a night .

The feafon pricketh every gentell hcrte,
And maketh it out of ther llepe liertr,

And faith arife, and do May obleruaunce.

_
This maketh Emely to haue remtmbraunce

Todonehonour to May, and lor to rife,

Iclothed was lbe frefli for to deuife
;

Her yellow hcare was broidcd in a trefie

Bahindeher backe, a ycrde long 1 gelle,
And in the gardyn at funnc upnfl
he u alketh up and dcwne as her lift \ $]1C
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She gathereth floures, party white and reed,

To make a fubteil garland for her heed ;

And as an angel, heuenly me fong :

The great toure that was fo thicke and ftrong.

Which of the caftell was the chefe dungeon
Wherein the krtightes were in prifon,

Of which I tolde you, and tell iliall,

Was even joynant to the garden wall :

There as this Emely had her playeing

Bright was the fonne, and clere the morning,
And Palamon, this wofull prifoner,
As was his wont, by leaue of his gayler
Was rifen, arid romed in a chambre on highe
In which he all the noble cite flghe,

And eke the gardyn full of braunches greene,
There as this frefh Emely the ftiene

Was in her walke, and romed vp arid doun ;

This forowful prifoner, this Palamon,
Gothe in his chambre roming to and fro,

And to himfelfe complaining of his wo
That he was borne full ofte (aid alas :

And fo befell my auenture or caas,
That through a window thick of many a bar

Of yren great, and fquare as any fpar
He call his eyen vpon Emilia ,

And therewith he blent, and cried, ha,
As though he ftorigen were to the herte.

And with that crie Arcite anon vp fterte,

Andfayd, cofynmyne, what eyleth the

That art fo pale and deedly for to fe ?

Why criefl thou? who hath do the offence?

ForGoddes loue, take all in pacience
Our prifon, for it maie none other be,
Fortune hath yeuen vs this aduerfitie,
Some wicked afpe& or difpoficion
Of Saturne, by fome conftellacion

Hath yeuen vs this, altho we had it fworn,
So ftode the heuen, when that we were born ;

Wc mote endure
; this is ftiort and playn.

This ?alamort anfwered, and fayde agayn,
Cofyn forfoth, of this opinion
Thou haft a vaine imaginacion;
This prifon caufed me not to crye,
But I was hurt right now through myn eye
Into nyn hert, that woll my bane be,
The fayrenefs of a lady that I fe

Yonde in the gardyn, roming to and fro

Is catfe of all mycryeng and wo :

I not where me be woman or goddefle,
But Venus it is, fothly as I gefle.
And tierwithall on knees down he fyjl,

And fdd : Venus, if it be thy wyll

You
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You in this garden thus to transfigure

Beforne me forrowfull wretched creature,

Out of this prifon helpe that we may fcape,

And if our defteny be fo ifliape

By etcrne worde, to dyen in prifon,

Of our lynage haue fome compailiort

That is fo lowe ybrought by tyranny.

And with that worde Arcite gan efpy

Where as the lady romed to and fro,

And with that fight her bewte hurt him fo,

That if that Yalamon was wounded fore,

Arcite was hurt as much as he, or more :

And with a figh he faid pitoufly,

The frem beutie fleeth me fodenly,

Of her that rometh in yonder place,

And but I haue her mercy and her grace^
That I may feen her at the lefte way,
I nam but deed, there nys no more to fay:

This Valamort, whan he thefe words herd,

Difpitoufly he loked, and anfwerd :

Whether fayeft thou this in erneft: or in play ?

Nay quod Arcite, in erneft by my fay,

God helpe me fo, me lift full yuell to pley :

This Talamon gan knit his browes twey,
It were Cquod he; to the no great honour

To be falfe, ne for to be traytour

To me, that am thy cofyn and thy brother;
I fworne full depe, and eche of vs to other

That neuer for to dyen in the payne
Till that the deth departe vs twayne :

Neither of vs in loue to hindre other,

Ne in none other cafe my leue brother,
But that thou fhuldeft truly further me
In eury cafe, as I fliulde further the :

This was thine othe,and mine alio certain,
I wote it well thou darft it not withfayn,
Thus art thou ofmy counfell out of doubte,
And now thou woldeft falfly ben aboute

To love my lady, whom I loue and ferue,

And euer (hall, till that myn herte fterue:

Now certes, falfe Arcite, thou fhalt not fo;
I loued her firft, and tolde the my wo,
As to my counfell, and to my brother fworne
To further me, as I haue tolde beforne,
For which thou art ibounden as a knight
To helpen me, if it lye in thy might ;

Or els thou art falfe, I dare well faine.

This Arcite full proudly fpake ngaino,
Thou lhalt (quod he) be rather falie than I,

And thou art falfe I tell the vtterly.
For paramount I loued her firft, or thou,
What wilt thou fain, thou wift it nat or now Wfce-
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Whether fhe be woman or goddefle,
Thine is affection of holinefle,

And mine is loue as to a creature,

For which I tolde the mine auenture.

As to my cofyn, and my brother fwornc,

Suppofe that thou louedft her beforne,
Wofl ihou not well the olde clerks fawe ?

That who lhall giue a louer any lawe.

Loue is a gretter lawe by my pan
Than may beyeuen to any erthly man,
And therfore pofityfe lawe, and fuch decre

h broken all day for loue in eche degre.
A man mote nedes loue, maugre his heed,
He may nat fleen it though he fhuld be deed,
All be lhe maide, widowe, or wife.

And eke it is not likely all thy life

To ftonden in her grace, no more lhall I,

For well thou wofl: thy felfe verely,
That thou and I be dampned to prifon

Perpetuell, vs gaineth no raunfon.

We ftriuen, as did the houndcs for the bone

That foughten al day, and yet her part was non j

Ther cam a cur, whil that they wer fo wroth,
And bare away the bone from hem both :

And therfore, at kings court, my brother,
Eche man for him felfe, there is none other.

Loue if thou lift, for I loue and ay lhall,

And fothly lefe brother this is all,

Here in this prifon mote we endure,
And euerich of vs taken his auenture.

Great was the ftrife betwix hem twey,
If that I had leyfer for to fey:

But to thefTed:
;
it happed on a dey,

To tell it you fhortly as I may,
A worthy duke that hight Perithous,

That felowe was to duke Thefeus

Sith thilke day that they were children lite

Was come to Athenes, his felowe to vifite,

And for to play, as he was wont to do,
For in this world he loued no man fo ;

And he loued him as tenderly againe,
So wel they loued, as old bokes fayne, ,

That when that one was deed, fothly to tell

His fellow went and fought him down in hell
j

But of that ftory lift me not to write.

Duke Perithom loued well Arcite,

And had him know at Thebes yere by yere,
And finally at requeft and prayere
Of Perithous, withouten any raunfon

Duke Thefetu let him out of prifon

Frely togon whither him lift ouer all

In fuch a gyfe as I you tellen lhall.

Eeee Ihis
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This was the forwarde, plainly to endite

Betwixt duke Tbefeus and him Arcite,

That iffo were, that Arcite wereyfounde
Ever in his life, by day, night or ftounde

In any countrc of this duke Thefeus

And he were caught, it was acorded thus,

That with a fwerd hefhould lefe his heed,

There was none other remedy, ne reed,

Buttaketh His leue, and hornward him fped,

Let him beware, his necke lieth to wedd.

How great forowe fuffereth now Arcite >

. The dethe he feleth through his hert fmite :

He wepeth, uaileth, and crieth pitoully,
To fleen him felfe he waiteth priuely
And laid, alas the day that I was borne ;

Now is my prifon worfe than betorne,
Now is me lliapen eternally to dwell

Nought in purgatory, but in hell.

Alas ! that euer I knew PerithonS t

For els had f dwelt with Thefeus
ffctered in his prifon euermo,
Then had I be in blific, and nat in wo,
Only the fight of her, whom thatlferue,

Though that I neuer her grace may deferue,
Wolde hauc fuffifed right ynough for me.
O dere cofyn Talamon (quod he,)

Thine is the viclorie of this auenture,
Ful biisful in prifon mayft thou endure :

In prifon, Nay certes but in paradife,
Well hath fortune to the turned the dife,
That haft the fight of her, and I thabfence :

For
poffibleis, fithens thou haft her prefence,

And art a knight, a worthie man and able
That by fum cafe; fyn fortune is changeable,
Thou maift fomtime to thy defire attaine :

But I that am exiled, andbaraine
Of all grace, and in fo great difpeyre,
That there nys water, erthe, fyre, ne eyre,
Ne creature that of him maked is

That may me heale, or done comfort in this,
Wei ought I fterue in wan hope and diftrefTe,
Farewell my life, my luft, and my gladneffe.

Alas, why playnen men fo in commune
Of purveyance of God, or of fortune,
That yeueth him full oft in many agife
Well bette than hem felfcan deuife;
Some man defireth to haue richene
That caufe is of her murdre or fickneile,
And fome man wold out of his prifon faine
That in his houfe,is of his meyne flaine."

Infinite harmes beene in this mattere,We wote not what thing we prayen here :

We
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We farenas he that dronke is as a moufe :

A dronken man woten well he hath an houfe,

But he wot not which the right way thider,

And to a dronken man the way is Aider j

And certes in this world fo faren we :

We feken faft after felicite,

But ve go wrong full ofte truely :

Thus we may fay all, and namely I,

That wenden, ,
and had a great opinion,

That if I might fcape fro prifon,
Than had I ben in ioye and parfite hele,

There now I am exiled fro my wele,
Sith that I may nat feen you, Emely y

I nam but deed, there nys no remedy.
^ Upon that other fide, ?alamon y

Whan that he will Arcite was gon,
Such forow he maketh, that the great tour

Refowned of his yelling and clamour
;

The pure fetters on his lhinnes grete
Were of his bitter fait teares wete.

Alas (quoth he) Arcite, cofyn mine,
Of all our ftrife,God wot, the frute is thine.

Thou walkefl now in Thebes at large
And of my wo, thou yeueft littell charge :

Thou maift, fith thou haft wifedom and manned,
Ademble all the folke of our kinrede,
And make warre fo fharpe in this countre

That by fome auenture, or by fome treate

Thou maift haue her to lady and to wife,
For whom I muft nedes lefe my life :

For as by way of poilibilite,

Sithe thou art at thy large of prifon fre,
And art a Lord, great is thine aduantage,
More than is myne, that fterue her in a cage ;

For I may wepe and wayle, whiles that I hue,
With all the wo that prifon may me yeue,
And eke with paine that loue yeueth me alfo,
That doubleth all my tourment and my wo :

Therewith the fire of ieloufie vp flert

Within his breft, and hcnt him by the hert

So woodly that he likely was to behold

The boxe tree, or the alien deed and cold :

Than laid he
, O cruell goddes, that gouerne

This worlde with your word eterne,
And written in the table of Athamant,
Your parliament, and eterne graunt ;

What is mankind more unto youyholde
Than is the ibepe, that rouketh in the folde /
For (lain is man, right as another beelt,

And dwelleth eke in prifon, and in
arreft,

And hath ficknefle, and great aduerfite,
And oft time giltlelle parde.

Eeee i What
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What goucrnance is in this prefcience,

That giltlefle
turmentcth innocence ,

And encreafcth thus all my penaunce,
'I hat man is bounden to his obferuance,

For God's fake to leten of his will,

There as a beeft may all his luftes fulfill :

And whan a beeft is deed, he hath no payne,
But after his death, man more wepe and plain :

Though in this world he haue care and wq,
Without doute it may ftonden fo.

The anfwer of this lete, I to diuines,

But well, I wote, in this world great pine is,

Alas I fe a ferpent or a thefe,

That many a true man hatli do mifchiefe,
Gon at his large, and where him lift may turn :

But I mote ben in prifon through Saturn,
And eke through Juw jalous and eke wood,
That hath ftroyed well nigh all the blood
Of Tkeles, with his waft walks wide;
And Venus fleeth me on that other fide

For ieloufie and fear of him, Arcite.

Now will Mlinte of Talamon alite,

And let him in his prifon ftill dwell :

And of Arcite forth woll I you tell.

The fommer palleth, and the nights long
F.ncrefeth double wife the paines itrong
Both of the louer and of the prifoner,
I not which hath the wofuller mifter :

For ihortly to lay, this talamon

Perpetuell is damned to prifon
In chaines and feters to th Jed

j

.And Arcite is exiled on his heed
For eucrmore as out of that countre,
Ne neucrmore fhall his lady fe.

You louers aske I now this queftion,
Who hath the work, Arcite, or Palamon ?

That one may fe his lady day by clay,
But in prifon mote he dwell alway.
That other where him lift may ride or go,
But fene his lady fhall he neuer mo :

Now deemeth as ye lift, ye that can,
For l,woIl tell forth my tale, as I began.
U Whan that Arcite to Thebes comen was,
Full ofte a day he fwtlte, and faid alas,
For fene his lady fhall he neuer mo

;

And Ihorrely to conclude all his wo,
So mikell forowe made neuer creature
That is or iKal be while the world mav dure :

His ilepe, his meat, his drinkeishim byraft,
That lean he waxeth, and'drye as a fhait.-

yen hollow, and
grifly to behold,

Ihs b.ewe pale, and falowe as afihen colde :

And
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And folitary he was , and euer alone,

And wailing all the night, making mone
;

And ifhe heard fongor inftrument,
Then would he wepe, he might not (tent

"

So feble were his fpirites, and fo lowe,
And chaunged fo, that no man coude him know :

His fpeech, ne his voice, though men it herde,
As in his gyre, for all the world it ferde.

Nought comly like to louers malady
Of heroes, but rather like many

Engendred of humours melancholike,
Berorne his fell fantaftike :

And Ihortely was turned all vp fo doun
Bothe habite and difpoficion:
Of him, this woful louer Arcite,
What (hulde I all day of his wo endite ?

Whan he endured had a yere or two
This cruel torment, and this paine and wo
At Thehes in his countre, as I faide,

Upon a night in llepe as he him laide,

Him thought how that the winged Mercury
Beforne him fbode, and bad him be mery :

His flepy yerde in hande he bare vpright,
An hatte he wered upon his heares bright,

Irayed was this god, as he toke kepe
As he was, whan Argus toke his flepe :

And faid him thus, To Athens fhalt thou wend,
There is thelhapen of thy wo an end.

And with that word Arcite awoke and flert j

Now truly how fore that me fmert,

Quod he : to Athens right now woll I fare,
Ne for no drede of death fliall I fpare
To fe my lady, that I loue and ferue,
In her prefence recke I not to fterue.

And with that word he caught a great mirror,
And (awe that chaunged was all his colour,
And faw his vifage all in another kinde

j

And right anon it ran him in his mind,
That fith his face was fo disfigured
Of malady, the which he had indured,
He might well, if that he bare him low
Liue in Athenes evermore vnknow,
And fene his lady welnigh day by day.
And right anon he chaunged his aray,
And clad him as a poore labourer,
And all alone (faue only a fquier
That knew his priuitieand all his caas,

Which was difgifed porely as he was)
To Athenes is hegon the next way,
And to the court he went upon a day,
And at the gate he profered his feruice,
To drugge and draw what men would deuife :

And
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And Ihortly of this matter for to faync,

He fell in office with a chambcrlayne,

The which was dwelling with Emely ;

For he was wife, and foon couth elpye

Of euery feruaunt which thai ferued here,

Well couth he hewen wood, and water bcre,

For he was yong and mighty for the nones,

And, therto he was ftrong and bigge of bones

To done that any wight gan him deuiie :

A yere or two he was in this feruice,

Page of the chamber of Emelye the bright,

And Philoflrate he faied that he hight :

But halfe fo welbeloued man as he

Ne was there none in court of his degre
He was fo gentill of condition,
That through all the court was his renon :

Thei faid that it were a charitie

That Tbefeus wold erthauncen his degre,
And put him in a wurlhipfull ieruice,

There as he might his vertue exercife :

And thus within a while his name is fprong
Both of hisdedes, and of his good tongj
That Tbefeus hath taken him fo nere,
That of his chamber he made him fquiere;

And yaue him gold to maintain his degre ;

And eke men brought him out of his contrc

Fro yere to yere full priuely his rent
j

But honeftly and flyly he it fpent,

That no man wondered how he it had,
And thre yere in this wife his life he lade;
And bare him fo in peace and eke in were,
There was no man that Tbefeus hath der.

And in this blifle let 1 now Arcite,
And fpeke I woll of Palamon alite

;

In darknefie horrible and ftrong prifon
This feuen yere hath fitten this Palamon,

Forpined, what for wo and diflrefle ;

Whofeleth double fore and heuinefle

But Palamon ? that loue diflraineth fo

That wode out of his wit lie goeth for wo,
And eke therto he is a prifonere

Perpetuel, and not only for a yere.

Who could rime in Englijh properly
His martyrdome ? forfoth it am natl :

Therfore I parte as lightly as I may.
It befel that in the leuenth yere in Mayt

The third night, as olde bokes fayne,
(That all this ftory tellen more playne,)
Were it by aduenture or by deftine,

(As when a thing is ihapen, it ihal be)
That foon after midnight Palamon

By helping of a frende brake his prifoo,

And



ChauccrV Knigbtes tale. 579
And fleeth the cite as fall as he may go,
For he hath yeuen the gailer drinke fo

Of a clarrie, made of certain wine

With Narcotife and Opie, of Thebes fine,

That all the night though men wold him ftiake

The gailer flept, he nugh not awake
;

And tius he fleeth as fad: as he maie.

The night was fhort, and fall by the daie,

That nedes coft he mote himfelfe hide,
And to a groue fad there befide,

With dredfull foote than ftalketh Talamon,
For (hortly this was his opinion,
That in the groue he would him hide al daie,

.And in the night than wold he take his waie

To Thebes ward his friendes for to prie
On Thefeus to helpe him to warrie :

And ihortly, either he would lefe his life,

Or winne Emelye vnto his wife :

This is the effecl:, and his intent plain.

Now will I tourne to Arcite again,
That little wift how nie was his care,

Till that fortune had brought him in her (hare :

The merie larke, meflanger of the daie

Saleweth in her fong on the morrow graie,
And ririe Phebus rifeth vp fo bright,
That all the orifont laugheth of the fight;
And with his ftremesdriethin the greues*
The filuer droppes hanging in the leues.

And Arcite, that in the court reall

With Thefeus, hisfquier principal!,
Is rifen, and looketh on the merie daie,
And for to doen his obferuances to Mate,

Remembring on the poind: of his Defire,
He on his courfer ftartlyng as the fire,

Is riden into the fieldes him to plaie
Out of the court, were it a mile or tweie,
And to the groue of whyche I you tolde,

By aduenture, his way he gan holde ;

To maken him a garlonde of the greues,
Were it of Wodbind or Hauthorn leues,

And loud he fong ayenfl the Sonne fliene :

Maie, with all thy floures and thy grene,
Welcome be thou, faire frefhe Maie,
I hope that I fome grene get maie :

And from his courfer, with a luftie hert

Into the groue full haftily he ftert,

And in a pathe he romed vp and doun.

There, as by aduenture this Palamon

Was in a bufhe, that no man might hym fe,

For fore afraied of death was he :

Nothing ne knew he that it was Arcite,
God wote he would haue trowed full lite,

Both
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Both foth is faied, go fighen many yeres

That field hath jyen, and wodde hath eres,

It is full fair a man to bcare him euin,

For all daie men mete at vnfet fteuin :

Full little wote Arcite of his felawe,

That was fo nigh to herken of his fewe :

For in the buihe fitteth he now full ftill.

When that Arcite had romed all his fill,

And longen all the roundell luftely,

Into a ftudie he fell fodenly j

Is doen thefe louers in their queint gires,

Now in the crop, and now doun in the brires,

Now vp, now doune, as boket in a well
;

Right as the Fridaie, fothly for to tell,

Now it raineth, now it ihineth fall :

Right fo gan gerie Venus ouercaft

The hartes of her folke right as her daie,

As gerifull, right fo chaungeth fhe araie ;

Selde is the Friday all the weke alike.

When that Arcite had fong, he gan to fike

And fet him doun withouten any more,
Alas (quoth he) the daie that I was bore .'

How long, Juno, with thy cruelte

Wilt thou warren Tbeies the cited

Alas ibrought is to confufion

The blood reall of Cadmus and Amphion :

Of Cadmus, which was the firft man
That Thehes builte, or firft the toun began,
And of the citee firft was crouned king,
Of his linage am I, and of his fpring

By very line as of the ftocke reall,

And now I am fo caitiffe and fo thrall ;

That he that is my mortall enemie
I ferue him as his fquire poorely,
And yet doeth me Juno well more fhame.
For I dare nat be knowe myne owne name,
But there, as I was wont to hight Arcite,
Now hight I Thilofirat nat worth a mite :

Alas, thou fell Mars ! alas, thou fell Juno,
Thus hath your ire our linage all for do,
Saue only me, and wretched Palamon,
That Thefeus martireth in prifon ;

And ouer all this, to (lean me vtterly,
Loue hath his firie dart fo brennyngly
Ifticked through my true carefull hert,
That fhapen was my dcarh erft my lhert ;

Ye flean me with your iyen Emelie,
Ye been the caufe wherefore I die,
Of all the remenaunt of mine other care
Ne fet I nat the mountaunce of a Tare

;

So that I cou'd do ought to your pleafaunce :

And with that word he fel down in a traunce
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A long time, and afterward he vp fl.ert.

This Falamon thought that through his hart

He felt a colde fworde fodenly glide,
For ire he quoke, no lenger could he abide,

And when that he had heard Arcites tale,

As he were wode, with face dedde and pale

He ftert him vp out of the bullies thicke,

And faied, Arcite, falfe traitour wicke,
Now art thou hent, that loueft my ladie fo

For whom that I haue this pain and wo,
And art my blood, and to my counfell ("worn,

As I haue full oft tolde thee here beforn :

And haft be iaped here duke Thefeus,
And falfely haftchaunged thy name thus,
I will be dedde, or els thou malt die.

Thou fhalt riot loue my ladie Emelie,
But I woll loue her only and no mo,
For I am Palamon

rjiy mortall fo.

Though that I haue no weapen in this place,
But out of prifon am aftert by grace,
I dred nat that either thou lhalt die

Or thou ne lhalt nat louen Emelye :

Thefe which thou wilt, or thou lhalt not aftert.

This Arcite, with full difpitous hert

When he Iiym knewe, and had his tale herd,
As fers as a Lion, pulled out his fweard,
And faied, By God, that fitteth aboue
Ne wer that thou art ficke, and wod for loue,

And eke that thou no weapen haft in this place*
Thou fhouldeft neuer out this groue pace,
That thou ne lhouldeft dien of mine honde :

For I defie the fuertie and the bonde
Which that thou faift that I haue made to thee,

What very foole, thinke wel that loue is free ?

And I will loue her maugre all thy might :

But for afmoch as thou art a knight,
And wilneft to daren here by battaile,

Haue here mi truth, to morrow I will not fail

Without wittyng of any other wight,
That here I will be founden as a knight,
And bringen harneis right ipough for thee,

And chefe the beft, and leaue the worft for me,
And meate and drinke this night will I bring,

Inough for thee, and clothes for thy bedding ;

And if fo be that thou my ladie win,

And flea me in this wodde there I am in,

Thou maieft well haue thy ladie as tor me.

This Palamon anfwered, I grant it thee.

And thus thei been departed till a morrow,
When ech of hem had laied his faith to borow.

OQupidey
out of all charitee,

O reigne, that wouldeft haue no felow with rhee,

Ffff FuU
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Full fothis faied, that loue ne lordfhip

Woll nat his thankes haue any felifhip :

We finde that of Arcite and Palamon.

Arcite is ridden anon into the toun,

And on the morow or it were daie light.

Full priuely twoo harneis had he dightj

Bothe fufficient and mete to darreigne

The battail in the field betwixt hem tweine j

And on hishorfe, alone as he was borne,

He carrieth all his harneis him beforne,

And in the groue, at time and place ifet,

That Arcite and this Palamon been met,
To changen gan the colour in her face,

Right as the hunter in the royume of Trace

That ftandeth at a gappe, with a 1peare
When hunted is the lion or the beare j

And hereth him rufliing in the leues,

And breaketh the bowes in the greues, %

And thinketh, here comethmy mortal enemy,
Without faile he mud be dede, or I :

For either I mote flea him at the gap,
Or he mote flea me, if me miihap.
So ferden thei, in chaunging of her hewe,
As far as eueriche of other knewe 5

There was no good daie, ne nofaluing,
But ilreight without word or reherfing
Eueriche of hem helped for to arme other

As friendly as he were his own brother ;

And after that, with lharpe fpeares ftrong
Thei foinen eche at other wonder long:
Thou mighteft wenen, that this Palamon
In his fighting were a wodde Lion,
And as a cruel Tigre was Arcite,
As wild Bores gan they fight and fmite,
That frothen white as fome for ire woode ;

Vp to the ancle foughten they in her bloode.
And in this wife I let hem fighting dwell,
As foorth I woll of Tkefeus you tell :

The deflinie, and the minifter generall,
That executeth in the worlde ouer all

The purueyance that God hath faid beforne,
So ftrong it is, that though the world had fworne
The contrary of thing be ye and naie,
Yet fometime it flioll fall on a daie
1 hat fell neuer yet in a thoufand yere :

For certainly our appetites here,
Be it of warre, peace, hate or loue,
All is ruled by the fight aboue

;

This meane I now by mightie Thefeus
That for to hunt is fo defirous,
And namely at the great Hart in Mate,
That in his bed there daweth him day

That
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That he nys clad, and ready for to ride

,

With hunt and home, and houndes him befide,

For in his hunting hath he foche delit,

That it is all his ioie and appetite
To been himfelfe the greate hartes bane ;

For a*ter Mars he (erueth now Diane ;

Clere was the day, as I haue tolde or this,

And Thejeus with all ioy and blis,

With his Ipolita, the faire quene,
And Emely, iclothert all in grene,
An hunting been thei ridden rially,

And to the groue, that flood there fall by,
In which ther was an Hart, as men hun told,

Duke Thefeus the ftreight way hath holde,
And to the land he rideth him full right,
For thither was the hart wont to haue his flight,
And ouer a broke, arid fo foorth an his weie
This duke wol haue a cours at him or twey
With houndes, foch as him lift commaunde:
And when the duke was comen into the launde,
Under the (bone he looked, and that anon
He was ware of Arcite and Palamon

y

That foughten breme as it were bulles two,
The bright fwordes wenten to and fro

So hodioufly, that with the left flroke

It femed that it would haue fellen an oke :

But what thei weren nothing he ne wote,
This Duke with his fporrs his courfer fmotc,
And at a ftart he was betwixt hem two,
And pulled out his fworde, and cried, ho :

No more, on pain of lefing your hedde,

By mightie Mars, he ftiall anone be deddc
That fmitethany flroke that I may feen,
But telleth me what mifter men ye been i ,

That been fo hardie for to fighten here
Without judge or other officere,
As though it were in liftcs rially ? ; L t *;...

J

This Palamon anfwered haftely, , .
\

And laid, Sir, what nedeth words mo ?

We haue the death deferued bothe two,
Two woful wretches been we and caitiues^
That been encombred of our own liues

;

And as thou art a rightful lorde andjudge
Ne yeue us neither mercie ne refuge, i

But Ilea me firft for fainct chariteey
But flea my felowe as well asme :

Or flea him firft, for though thou knowe it lire,-

This is thy mortall foe, tiiis is Arcite,
That fro thy land isbanilhcd on his hedde,
For which he hath deferued to be dedde

;

For this is lie that came unto thy yatc . .

And faded that lie hight Philoftrate,

FffY * ' Thus
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Thus hath he iaped full many a yere

And thou haft made him thy chiefe fquiere :

And this is he that -loueth Emthc.

For fith the daie is come that I mail die,

I make plainly my confeflion,

I am thilke wofull Palamon

. That hath thy prifon broke wickedly,

I am thy mortall foe, and he am I

That loueth fo hote Emelye the bright,

That I woll die here prefent in her fight ;

Therefore I aske death and my iewife,

But flea my felowe in the fame wife ;

For both we haue deferued to be flaia.

This worthy duke anfwered anon again

And faied, this is a fhort conclufion,

Your owne mouth, by your confeflion

Hathdamned you, and I woll it recorde,

ft nedeth not to pine yon with a corde ;

Ye fhall be dedde by mighty Mars the redde.

The quene anon for very woman hedde

Gan for to wepeand fo did Emelyey

And all the ladies in the companie ;

Great pitie was it, as.thought hem all,

That euer foch a chaunce was befall,

For gentilmen thei were of great eftate,

And nothing but for loue was this debate

And faw her bloody woundes wide and fore,

And all criden both lefle and more .*

Haue mercie, lord, upon us wemen all,

And on her bare knees doune thei fall ;

And would haue kill his fete there he (lode :

Till at the laft, aflaked was his mode,
For pitie renneth fone in gentle hert,

And though he firft for ire quoke and ftert,

He hath concluded (hortly in a claufe :

The Trefpafles of hem both, and eke thecaufe

And although his ire her gilt accufed,
Yet in his reafon he hem both excufed ;

As thus : he thought well that euery man
Woll helpe himfelle in loue all that he cao,
And eke deliuerhimfelf out of prifon ;

And eke his heart had companion
Of wemen, for they wepen euery in one,
And in his gentle hert he thought anone
And foft vnto himfelfe he faied, fie

Upon a lordc that woll haue no mercie,
But be a Lion both in werde and deede
To hem that been in repentance and dreede,
As well as to a proud difpitous man
That will maintain that he firft began ;

That lorde hath little of difcrecion

That ui fbch cafe can no diffinicion,

But
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But waieth pride and humblenefle after one j

Andfhordy when his ire was thus agone,
He gan to looken up with iyen light,
And fpake thefe wordes all one hight :

The God of loue, ah benedicite !

How ;nighty, and how great a lorde is he !

Again his might there gaineth no obftaclesj

He may be cleaned a God for his miracles :

For he can maken at hisowne gife
Of euerich heart, as him lift deuife.

Loe here this Arcite, and this Talamon%
That quietly were out of my prifon gofl,
And might haue liued in Thehes rially,

And knowen I am her mortall enemie,
And that her death is in my power alfo,

And yet hath loue maugre her iyen two,

Brought hem hither both for to die.

Now loketh, is not this a great follie ?

Who may be a fool, but if he loue
,

Behold for Goddes fake, that fitteth aboue,
See how they blede

,-
be they nat wel araied ?

Thus hath her lord, the god of loue, him paied
Her wager, and her fees for her feruice,

And yet thei wenen to be full wife

That ferue loue, for ought that may befall.

But yet is this the bed game of all,

That flie, for whom they haue thisjolitie,

Cen hem therefore as moch thanke as me :

She wote no more of all this hote fare

By God, than wote a Cokowe or an Hare j

But all mote been allaied hote and cold.

A man mote been a foole, other young or old,
I wotte it by my felfe full yore agone ;

For in my time a feruant was lone,
And therefore fith I knowe of louespairt
I wote how fore it can a man diftrain j

As he that oft hath be caught in her laas

I you foryeue all hooly this trefpaas
At the requefl: of the quene, that kneleth here,
And eke of Emdyc, my fifter dere.

And yefhall both anon unto mefwere
That ye fhall neuer more my countre dere ;

Ne make warre upon me night ne daie,

But been my friends in all that ye maie.

I'you foryeue this trefpas euery dele,

And thei hem fware his asking faire and wele;
And him of lordlhipandof mercie praied,
And he hem graunted grace, and thus he faied?

To fpeake of worthie linage and richefle,

Though that fhe were a quene or a pripceflc,
Tike of' you both is worthy doubtles

To wed when time is ;
but netheles
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i fpeakc, as for my filler Emelye,

For whom ye haue this ftrief and icloufy,

Ye wote your felfe, fhe maie not vvedde two

At ones, though ye tighten euer mo ;

But one of you, all be him lothe or lefe,

He mote go pipe in an lue lefe
j

This is to faie, lhe maic not haue both

Ne been ye neuer fo ielous, ne fo wroth :

And therefore I you put in this degre,

That ech of you mall haue his deftinc

As him is fhape, and herken in what wife,

Lo here your end, of that I fhall deuife.

My will is this, for plat conclufion,

Without any replication:

If that you liketh, taketh it for the bed,
That euerich of you fhall go where him left,

Frely, without ranfom or danger :

And this day flftie wekes, ferre ne nere :

Euerich of you fhall bring an C. knights
Armed for the leftes vpon all rightes,

Alredy to darrein here by battaile :

And this behote I you withouten faile,

Upon my truthe, as I am true knight j

That whether of you bothe hath that might ;

That is to faie, that whether he or thou

May with his hundred, as I fpake of now,
vSlea his contrary,

'

or out of liftes driue,

Him (hall I yeue Emelye to wiue ;

To whom that fortune yeueth fo fair a grace.
The leftes fhall I make in this place ;

And God fb wifely on my foul rewe,
As I fhall eucn judge be, and trewe :

Ye lhal non other ende with me make,
That one of you fhall be dedde or take,-

And ye thinken this is well ifaied,

Saithyouraduife, and hold you well apaid.
This is your end, and your conclufion :

Who loketh lightly now but Palamon >

Who fpringeth vp for ioic but Arcite >

Who could tell, or who could endite

The ioye that is made in this place,

When Thefeus had doen fo faire a grace?
But doun on knees went euery maner wight,
And thanked him, with all her hert and might,
And namely thefc Ihebuncs many afithe.

And thus with good hope and hert blithe

They taken her leue, and homeward gan they ride
To Thebes ward, with old wallcs wide.

I trawe men would deme it negligence
If I foryetten to tell the difpencc
Of Thefeus, \hat goeth bufely

Tomakenup the leftes riallyr

That
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That fuch a noble Theatre as it was,

I dare well faie in this world there nas.

The circute a mile was about ,

Walled with ftone, and diched all about ;

Round was the ihape in maner of a compas,
Full c

c
degrees, the hight of fixtie paas;

That when a man was fet on one degree
He letted not his felowe for to fee.

Eaftward there (lode a gate of marble wife ;

Weftward right fuch another in the oppofite :

And fhortly to conclude, fuch a place
Was none in yearth, as in fo litell fpace :

For in the londe there nas no craftes man
That Geometrie or Arithmetike can,

Ne purtreiture, ne caruer of Images,
That Thefeus ne gaue him mete and wages,
That Theatre to make and deuife :

And for to do his Rite and Sacrifice

He Eaftward hath vpon the yate aboue,
In worfhip of Venus, the Goddefle of loue,
Doe make an auter, and an oratorie ;

And on the Weft-fide, in memorie
Of Mars he maked fuch an other

Thatcoft of golde largely a fother :

And Northward, in a turret in the wall

Of Alabafter white, and redde Corall,
An oratorie rich for to fee,

In worlhip of Diane, the Goddes of chaftite

Hath thefeus doe wrought in noble wife :

But yet had I foryetten to deuife

The noble earnings, and the purtreitures,
The Ihape, thecountnaunce, and the figures
That were in the oratories three.

Firft, in the temple of Venus thou maift (e

Wrought on the wall, full pitoufly to behold,
The broken flepes and the fighes cold,
The fault teares, and the weymenting,
The fire ftrokes, and the defiring
That loues feruauntesin this life enduren j

The othes that her couenauntes afliiren,

Pleafaunce and hope, defire, foolehardinefle,

Beautie and youth, baudrie and richefle,

Charmes and forcerie, leefings and flatterie,

Difpence, bufinefle, and ieloufie,

That weared of yelowe goldes agarlande,
'

And a Cokow fitting on her hande
;

Feaftes, inftruments, carol les and daunces,

Juftes and araie, and all the circumftaunces

Of loue, which I reken, and reken iliall,

By order were painted on the wall,
And more than I can make mencion
For fothly all the mount of Cithero*,

Where
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Where Venus hath her principal dwelling,

Was (hewed on the wall in purtreing

With all the joy, and the luftineffe
:^

Nought was foryetten the portrefTe idleneflc,

Ne Narcijfus the fair, of yore agone,

Ne yet the folie of king Salomon,

Ne yet the great flrength of Hercules,

Th enchauntment of Medea and Circes,

Ne of Turnus, with his hardie fers corage,
The rich Crefus, caitife in feruage.

Thus may you fen, that wifedom ne richefle,

Beuty ne fleight, flrength ne hardinefle,

Ne maie with Venus hold champartie ;

For as her lift, the world may fhe gie.

Lo, all thefe folke fo cought were in her has,
Till thei for wo full oftfaied alas :

Sufficeth here one example or two ;

And though I could reken a thoufand mo.
The flatue of Venus, glorious to fe,

Was maked fleting in the large fee,

And fro the nauell doune all couered was

With waues grene, and bright as any glas :

A citriole in her right hand had fhe ,

And on her hedde full feemely for to fe

A rofe garland frefh, and wel fmelling,

Aboue her hedde doues flittering,

Before her flood her fonne Cupido,

Upon his fhoulders winges had he two,
And blind he was, as it is oft fene ;

A bow he had, and arrowes bright and kene.

Why fhould I not as well tellen all

The purgatory that was ther about ouer all.

Within the temple of mightie Mars the rede,
All painted was the wal in length and in brede,
Like to the Eflris of the grifly place,
That hight the great Temple of Mars in Trace :

In thilke cold frofty region,
There Mars hath his foueraine mancion.

Firfl, on the wall was painted a foreft,

In which there wonneth nother man ne beft,

With knottie and knarie trees old,
Of flubbes fharpe, and hidous to behold,
In which there was a romble and a ftiwow,
As though a florme fhould breake euery bow,
And dounward vnder a hill, vnder a bent,
There flode the temple of Mars armipotent,

Wrought all ofburned flele, of which th'entre

Was long and ftreight, andgaflly for to fe,

And therout came foch a rage and foch a vife,

That it made all the gates for to rife.

The northern light in at the dores fhone ;

For window on the wall was there none,

Throngh
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Through which men might any light difcerrt.

The dores were all ofathamant eterne,

Yelenched ouerthwart and hedlong,
With Iron tough, for to makcn it ilrong ;

Euery piller, the temple to fufteine,

Was tonne great, of yren bright and (herie.

Thue faw I firfl: the darke imagining
Offelonie, and eke the comparting :

The cruell ire, redde as any glede,
The pick-purfe, and eke the paledrede ;

The fmiler, with the knife vnder the cloke ;

The fhepen brenning with the blacke fmoke j

The treafon of the murdring in the bedde,

The open warre, with woundes all be bledde ;

Conteke with blody kniues, and iharpe manaec :

All full of chirking was that fory place.
The Hear of himfelf yet faw I there ;

His hart blode hath bathed all his here ;

The naile ydriuen in the Ihode on night,
With colde death, with mouth gaping vpright.
A middes of the temple fate Mifchaunce

With difcomfort, and fory countenaunce :

Yet (aw I Wodneffelaghing in his rage,
Armed complaint on theft, and filers courage;
The carraine in the bu(h, with throt ycorue ;

A thoufand flain, and nat ofqualme iilorue ;

The tiraunt with the praie by force iraft ;

The toune deftroied, there was nothing ilaft :

Yet faw I brent the fhippes hoppefteres ;

The hunter iflranglcd with the wilde beres;
The Sow fretting the child in cradell ;

The coke is fcalded for all his long ladell :

Nought wasforyetten the infortune of Mart,
The Carter ouer-ridden by his own cart

,

Vnder the whelc full low he lay a doun.

There were alfo of Martes dcuifion,

The Barbour, the Botclier and the Smith

That forgeth iharp fwordes on the ftith ;

And all aboue. depainted in a toure,

Saw I conqueft fitting in great honour,

With the fliarpefwordouer his hedde

Hanging by a fubtill twined thredde :

Depainted was there the (laughter of Julius,

Of great Nero, and diAntonius :

All be that thilke time they were vnborne ;

Yet was her death depainted there beforne
;

By manacing of Mars right by figure :

So was it (hewed in that portraiture

As is depainted in the certes aboue,

Who (hall be dead, or els (lain for loue,

Sufficeth one enfample in (lories old
;

I may not reken them all though I would.

Gggg The
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T he (latuc of Man unon a carte (lode,

Armed, andloked grim as he were wode;

And oucr his head there fhinen two figures

Of flerrcs that been cleped in Scriptures,

That one (Puella) hight, that other {Rubem)

This God of armes was arraied thus :

A wolfe there ftode beforne him at his fete,

With iyen redde, and of a man he ete.

With fubtell penfill
was painted this ftory,

In redouting of Marce and of his glory.

Now to the temple of Diane the chad

As fhortly as I can, I woll me haft,

To tell you all the defcription

Depainted been the walles vp and doune,

Of hunting and of fhamfaft chaftite.

There law 1 how wofull Calijlope

When that Diane greued was with her,

Was tourned fro a woman to a bere ;

And afterward was Ihe made the lode fterre :

Thus was it painted : I can fay no ferre :

Her foone is eke a fterre, as men may fee.

There faw I Diane tourned vnto a tree 3

I meane not the goddelTe Diane ;

But Venus doughter, which that hight Dane.

There faw I Atheon an hert ymaked,

For vengeance that he faw Diane all naked :

I faw how that his hounds haue him cought,

And freten him, for they knew him nought j

Yet ypainted was a litell ferthermore,

How Athalant hurtted the wilde bore;

And Meliager> and many other mo ,

For which Diane wrought him care and wo :

There faw I many another wonder ftorie

Which me lift not to draw in memorie.

This goddelTe full well vpon an hert Ihete,

With fmall houndes all about her fete ,

And vnderneth her fete (lie had a Moone,

Wexing it was, and Ihould wane foone.

In gaudie greene her ftatue clothed was ,

With bow in hand and arrowes incaas.

Her eine fhe caft full low adoun ,

There Pluto hath his darke region :

A woman trauelling was her before;

But for her child fo long was vnbore
,

Full pitoufly, Lucina gan fhe call
;

And faide, helpe, for thou maift beft of all.

Well could he paint liuely that it wrought;
With many a florein he the hewes bought.

Now bene thefe lifles matfe, and Thefeus

That at his great colt hath araied thus,

The temples and the theatre euerydel,
Whan it was done, it liked him wonder wel. But
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But flint I wol of Thefeus alite,

And fpeakeof Palamon and Arcite.

The day approcheth of her returning
That euerich fhuld an C. knights bring
The battaile to darraine, as I you told,
And to Athenes her couenauntes to hold,
Hath euerich of hem brought an C. knights
Well armed for the warre at all rights ;

And fikerly there trowed many a man
That neuer fithens the world began :

As for to fpeake of knighthood of her hond
As far as God hath made fee or lond ;

Nas of Co few fo noble a company :

For euery wight that loued chiualrie,
And wold his thanks haue a pairing name
Hath praied that he might be of that game ;

And wel was him that therto chofen was :

For if there fell to morowe fuch a caas,
Ye know well that euery luftie knight,
That loueth paramours, and hath his might,
Were it in England or elfewhere,

They wold faine willen to be there

To fight for a lady ;
ah benedicite,

It were a lufly fight for to fe.

And right fofardenthey with Palamon,
With him there went knights many on ;

Some wold ben armed in an habergeon j

And in a brefl-plate, with a light gippion j

And fome wold haue a paire of plates large,
And fome would haue a pruce, fhield or a targe;
Some would be armed on his legs wele,
And haue an axe, and fome a mace of flele :

There nas none new gyfe, that it nas olde j

Armed were they, as I haue you tolde,

Eueriche after his opinion.
5 Ther maifl thou fe coming with Palamon j

Licurge himfelfe, the great king of Trace.

Black was his berd, and manly was his face :

The fercles of his eyen in his heed

They glouden betwixt yelow and reed j

And like a lion, loked heaboute,
With kemped heares on his browes ftoute ;

His limmes grete, his brawnes ftrong,
His fhoulders brode, his armes round and long :

And as the gife was in his countre,
Full hie upon a chare of gold flode he,

With foure white bulles in the trayes,
Inflede of a cote armure, ouer his harnayes,
With navies yelow and bright as any gold ,

He hath a bear's skin, cole black for olde :

His long heare was kemped behind his back, I

As any rauens fether it fhone for blackc.

Gggg 1 A
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A wretli of gold anne gret,
of huge weight

Upon his heed, fet full of ftones bright

Of fine rubies and diamandes.

About his chare there went white allaundes

Twentie and mo, asgrcte as anyftere

To hunten at the lion, or at the wilde bere;

And folowed him, with mofell fall ybounde j

Colers of gold, and torrettes yfiled rounde :

An hundred lords had he in his route,

Armed ful well, with hertes Heme and floute.

With Arcite, in (lories, as men fynde,
The great Emetrius, the king of /<?,

Upon a flede bay, trapped in ftele,

Couered with a cloth of gold, diapred wele,
Came riding like the god of Armes, Mars :

His cote armure was of clothe of Trace,
Cauched with perle, white, round and gret ;

His fadle was of brent golde newe ybet,
A mantel vpon his moulders honging;
Brette full of rubies, redde as fire fparkling,
His crifpe hear, like rings, was yronne:
And that was yelow, and glitering as the fonne j

His tiofe was hie, his eyen bright cytryn,
His lippes ruddy, his colour was fanguyne j

A few frekles in his face yfpente ,

Betwixt yelow, and fomdele black ymente ;

And as a lyon, he his eyen kefte
;

Of fiue and twenty yere his age I gefte j

His berde was wel begonne for to fpring;

Hisvoycewas as a trompet fowning ,

Vpon his heed he wered of laurel greneA garlande frefti and lufty for to fene;

Vpon his hande he bare for his delite

An Egle tame, as any lylly white :

An hundred lordes had he with him there,
All armed faue herheades irfhergere,
Full richely in all maner thinges :

For trufleth wel, that erles, dukes and kinges,
Were gathered in this noble company,
For loue, and for increafe of chiualry.

About this king there ran on euery parte
Ful many a tame Lion and libarte.
And in this

wife, thefe lords all and fome
Ben on the

Sotiday to the cite come
About

prime,
and in thetoune alight.This

Thefeus, this duke, this worthy kniht,When he had brought hem into his cite,And uined hem, eucrich after his degre,
Hereilethhem, and doth fo great laboure
1 o ealen hem, and don hem all honoure,
iftatyet men wenen that no mans wit
Ui none cftate coude amende it : j\lc
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The minftracie, the feruice at the feeft
;

The great yeftes, to the -molt and leefl: ;

The rich aray, throughout Tbefeus palays,

Ne who fate firft ne lail upon the deys ;

What ladies fayreflben, or bed dauncing ;

Or which of hem can befl daunce or fing j

Ne who moll felingly fpeketh of loue
;

Ne what haukes fitten on perchen aboue,
Ne what hounds liggen on the flour adoun.

Of all this now make I no mencion ;

But all the efifed:, that thinketh me the belle;

Now cometh the point, herkeneth if you left.

The fonday at night or day began to fpring,

Whan Palamon the larke herde fing ;

Although it were nat day by houres two ;

Yet fong the larke, and Palamon right tho

With holy hert, and with an hie corage,
He rofe vp, to wenden on his pilgrimage
Vnto the blifsful Cithere a beninge :

I meane Venus, honourable and digne ;

And in her hour he walketh forth a paas
Vnto the liftes, there the templewas ;

And doune he kneleth, and with humble chere,
And herte fore he faid, as ye mall here :

^ Faireft of faire : O lady mine Venus
,

Doughter of Joue, and fpoufe to Vulcanus,
Thou glader of the mount of Citheron

For thilke loue thou haddefl to Adon,
Haue pite ofmy bitter teares fmerte,
And take my humble praier at thine herte.

Alas, I ne haue no language to tel

The efted:, ne the turment of mine hel :

Mine herte may not mine harmes bewraie j

I am fo confufed that I cannot faie :

But mercy lady bright, that wofte wele

My thought, and leefl; what harmes that Ifele :

Confider al this, and rue vpon my fore

As wifly as I Ihal for euermore.

Emforth my might, thy true feruaunt be,
And holde warre alway with chaftitie

;

That make J rayn auowe, fo ye me helpe ;

I kepe not of armes for to yelpe :

Ne I ne aske to morowe to haue vi&ory,
Ne renomein this cafe, ne vaine glory
Of prifeof armes, to biowen vp anddoun,
Butwolde haue fully pofleflloun
Of Emelyey and die in her feruice :

Finde thou the maner howe, and in what wife

I retche not, but it may better be

To haue victory of hem, or they of me ;

So that I haue my lady in mine armes ;

For though fo be that Mars is god of Armes, Your
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Your vertue is fo great in hcauen aboue,

That if you liftc, Ilhall well haue my loue ;

Thy temple fliall I worfhip euer mo :

And on thine aulter, where I ride orgo
1 u oil done facrifice, and fires bete ;

And if ye woll not fo, my lady fwete,

Than pray I you to morowe with a fpere

That Arcite mc through the hert bere.

Than recke I not whan I haue loftmy life,

Though Arcite winneher to wife.

This is the effede and ende of my prayere ;

Yeue me my lady, thou blifsful lady dere.

Whan the orifon was done of Palamon
y

His facrifice he did, and that anon.

Full pitoufly with all circumftaunces

All tell I nat as now his obferuaunces*

But at the laft the ftatue of Venus fhoke,
And made a figne, whereby that he toke,
That his prayer accepted was that day ;

For though the figne (hewed a delay,
Yet wifl he well, that graunted was his bone,
And with glad hert he went him home full fone.

The third hour in equall that ?alamort

Began to Venus temple for to gon,

Vp rofe the funne, and vp rofe Emelye,
And vnto the temple of Diane gan hie :

Her maidens, the which thider were lad,

Full redily with hem the fyre they had :

The encenfe, the clothes, and the remenaunt all

That to the facrifice longen mall,
The homes full of meeth, as was the gife,
There lacked naught to don her facrifice,

Smoking the temple, full of clothes fayre :

This Emelye with herte debonayre
Her body wilhe with water of a well :

But how ftie did, right I dare not tell ;

But it be any thing in generall,
And yet it were a game to here it all :

To him that meaneth wel it were no charge,
But it is good a man be at his large.
Her bright heare was unkempt and vntrefTed all,
A crowne of a grene oke vnferiall,

Vpon her hed fet ful fayre and mete
;

Two fyres on the aulter gan ftie bete,
And did her things, as men may beholde,
In Staceot Thebes, and thefe bokesolde.
Whan kendled was the fire, with pitous chere,

Vnto Diane fhe fpake, as ye may here.
O chafte goddefle of the woddes grene,To whom both heuen, and yearth, and fee is fene,
Quene of the reignc of Pluto, derke and low,
Goddefle of maidens, that myrj hert hath know ; Full



, m I
. t

Chaucer'x Knightes tale. 50c
Full many a yere, and wofte what I defire,

As kepemefro the vengeance of thine yre j

That Atteon abought cruelly,
Chafte Goddefte, well wofte thou that I

Defyre to ben a mayde all my life
,

Ne neuer woll I be loue ne wife.

I am ^thou wofte well} of thy company
A mayde, and loue hunting and venery ,

'

And for to walken in the woddes wilde,
And not for to ben a wife, and ben with childe :

Nought will I know company of man ;

Now helpe me lady, fith you may and can :

For tho thre formes that thou haft in thee,

And Palamon, that hath fuch a loue to me,.
And eke Arcite that loueth me foibre

,

This grace I pray thee, withouten more
;

And fend loue and peace betwixt hem two ;

And fro me turne away her hertes fo,

,
That all her hot loue and her defire,
And all her bufy turment, and all her fire

Be queint, or turned in another place :

And if fo be thou wolte not do me that grace ;

Or if fo be my deftiny be fhapen fo,

That I fhall nedes haue one of hem two ;

As fende me him that mod defireth me.

Beholde, goddefle of clene chaftite,
The bitter teares, that on my chekes fall,

Syn thou art a mayde, and keper ofvs all ;

My maidenhede thou kepe, and wel conferue,
And while I Hue a maiden woll I thee ferue.

The fyres brenne upon the auter clere,

While Emelye was thus in her prayere ;

But fodenly (he fawe a thing queynte :

For right anon one of the fyres queynte,
And quicked again ;

and after that anoa
That other fyre was queynte, and all agon j

And as it queynte it made a whittling
As done thefe wete brondes in her brenning ;

And at the brondes ende out ran anone .

As it were bloddy droppes many a one :

For which fo fore agaftewas Emelye

That ftie was well nye madde, and gan to crye :

F6r me ne wide what it fignified ;

But onely for the feare thus {he cried,

And wept, that it was pite for to here.

And therewithal Diane gan to appere
With bow in honde, right as an hunterefte,

And faid, doughter, Hint thine heuinene
,

Among the goddes hie it is affirmed,

And by eterne word written and confirmed,

Thou ihalt ben wedded to one of tho

That haue for thee fo moch care and wo
;

But
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Butvnto which of hem.Imay not tell :

Farewell ;
for I may no lenger dwell :

The fires which on mine auter brenne

Shall declaren er that thou gon henne,

This auenture of loue, as in this cafe :

And with that word, the arrows in the cafe

Of the goddefle clatteren fafl and ring ;

And forth fhe went, and made vanefhing:
For which this Emely aflonied was,
And faid, what mounteth this >

alas,

I put me vnder thy protection,

Diane, and under thy difpoficion ;

- And home (lie goeth the next way :

7 his is the effccl, there is no more to fay.

The next houre of Mars following this,
Arctte unto the temple walked is

Of fiers Mars to done his facriflce

With all the might of his paynem wife;
With piteous hert and hie devocion,
Right thus to Mars he faid his orifon.

flronge God, that in the reignes cold

Of Trace, honoured art, and lordyhold j

And haft in euery reigne and euery lond
Of amies, all the bridle in thine hond,
And hem fortuneft as the lift deuife ;

Accept of me my pitous facrifice,
If fo be my thought may deferue ;

And that my might be worthy for to ferae

Thy godhead, that I may bene one of thine j

Than pray I thee that thou rue on my pine :

For thilke paine, and thilke hot fire

In which thou brenteft whylom for defire ;

Whan thou vfedeft the faire beaute
Of faire yong frefh Venus fre,
And haddeft her in thine armes at thy will,

Although thou ones on a time misfill ;

Whan Vukanus had caught thee in his laas,
And found thee jigging by his wife, alas,
For thilke forrowe,that was in thine herte,
Haueruthe as well onmypainsfmerte.

1 am yong and vnconning as thou woft j
And as I trow, with loue offended moft
That euer was any liues creature ;
I or flic that doth meal this wo endure,Ne retcheth neuer where I finke or Mete

;And well I wote, or fhe me mercy hete
,

I mote with ftrength win her in this place ;And well I wote, without helpe or graceOf thee ne may my ftrength not auaile :

J nan help me lord tomorrow in my battaile,

A
r

,,

ke fire that whilom ^ent thee
As well as the fire now brenneth me :

'

y^d



ChaucerV Knighter tale. <qj
And do, that I to morrow haue the vi&orie :

Mine be the trauell, and thine be theglorie ;

Thy fouereign temple wol I mod honouren
Of any place, and alway molt labouren

In thy pleafaunce, and in thy crafts ftrong,

And in thy temple I woll my banner hong j

And ali the amies of my companie,
And euermore vntil the day I die .

Eterne fyre I wol beforne the finde
;

And eke to this auovv I wol me binde.

My berd, my heare, that hongeth low adoun,
That neuer yet felt offenfioun,

Ofralour neof (here, Iwoltheyeue,
And ben thy true (eruant wiiile 1 liue.

Now lord haue ruth vpon my forows fore :

Yeue me the victoric ; I aske the no more.

The praier (lint of Arcite the ftrong ;

The ringes on the temple dore they rong :

And eke the dores clatren ful fad ;

Of which Arcite fomwhat him agaft.

The fires brennen vpon the auter bright,
That it gan all the temple light. ,

A fwete fmel anon the ground vp yafe :

And Arcite anon his hond vp hate ; \

And more enfence into the rire he cafb,

With other rites mo ;
and at the lait

The ftatu of Mars began hishauberke ringj

And witli that found he herd a murmuring
Full low and dym, that faied thus, vi&ory :

For which he yaue to Mars honor and glory.

And thus with ioy, and hope well to fare,

Arcite anon into his inne is fare ;

As faine as foule is of the bright fonne :

And right anon fuch a flrife is begonne :

For thilke graunting in the heuen aboue

Bytwixt Venus, the goddeffe of loue,

And Mars the Heme god armipotent,
That Jupiter was bufie it to ilent ;

Till that the pale Satumus the colde, t

That knew fo many auentures olde,

Found in his experience and art,

That he full fone hath pleafed euery part .<

And foth is faid, eld hath grete auantage ,-

ln elde is both wiidome and vfage.

Men may the old out ren, but not out rede.

Saturne anon, to ftinten llrife and drede :

All be it that it be again his kind ;

Of all this flrife he can femedy find.

My dere daughter Venus, quod Saturn \

My courle that hath fo wide for to turne,

Hath more power than wote any mart,

Myne is the drenching in the fee fo wan :

Hh h h
Myrle
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Mync is the prifon in the derke cote ;

ne is the lirangling and the honging by the throte,

The murmurc, and the churles rebelling,

The groning and the priuy enpoyfoning ;

1 do vengeaunce and plain corre&ion

V. hilc 1 dv\*ell in the figneof the Lion.

Mine is the ruine of the hie halles,

The falling of thetoures and of the walles

^ the mynor, or vpon the carpenters.
1 {fevjSampfon fhaking the pillcrs ;

And mine ben the maladies colde,
The derke treafons and the cartels olde.

My loking is the father of peililence :

Now wepe no more
;

I (liall do my diligence
That Talamon, that is thin owne knight,
Shall haue his lady as thou him behight :

Though Mars fhai help his knight natheles ;

Betwixt you it motefofntimebe pees :

All be ye not of one compleccion
That caufetli all day fuch deuifion.

I am thine ayle, red}' at thy will :

Wepe no more
;

I woll thy lull: fulfill.

Now woll I flinten of thefegoddes abouc,
Of Mars and of Venus

s goddei ie of loue ;

And plainly I woll tcllcn you as I can,
The great effect, of which that I began.

Great was the feafl: in Athenes that day,
And eke that lufty feafotlin May,
Made euery wight to ben in fuch pleaiaunce,
That all that day iullen they and daunce;
And fpentenitin Venus hie leruice :

But bicaufe that they fhulden arife

Erly, for to fe the great fight,
Vnto her reft went they at night :

And on the morow, whan day gan fpring,
Of horfe and harneys, noife and clatering,
1 here was in the hoftelries all about-

And to the palys rode there many a rout

Of lordes vpon lledes and palfreys.
There maieft thou fee deuifing of harneis,

So uncouth, fo rich, and wrought fo wele,
Of goldfmythry, of braudry, and of Rde ;

The ihildes bright, tellers and trappers,
Gold hew en helmes, hauberkes and cotarraers,
Lordes in paramentcs, orthcr couriers,

Knightes of rctenue; and eke fquicrs,

Nay ling the fperes, and lielmes bokeloig,
Gigging of Iheldes, with lainers lacing; I

There, as necie is, tliey were nothipofydeil ;

The foming lledes on the golden brtdeU,
Gnawing, and fall the arrnurers alfo ...

With file and hammer
riding to and fro

, Ye-
t.

'

i-i
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Yemen on foot, and communes many one

With ihort ftaues, thicke as they may gone,

Pipes, Trompes, nakoners and clarions,

That in the battel blowen bloody (owns ;

The palais full of people vp and doun
;

Here three, there ten, holding her quellion,

Deuini^g of thefe Tbe&ankriights two ;

Somefaid thus, fome faid it fhould be fo.

Som held with him with the black berde :

Som with the bald, fom with the thick herde :

Some faid, he loked grim and would fight ;

He hath a fparth of twenty pound of weight.
Thus was the hall full of diuining,

Long after the fonne gan to fpring.

The great Thefeus of his flepegan wake
With minftralcie and noife that they make,
Held yet the chamber of his palais rich,

Till that the Ihcban knights both yliche
Honoured weren, and into the place ifette.

Duke Thefeus is at the window fet,

Araied right as he were a god in trone :

The people preafed thiderward ful fone,
Him for to fene, and done him hie reuerence,

And eke for to here his heft and his fentence.

An heraude on a fcaffbld made on oo,
Til al the noife of the people was ydo :

And whan he faw the people of noife flill ;

Thus (hewed he the mightie dukes will.

The lorde hath of his hie difcrecion

Confidered that it were deflru&ion

To gentle blood to flghten in this gife

Of mortall battaile now in this emprife :

Wherefore to fhapen that they fhall not die,

He wol his firft purpofe modifie.

No man therfore vp paine of lode of life,

No mancr fhotte, polax, ne fhort knife

Into the liftes fend, or thyder bring;
Nc fhort fword.to flick with point biting ;

No man ne draw, ne beare it by his fide,

Ne no man fhal to his felow ride :

But one courfe with a (harp grounden fpere
Foine if him lift on foothimfelfe to were :

And he that is at mifchief fhal be take,

And not flain, but brought to the flake :

That fhal ben ordained on either fide
;

But thider he fhal by force, and there abide :

And if fo fall that the chieftain be take

On either fide, or elfe fleen his make,
No lenger fhal the turnament laft .

God fpeede you ; gothe, and laieth on faff
;

With fwordsand long maces fightenyour (.11 :

Goth now your way, this is the lord's will.

Hhhh 2 The
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The voice of the people touched heuen :

So loud cried they with mery fteuen,

God faue fuch a lorde that is fogood
He willeth no diftrudfion of blood :

Vp gothe trompes and the melody,
And to the lutes rideth fo the company,

By ordinaunce throughout the cite large,

Honged with cloth ofgold, and not with farge.

Ful like a lord this noble duke gan ride,

Thefe two Tbebans on euery fide ;

And after rode the quene and Emely ;

And after that another companye
Of one and other after her degre :

And thus they paffen throughout the cite
;

And to the liftes comen they be by time
;

'

It nas not of the day yet fully prime,
Whan fat was Tbefcus ful riche and hye,

Ipolita the quene, and Emelye^
And other ladies in degrees aboute :

Vnto the feates preafeth all the route;
And wefiward, thrugh the yates vnder Mart

Arczte, and eke an hundred of his parte
With baner reed is entred right anon ;

And in the felue moment entred Palamon

Is vnder Venus
',

eftwarde in that place
With baner white, and hardy chere and face.

And in al the world, to feken vp and doun ,

So euen without variacion

There nas fuch companies twey :

For there nas none fo wife that coude fey
That any had of other auantage
Of worthines, ne of eftate, ne age ;

So euen were they chofe to gefle,
And into the renges fayre they hem drefle ,

Whan that her names red were euerich one
That in her nombre guewere there none,
Tho were the gates fhit, and cried was loude

Do nowe your deuer yong knightes proude.
The heraudes left her pricking vp and doun :

Now ryngen trompes loude and clarioun :

There is no more to fay ; elle and weft
In goth the fharpe fperes ladly in the arreft ;

In goth the fharpe fpurres into the fide :

There fe men who can iuft and who can ride :

There fhiueren fhaftes upon fheldes thicke
;

He feleth through the hert fpoune the pricke.
Vp fpringeththe fperes, twenty fote on hight,
Out goth the fwordes as the filuer bright.
The helmes they to hewe and to fhrede,
Out burft the blood with fterne ftremes rede,
With mighty maces, the bones they to breke;
He throgh the thickeft of the throng gan threke

There
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There ftomblen ftedes ftrong, and doun gon all,

He rolled vnder the foote as dothea ball,

He foyneth on his feete with a tronchoun :

And hehurleth with his horfe adoun.
He through the body is hurte, and lith ytakc

Maugre his heed, and brought vnto the flake,
As forward was, right there hemud abide ;

An other is ladde on that other fide :

And fomtime doeth hem Tbefeus to refte,
Hem to refrefbe, and drinkeif hem lefte.

Full ofte a day haue thefe Thehans two,

Togither met, and don eche other wo :

Vnhorfed hath ech other of hem twey :

Therwas no tigrein the vale of Galaphey,
Whan her whelpe is ftole, whan it is lite

So cruell on the hunt, as is Arcite

For ielous herte upon this Palamott;
Ne in Belmarye there is no fell Lion
That hunted is, or for his hunger woode,
Ne of his prey defireth fo the bloode,
As ?alamort to flee his foe Arcite^
The ielous ftrokes on her helmes bite.

Outrenneth the blood on both her fides rede :

Sometime an end there is of euery dede :

For er the funne vnto the reft wente,
The ftrong King Emetrius gan hente.

This Palamon as he faught with this Arcite^
And made his fworde depe in his flefh bite j

And by force of twenty is he take,
Vn yolden, and drawen to the ftake :

And in the refcous of this Palamon
The ftrong king Ligurge is borne adoun,-
And king Emetriusyfor zM his flrength
Is borne out of his (addle a fwordes length,-
So hurt him Palamon or he were take

;

But al for naught he was broght to the ftake :

His hardy herte might him helpe naught ,-

He muft abide, when that he was caught
By force, and eke by compoftcion :

Who foroweth now but woful Palamon >

Thai mote no more gon againe to fight.
And whan that Thejeus hid fene that fight
He cried, hoe : no more

,
for it is don -

Ne none fhall lenger to his felowe gon.
I woll be true iudge, and not party.
Arcite of Thebes fhall haue Emely,
That by his fortune hath her fayre ywonne.

Anon there is a noyfe of people bygonne,
For ioye of this, fo loude and hie withall,
It femed that the liftes mould fall.

What can now faire Venus done aboue?
What faith fhe now f what doth the quene of fotie,

Hit*cut
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But wepeth fo for wanting of her wil,
^

Till that her teares on the liftes fell ?

She faid, I am aihamed doutles.

Satume faide, doughter holde thy pees ;

Mars hath al his wil, his knizthath his bone ;

And by mine heed, thou ilialt be eafed fone.

The Trompcs with the loude minftralcye,

The heraudes that fo loude yeland crye,

Ben in her wele, for loue of dan Arcite ;

But herkeneth me, and llinteth noife a lite,

Which a miracle there bifell anon.

The fiers Arcite hath his helme of ydon ;

And on a courfer for to ihewe his face,

He pricketh endlong the large place,

Loking ypward vpon Emelye j

And (he ayen him caft a friendly eye :

(For women, as to fpeke in commune,

They foliowen all the fauour of fortune)

And was al his chere, as in his herte,

Out of the ground a fyre infernall fterte,

From Pluto>(ent, at the requeft of Satume ;

For which his horfe for feare gan to turne,

And lepe afide, and foundred as he lepe ,

And er that Arcite may taken kepe,

He pight him ofon the pomel of his heed,

That in the place he lay as he were deed ;

His breft to broften with his fadel bowe j

As blacke he lay as any cole or crowe :

So was the blood yronne in his face.

Anon he was brought out of the place,

With hert fore, to Thefeus paleis,

Tho was he coruen out of his harneis,

And in a bedde ybrought ful faire and bliue :

For he was yet in memory, and on Hue,

And alway cryeng after Emely.
Duke Thefeus with al his company

Is comen home to Athenes his cite

With all bliffe and great folempnite :

Al be it that this auenture was fall,

He would not difcomfort hem all.

Men faid, eke, that Arcite mould not die $

He fliould ben yhealed of his maladie :

And of another thing they were as faine,
That of hem al there was none flaine ;

All were they fore hurt, and namely one,
That with a fper was thronled his breft bone ;

Two other woundes, and two broken armes j

Some had falues, and fome had charmes,
Fermaces of herbes, and eke faue

They dronken
; for they would her Hues haue j

For which this noble duke, as he well can,
Comforteth and honoureth euery man,
And made reuel al the long night
Vntothe ftraunge lordes, as it was right ;

'

Ne
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Ne there nas holde no difcomforting ;

But at iuftes or atttlrrteyng :

For fothly there nas no dilcomfiture ;

For falling is holde but an aueqrare-;

Ne to be lood by force vnto a fthke,

Vnyo'den, and with twenty knightes take

One perfon alone, withouten any mo,
And haried forth by arme, foteandtoo,
And eke his ftede driuen forth with ftaues,

With fotemen, both yemen and knaues.

It was aretted him no vilanie :

There may no-marl cteap it cowardie
;

For which anon duke Thejeus did cry
To ftinten all rancour and enuy,
The grete as well of one fide as of other,
And either fide ylke, as others brother;
And yaue hem rightes after her degre,
And fully helde a feft daies thre,

And conueyed the knightes worthely
Out of his toune, a daies iorney largely,
And home went euery man the right waie ;

Ther nas no more, but fare we!, and haue good daie.

Of this battaile I wo! no more endite,
But fpeake of Palamort and Arcite.

Swelleth the breft of Arcite^ and the fore

Encreafeth at his hert more and more :

The clotered blode, for any liche crafte

Corrumped, and is in his body lafte,

That neither veirteblode, ne ventoufing,
Ne drinke of herbes, may be helping,

By vertue expulfed or anymall,
For thilke vertue cleaped natural!

;

Ne may the venirfl void, ne expell ;

The pipes of his longes began to (vvell
;

And euery lacerte in his brelt adoun,
Is fhent with vertim and corrupcion.
Him gaineth neither for to get his lite,

Vomite upwarde, ne dounward laxatife
;

All is to bruft thilke region ;

Nature hath no dominacion :

And certainly ther, as nature wol nat wirch ;

Farwel phifike, go beare the corfe to chirch.

This is all and fome, that Arcite mutt die
;

For which he fendeth after Emelye,
And Palamon, his cofyndere : i ,blco c.

Then (aid he thus, as ye (hall after here. ji
Ho

Nought may mywofull (pirite in my hert

Declare a point of all my forowes fmert

To you, my l^dy, that I loue moft ;

But I bequeth the leroice of my gott
To you abouen any creature,- v/Oit r,

Sin that my life mav no lengerdure. to rbut ni .

Alas
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Alas the wo, alas my paines flrong,

That I tor you haue fuffered, and fo long ;

Alas the dcthe, alas myn Emely,

Alas departing of our company ;

Alas myn hertes quene, alas my hues wife,

Myn hertes lady, ender of my life ;

What is the world ? what asken men to haue >

Now with his loue, now in his cold graue,

Alone, withouten any company.
Farwel my fsvete foe, myn Emely,

And foft take me in your armes tvvey :

For the loue of God, herkeneth what I fey.

1 haue here with my cofin Palamon,

Had ilrife and rancour many a daie agon ,

For loue of you, and for my ieloufie j

And Jupiter fo wifely my foule gie,

To fpeaken of a feruant properhe,

With circumflances, all trulie j

That is to fay,trouth, honour, and knighthede,

Wifcdome, humblefle, eftate, and hie kmrede,

Fredome, and all that longeth to that art ;

So Jupiter haue of my foule part,

As in this world right now knowe I non

So worth to be loued as Falamon,

That ferueth you, and woll doen all his life j

And if that you (hall euer been a wife,

Foryet not ?alamort, the gentle man :

And with that worde his Ipeche fail began .-

For from his feete vnto his breil was come

The eolde death that hath hym nome :

And yet more ouer : for in his armes two

The vital flrength is loft, and all ago,

Saue onely the intellect, without more,

That dwelleth in his hert ficke and fore,

Gan failcn, when the hert felt death,

Dusked his iyen two, and tailed breath :

But on his Ladie yet caft he his iye :

His lail worde was, mercie Emelye.
His fpiritc chaunged, and out went there,

W hctherwarde I cannot tell, ne w here :

Therefore I Hint, I am no diuiniftre ;

Of foules linde I not in this regillre j

Ne me lel\e not thilke opinion to tell

Of hem, though they whten where thei dwell.

Arcite is cold, that Mars his lbulegie.
Now woll 1 fpeke toorth of Emelye,

Shnght Emelye, and houlen Palamon,
And Thejeus his fuAer vp toke anon-

Swounmg, and bare her fro his corfe awaie ;

What hclpcth it to tary forth the daie,
Totcllen tiow (lie weptbothe euenand morow:
For in luch cafe women liauerriuch forowe,

When
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When that her husbands been fro hem go,
That for the more partie they ibrowen lb,

Or els fallen in fuch maladie,

That at the lafl, certainly they die.

Infinite been the forovve and the teres

Of old ^olkei and folke of tender yere.%

In all'the toune, for death of this Theban;
For hym there wepeth bothe child and man :

So great wepyng was there not certain,

When Hedor was brought, all frelh iflain,

To Troie : Alas ! the pite that was there,

Cratching of chekes, rentyng eke here !

Why woldeft thou be dedde, thus women crie.

And haddeft gold Though, and Emelye ?

No man maie glad Thefeus,

Sauing his old father Egeus,
That knewe this worlds tranfmutacion,
As he had feen it, bothe up and' doun,
Joie after wo, and wo after gladneile,
And ftiewed him enfamples and likenefle,

Right as there died neuer man, quod he,
That he ne liued in yearth in fome degree ;

Right fo there liued neuer man, he faied,

In this world, that fometime he ne deied :

This world is but a throughfare, full of wo,
And we been pilgrimes, pafling to and fro

"

Death is an end of euery worldes fore.

And over all this, yet faied he moche more,
To this effect, full wifely to exhort

The people, that they fhould hem recomfort.

Duke Thefeus, with all his bufie cure,

Cafteth now, where that the fepulture
Of good Arcite fhall bed imaked bee,
And eke mode honourable of degree :

And at the lafl: he tooke conclufion, ,

That there as Arcite and Palamon

Had for love the battaile hem between,
That in the fame felue groue, fwete and grene,

There, as he had his amerous defires,

His complaint, and for loue his hote fires,

He would make a fire, in which the offis

Funerall he might hem all accomplis.
He hath anon commaunded to hack and hew
The okes old,

1 and laie hem all on a rew
In culpons, well arraied for to brenne :

His officers with fwift foote they renne,
And right anon at his commaundement.
And alter Thefeus hath he ifent

After a beare, and it all overfprad
With cloth of gold, the richelt that he had ;

And of the fame fute he clothed Arctic,

Upon his handes his gloues white,
\ i i i Eke
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Eke on his hedde a croune ot JLaurcll grenc,

And in his hand a fworde full bright and kenc.

He laied hym bare the vifage on the bere,

Therewith "he wept that pite was to here j

And for the people (hould feen hym all,

When it was daie, he brought him to the hall,

That rorreth of the crie, and of the forowes foua

Then gan this woful Theban, ?alamort,

With glittering beard, and ruddie Ihining heres,

In clothes blacke, dropped all with teres,

And palling other of wepyng Emelye,

The rufullefl of all the companie.
And in as much as the fervice mould bee

The more noble, and riche in his degree,

Duke Thefeus let foorth the ftedes bring,

That trapped were in dele all glitering,

And couered with the armes of Dan Arcite j

Upon thefe fledes, great and white,

Ther faten folk, of which one bare his fheld,

Another his fpeare in his hand held,

The third bare* with him a bowe Turkes,

Of brent gold was the cafe, and eke the harnes;

And ridden foorth apace with forie chere,

Toward the groue, as ye fliall after here.

The nobleit of the Grekes that there were

Upon her flioulders carried the bere,

With flake pace, and iyen redde and white,

Throughout the cite, by the maifter ftrete,

That iprad was al with blake, and that wonder hie,'

Right of the fame is the ftrete iwrie.

Upon the right hand went Egeus,
And on the other fide, Duke Thefeus,

With vefTels in her hand of gold full fine,

All full of honie, milke, blode, and wine:

Eke Palamon, with full great companie,
And after that came woful Emelye,
With fire in hand, as was that time the gife,

To doen the office of funerall fervice.

Hie labour, and full great apparailyng
Was at fervice, and at fire makyng,
That with his grene top the heauen raught,

And twentie fadomcof bred armes ftraught;
This is to fain, the bowes were fo brode,

Of ftrawe firft there was laied many a lode.

But how the fire was maken up on height,

And eke the names how the trees height,
As oke, firre, beche, afpe, elder, elme, popelere,

Willow, Holm, Plane, Boxe, Cheften, Laure,

Maple, thorne, beche, ewe, hafel, Whipultre,
How they were felde, fliall not be tolde for me,
Ne how the goddes ronne up and doune,
Dilherited of her habitation,

In
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In which they wormed in reft and pees,

Nimphes, Faunie and Amadriades ;

Ne how the bcaftes, ne the birdes all

Fledden for feare when the trees fall ;

Ne how the ground agafl was of the light,

That was not wont to fee the funne bright ;

Ne how the fire was couched firfl with lire,

And than with drie ftickes clouen a thre,

And than with grene wodde and fpicerie,

And than with cloth of gold and perrie ;

And garlonds hanging with many a fldure,

The mirre, the enfence, with fwete odoure ;

Ne how Arcite Iaie emong all this,

Ne what richefle about his bodie is;

Ne how that Emelye, as was the gife,

Put in the fire of funerall feruice ;

Ne how flie founed, whan maked was the fire,

Ne what fhe fpake, ne what was her defire ;

Ne what jewels men in the fire call

Whan that the fire was great, and brent faft ;

Ne how fome call her fhield, and fome her- fpere,

And of her veflments, which that they were ;

And cuppes full of wine, milke and blood

Into the fire that brent as it were wood ;

Ne how the Grekes with a huge route

Thrife ridden all the fire aboute.

Vpon the left hande, with a loude fhouting,
And thrife with her fperes clattering,

And thrife how the ladies gan crie ;

Ne how that ladde was homward Emelyey

Ne how that' Arcite is brent to athen cold,

Ne how the liche wake was hold

All that night, ne how the Grekes plaie,

The wake plaies kepe I nat to faie,

Who wreftled bell naked, with oile anoint,
Ne who bare him beft in euery poind.
I woll nat tellen how they gone
Whom to Athene*) whan the plaie is doen :

But fhortly to the poind than woll I wend,
And make of my long tale an ende.

By proceffe and by length of yeres,

All itinten is the murning and the teres

Of Grekes^ by one generall aflent,

Than femed me there was a Parlement

At Athenesy vpon a certain poind: and caas";

F.mongthe which poinds ifpoken was

To haue with certain countres aliaunce,

And haue otiJhebans fullie obeifaunce
;

\ or which this noble Thefeus anon
Let fende after this gentle Palamon,
Vnwifle of him what was the caufe, and why :

But in his blacke clothes forowfully, I i i i a> He
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He came at his commaundement on hie,

Tho fent Tbefeus after Emelye.

When they were fet, and hufht was the place,

And Thefeus abidden hath a fpace,

Or any wordc came from his wife breft,

Hisiyen fette be there as was his left;

And with a fad vifage he fiked ftil ;

And after that, right thus he faied his will.

The firftmouerofthe caufeaboue,
Whan he firft made the faire chaine of Ioue

j

Great was theffed, and hie was his entente ;

Welwift he why, and what therof hemente:
For with that faire chaine of loue he bonde
The fire, the aire, the water and the londe,
In certain bondes, that they may nat flee

The fame prince and that mouer, quod he,
Hath ftablilh'd in this wretched world adoun
Certen of daies and duracioun

To all that are engendred in this place,
Ouer the which daie they may nat pace :

All mowe they yet tho' daies abredge,
There neecjeth non audthorite to ledge :

For it is proued by experience,
But that me lift declare my fentence :

Then may men by this order difcerne,
That thilke mouer liable is and eterne.

Well may men know but he be a foole

That euery partis deriued from hishoole :

For nature hath nat taken his beginning
Of one part or cantell of a thing ;

But of a thing that perfit is and liable,

Dilcending fo till it be corrumpable :

And therefore of his wife purueiaunce,
He hath fo well befet his ordinaunce,
That fpaces of things and progrefllons
Shullen endure by (ucceftions,
And not eterne, without any lie

;

Thus maift thou vnderftand, and fee at iye.
Lo the oke, that hath fo long a norifhing,
Fro the time that it beginneth fyrft to faring,
And hath fo long a life, as ye may fee,

Yet at the laft wafted is the tree :

Confidereth eke, how that the hard ftone
Vnder our feete, on which we tread and gone ;

Vet wafteth it, as it lieth in the weie,
The brode riuer fomtime wexeth drie

;

The great touns fe we wane and wend
;

Than ye fee that all this thing hath end 3

And man and woman fee IhaU we alfo,

Thatendeth in one of the terms two:
That is to fain, in youth or els in age;
He mote be dedde a king as well as a page.

Some
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Some in his bed, fome in the deepe fee,

Some in the large field, as ye may fee j

It helpeth not, al goeth that ilke weie ;

Than maie you fee that al thing mote deie.

Whatmaketh this but Jupiter the king,
That is prince, and caufe of al thing,

Conuerting al to his proper will ;

From which it is deriued foth to tell :

And here againe no creature on liue,

Of no degree auaileth for to ftriuej
Than is it wifedome, as thinketh me,
To make vertue of neceflite :

And take it wel that we may not efchewe,
And namely that to vs all is dewe ;

And who fo grutcheth aught he doth follie,

And rebell is to him, that all may gie ;

And certainly a man hath mod honour
To dien in his excellence and flour,

When he is fiker of his good name,
Than hath he don his frends ne him no fhame,
And glader ought his frends be of his death,
When with honour iyold is vp the breath,

Than when his name apaled is for age :

For all foryetten in his vaflellage ;

Than it is bed as for a worthie fame,
To dien when he is of bed name.

The contrarie of* all this is wilfulnefle :

Why grutchen we ? why haue we heuinefle

That good Arcite, of cheualrie the flour,

Departed is with dutie and with honour
Out of this foule prifon of this life ?

Why grutchen here his cofin and his wife

Of his welfare, that loueth him fowele ?

Can he hem thank ? nay, god wot, neuer a dele,

That both his fbule, and eke hem offende,
And yet they mowe not her ludes amende.

What may conclude of this long dorie,
But after forow, I rede vs be merie;
And thank Jupiter of all his grace ;

And er we departen from this place,

I rede we maken of fbrowes two,
One parfite ioie, lading euer mo :

And looke now where mod forrow is herein,

Ther wol I fird amend and begin.

Suder, qd. he, this is my full aflent,

With al the people of my parlement,
That gentle Palamon, your own knight,
That ferueth you with wil, hert, and might,
And euer hath done, fith ye fird him knew j

That ye dial of your grace vpon him rew,
And take him forhusbonde and for lord.

Lene me your hand : for this is our accord.

Let
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Let fee now of your womanly pite ;

He is a king's brother's fonne parde :

And though he were a poore bachelere,

Sin he hath ferued you fo many a yere,

And had for you fo great aduerfite,

It muft been confidered, leueth me :

For gentle mercie ought to paflen right.

Than faid he thus to Palamon the knight,
I trow ther need little farmoning
To make you aflcnten to this thing:
Cometh nere, and taketh your lady by the hond.

Betwixt hem was maked anon the bond,

That hight Matrimonie or Marriage

By al the counfail of the baronage :

And thus with al blifle and melodie

Hath Palamon iwedded Emelye.

And God, that al this world hath wrought,
Send him his loue that it hath fo dere bought :

For now is Palamon in al wele,

Liuing in blifle, in riches and in hele 5

And Emelye\i\m loueth fo tenderly,
And he her ferueth (b gentelly,
That neucr was ther no word hem bitween

Of ieloufie, or of any other tene.

Thus endeth Palamon and Emelye,
And God faueal this faire company.

THE
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Nun's Prieft.

As it was written by

GEFFREY CHAUCER,
------

The COCK and the FOX.
The Moral whereof is, To embrace True Friends, and to he-

ware of Flatterers.

A Pore wedowe, fomcdele iftept in age,
Was whilom dwelling in a poore cotage,
Befide a groue, flonding in a dale.

This wedowe, of which I tell you my tale,

Sens the day that fhe was laft a wife,

In pacience led a full fimple life :

For litell was her catell and her rent ;

By husbondry, of fuch as God her fent,

She fond her (elf, and eke her daughters two :

Thre large fowes had me, and no mo
;

Thre kine, and eke a ihepe that hight Ma;
Well footy was her boure, and eke her hall,

In which Ihe ete many a flender mele,

Of poinant fauce ne knew Ihe never a dc\cy
Ne deinty morcell pafTed through her throte,

Her diet was accordaunt to her cote :

Reple&ion ne made her never fike,

A temperate diete was her Phifike,
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And exercifc, and hertcs fuffifaunce
;

The gout let her nothing for to daunce,

Ne apoplexy fhent nat her heed,

No wine ne dranke fhe, white ne reed :

Her bord was mod ferued with white and black,
Milk and brounbreed/in which (lie found no lack j

Seind bakon, and fomtirric an eye or twey,
lor ihe was as it were a maner dey.

''A yerde fhe had, enclofed all about

With ftickes, and dry diched without,
In which Ihe had a cocke hight Chauntederc^
In all the land, of crowing nas his pere ;

His voice was merier than the mery Orgon
On made daies, that in the churches gon $

Well fikerer was his crowing in his loge,
Than is a clocke, or in an abbey an orloge j

By nature he knew ech affencion - JL
Of the equinodHall in the toun ;

For when degrees xv. were attended,
Than crew he, that it might not be amended.

His come was redder than the fine corall,
And battelled, as it had be a caftell wall

;

His bill v. as blacke, asany iet it fhone, < f r-r r~ r-r ^
Like aiiirc were his ledges and his tone ;

I \ *\ ^
His nailes whiter than the lilly floure,

And like the burned gold was his colour.

This gentel cocke had in governaunce
Seuenhennes, to done his plefaunce, ,--,
Which were his fufters and his paramours,
And wonder like to him, as of colours;
Of which the fayreft hewed in the throte
Was called faire Damofell Tertelote:

He fethered her a hundred times a day,
And Ihe him plefeth all that euer fhe may :

Curteis fhe was, difcrete, and debonaire, a
And compenable, and bare her felf fo faire

Sens the time that fhe was feuenight old,
That truclich, fhe hath the hcrt in hold '

-- A
Of Chauftteclere, looking in euery lith, -:

r
'

He loueth her fo, that well was him thenvith;
But fuch a joy it was to here him fing,
Whan the bright funne gan to fpring,
In fwete acord, my lefe is ferre in lond.

For that time, as I haue vnderftond,
Beetles and birdes could fpeke and

fing.
And it fo fell, that in the dawning,

As Chaunteclere, among his wiues all '

Sat on his perch, that was in the hall,
And next lum fat his faire Pertelote,
This Chamteclere gan to grone in his throte,
As a man in lus dreme is drenched fore j

And whan that Pertdote thus herd him rore,

She
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She was agaft:,
and faid, hert dere,

What eyleth you to grone in this manere *

Ye be a very fleper, fie for lhame.

And he anfwered thus : by God madame,
I pray you that ye take it not in grefe :

By God I mette, I was infuch mifchiefe

Right now, that yet mine hert is fore afrieht :

Now God (qd he) my fweuen retch aright ;

And kepe my body out of foule prifoun,

Me mette, that I romed vp and doun

Within our yerd, where I faw a beeft

Was like an hound, and would haue made areeft

Vpon my body, and would hauc had me deed.

His colour was betwixt yelow and reed
,

And tipped was his taile, and both his eeres,

With black, vnlike the remnant of his heeres :

His fnout fmall, with glowing eyen twey ;

Yet for his loke, almoft for feare I dey.

This caufeth me my groning dautlefle.

Away (qd.fhe) fie for lhame, hertlelle :

Alas (qd. fhe) for by God aboue,
Now haue ye loft my hert and all my loue.

I cannot loue a coward, by my faith :

For certes, what fo any woman faith,

We all defire, if
,
that it might be,

To haue husbondeshardie, wife and fre ,

And fecrete, and no nigard, ne no fole ;

Ne him that is agaft of euery tole
;

Ne none auantour, by that God aboue :

How durft ye fay for lhame vnto your loue,

That any fweuen might make you aferd?

Haue you no mannes hert, and haue a herd t

Alas, and con ye be aferd of fweuenis ?

Nothing but vanite, God wotte in fweuen is.

Swens ben engendred of repleccions,
And of fume, and of commpleccions ;

When humours ben to habundant in a wight,
Certes this dreme which ye haue met to night ;

I tell you trouth, ye may truft me :

Cometh of fuperfluite, and reed colour parde ;

Which caufe folke to drede in her dremes,
Of arowes, and of fire with reed lemes,
Of reed beftes that woll hem bite,

Of contekeand of wafpes great and lite
;

Right as the humour of melancoly
Caufeth many a man in flepe to cry,
For fere of great bulks and beres blake ;

Or els that blake diuels wol hem take.

Ofother humours could I tell alio,

That werke a man in flepe much wo :

But I wol pafle as lightly as I can.

Lo, Caton, which that was fo wife a inai,
Kkkk Said
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Said he not thus, do not force of dremes.

Now fir ("qd. flie) when we flie fro the bemes,

For Goddes lone, as taketh fomc laxatiue,

Vp peril!
of my foule, and ofmy life,

I counfaileyou the bell, I woll not lye,

That both of colour and of melancolie'

Ye purge you ;
and for ye fhul not tary,

Though in this toune be none apotecary :

I (liall my felfe two herbes techen you,
That lhall be for your heale and for your prow :

And in our yerde, tho herbes mall I finde,

The which :haue her propertie by kinde,
To purge you bineth, and eke aboue :

Foryet not this
;
for goddes owne loue :

Ye be right colerike of complexion,
Where the funneisin his afcention,

Ne finde you not replete of humours hote :

For if ye do, I dare well lay a grote,
That ye (hall haue a feuer terciane,
Or els an ague that may be your bane.

A day or two ye fhall haue digefliues
Of wormes, or ye take your laxatiues,
Of laurel, centorie, and of femetere,
Or els of elder-beries, thatgro we there,

OfCatapucc, or of gaitres bereis,

Ofyue, growing in our yerde, thatmerie is.

Pluck emvp as they growe, andeat hem in:

Be mery husbond, for your father kin,
Dredeth nodreme, lean (ay no more.

Madame fqd. he) gramercy of your lore.

But natheleiTe, as touching dan Catox,
That of wifdome hath fo great rcnoun,

Though he bade no dremes for to drede,

By God, men may in olde bookes rede,
Oi many a man, more of au&oritie
Than euer Caton was, fo mote I thee.

That all the reucrs faith of his fentence,
And haue well founde by experience,
That dremes ben fignifications,
As wel of ioye, as of tribulations,
I hat folke endure, in this life prefent :

There nedeth to make of this none argument :

The very prefc ihewethit in dede.
One of the grcatcft audours that men rede,
Saith thus: that whilom two felowes went
On

pilgrimage, in full good entent,
And haped fo, they came into a toun,
Whereas there was fuch congregaciounOr people, and eke of llraite herbigage,
That they ne founde, as much as a cotage,
In which they both might yloged be,
Wherefore they mote of necenitie
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As for that night, departe company,
And eche of hem goeth to his ho'telry,

And tooke his lodging as it would fall.

That one of hem was lodged in a flail,

Farre in a yerde, with oxen of the plough.
That other man was lodged well ynough,
As was his auenture,or his fortune,

That vs gouerneth all, as in comune. .

And fo befel, long er it were day
This man mette in his bedde, there as he lay,

How that his felowe gan vpon him call,

And faid (alas} for in an oxes flail

This night dial I be murdered, there I lie :

Now helpe me dere brother er I die,

In al hafte, come to me (he faid.)

This man out of his flepe for feare abraid :

But when he was waked of his flepe,

He turned him, and tooke of this no kepe,
Him thought his dreme was but a vanite :

Thus twife in his flepe dremed he.

And at third time yet his felawe,
Cam as him thouzt, and faid I now am flawe :

Beholde my bloody woundes, depe and wide,
Arife vp early, in the morow tide,

And at the weft: gate of the toun (qd. he)
A carte full of dong there (halt thou fee,

In which my body is hid ful priuely,
Do thou that carte arefl boldly.

My golde caufed my deth, foth to faine,

And told him euery point how he was flaine

With a full petous face, pale of hewe :

And truft wel, his dreme he found right trewe,
For on the morow, as fone as it was day,
To his felowes Inne he toke the way :

And when that he came to the oxes flail,

After his felowe he began to call.

The hofleler anfwerde him anon,
And faid fir, your felowe is gon,
As fone as it was day, he went out of the toun :

This man gan fall in fufpeccion,

Remembring of his dremes that he mette,
And forth he goeth, no lenger would he lette,

Vnto the weft gate of the toun, and fonde
A dong carte, as it were to dong londe,
That was arayed in the fame wife

As ye haue herd the deed man dcuife :

And with hardie herte he gan to cry

Vengeaunce and iuftice of this felonie :

My felowe murdred is this fame
rijghr,

And in this carte he lycth, gaping vpright.
I cry out on the miniflers (qd. he)
XJiat fhould kepe and rule this citic

K k k k z {]a .
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Harowe alas, here lyeth my felowe flam.

What lhould I more of this tale faine ?

The people
out ftart, and cafl the cart to ground,

And in the middle of the dong they found

The deed man that murdred was al newe.

O blifsful God, that art fo good and trewe,

Lo, how thou bewrayefl murdre alway.

Murdre wol out, that fee we day by day :

Murdre is (o waltfome and abhominable

ToGod, that ib iufte is and reafonable,

That he ne wol it luffre healed to be :

Though it abide a yere, two or three,

Murdre wol out, this is my conclufion.

And right anon, the miniftersof the toun

Haue hent the carter, and fore him pyned,
And eke the hofteler fo fore engyned,
That they beknow her wiekednefTe anone,
And were honged by the necke bone.

Here may ye fee that dremes ben to drede.

And certes in the fame lefe I rede,

Right in the next chapter after this,

I gabbe not, fo haue I ioye and blis.

Two men would haue palled ouer the fe

For certaine caufes, into a ferre countre,

If the winde ne had be contrarie,

That made him in a citie to tarrie,

That ftoode full mery vpon an hauen Tide :

But on a day, ayenft an euen tide.

The winde gan chaunge, andblewe as hem left,

Ioly and glad they went to reft,

And call hem full erly for to faile,

But herken to one man fell a great meruaile.

To one of hem in fleping as he lay,
He met a wonders dreme again the day :

Him thought aman ftoode by his beddes fide,

And him commauncktd that he fbould abide,

And faid him thus, Ifthou to morow wende,
Thou fhalt be dreint, my tale is at an ende.

He woke, and tolde his felowe what he mettc,
And praied him his voyage for to lette,

As for that day, he prayd him for to abide.

His felowe that lay by his beddes fide,

Gan for to laugh, and fcorned him full fade:
No dreme (qd. he) may lo my herte agafte,
That I woll let for to do my thinges :

I fet not a flrawe for thy dreminges,
For fweuens ben but vanities and iapes :

Men meten all day of oules and of apes,
And eke of many a mafe therewithall,
Anddremen of a thing that neuer was, nefbalL
But fithe I fee that thou w olt here abide,
And thus flouthe wilfully thy tide,

God
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God woteitruethme, and haue good day,
And thus he toke his leue, and went his way.

But er he had half his courfe yfailed,
I not why, ne what mifchaunce it ayled,
But cafuelly the fliippes botome to rent,

And ftnp and men under the water went
In fight of other fliippes befide,

That with hem failed at the fame tide.

And therefore, fair Pertelot fo dere,

By fuch
enfamples

olde maift thou lere

That no man mould be to rechelefle

Of dremes, for I fay thee doutlefle,

That many a dreme full fore is for to drede.

Lo, in the life of Saint Kenelme
y
we rede,

That was Kenelphus fonne, the noble king
Of Mereturike, how Kenelm mette a thing ,

A little er he were murdred on a day:
His murder in this vifion he fay :

His norice him expouned it euery dele

His fweuen, and baddehim kepe him wele
Fro trayfon, but he was but feuen yere olde,
And therefore little tale he thereof tolde

Of any dreme, fo holy was his herte :

By God, 1 had rather than my fherte,

That ye haue herde his legend, as haue I.

Dame Pertelot
,
I fay to you truely,

Macrobius, that writeth the auifion

In Afrike, of the worthy Scipzoft,

Affirmeth dremes, and faith that they been

Warning of things that we after feen.

And ferthermore I pray you loketh well

In the olde Teftament, of Daniel^
If he helde dremes for vanitie.

Rede eke of Jofeph, and there fhal ye fe

Wonders ben fomtime, but I fay nat all,

Warning of things that after mail fall.

Lo of Egypt the king, that hight Pharao
)

His baker and hisbutteler alfo,

Wheder they felt none effed in dremes,
Who fo woll feke a&es in fundrie remes

,

May rede of dremes a wonder thing,
Lo CrefuSy which was of Lide king,

Mette he not that he fat vpon a tree,

Which fignified he mould honged bee.

Lo Andromeda^ that was Heftors Wife,
That day that Hettor mould le(e his life,

She dremed in die fame night beforne,
How the life of Hetior lhould belorne

If that day he went vnto battaile:

She warned him, but it might not auaile :

He went for to fight neuertheJefle,

But he was flaine anone of Achilles.

But
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But that tale is to long to tell,

And eke it is nigh day, I may nat dwell.

Shortly I fay, as for conclufion,

That I fliall haue of this auifion

Aduerfite: and I fay farthermore,

That I ne tell of laxatiues no flore,

For they ben venemous, I wete it wele :

I hem defie, I loue hem neuer a dele.

But let vs fpeke of mirthe, and ftinte all this,

Madame Perteloty
fo haue I blis,

Of one thing God hath me fent large grace:
For when I fee the beautie of your race,

Ye ben fo fcarlet reed about your eyen,
It maketh al my drede for to dien.

For alfofiker, as Inprincip'to
Mulier eft hominis confufio.

Madame, the fentence of this latin is

Woman is mannes ioye and his blis :

For when I fele on night your foft fide,

Albeit that I may not on you ride,

For that our parche is made fo narowe alas,

I am fo full of ioye and of folas

That I defie both fweuen and dreme :

And with that word he flewe doun fro the bemc,
For it was day, and eke the hennes all :

And with a chuck he gan hem for to call,

For he had found a corne lay in the yerde:

Royall he was, and no more aferde :

He feddred Pertelot twentie time,
And tradde her eke as oft er it was prime.
He loketh as it were a grimme lioun,

And on his toesheromed vp and doun.

Him deened not to fet his fete to the ground :

He chucked, whan he had a corne yfound,
And to him than ran his wiues all.

As royal as a prince in his hall,
Leaue I this Chaunteclere in this pafture :

And after woll I tell of his aduenture.

When the moneth in which the world began,
That hight March that God firft made maa
Was complete, and paffed were alfb,

Sith March began twenty daies and two,
BefiU that Chaunteckre in all his pride,
His feuen wiues walking him befide,
Caft vp his eyen to the bright funne,
That in the figne of Taurus was yrunne
Fourty degrees and one, and fomwhat more :

He knew by kinde, and by none other lore,
That it was prime, and crew with a blifsful fleuen :

The funne he faide is clombe vp to the heuen
Fourty degrees and one, and fomwhat more ywis.

1

Madame Pertelot, my worldes blifle,

Her-
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Herken how thefe blisfu! birdes fmg,
And fee the frefti floures how they gan (bring :

Full is mine hert of reuel, and iblas.

But fodainly him fell a forowftil caas :

For euer the latter ende of ioy is wo,
God wote, worldly ioye is foone ago :

And if a rethore coud faire endite,
He in a chronicle might fafely write

As for a foueraine notabilitie.

Nowe euery wife man herken to me,
This ftory is al fo true I vndertake,
As is the booke of Launcelot du lake,

That women holden in full great reuerence :

Now woll I turne ayen to my fenterice.

A col fox (ful of Height and iniquitie)

That in the groue had wonned yeres three,

By high imagination aforne cade,
The fame night, through the hedge brafte

Into the yerde there Chaunteclere the faire

Was wont and eke his wiues to repaire :

And in a bedde of wortes ftill he lay,
Til it was palled vndren of the day,

Waiting his time, on Chaunteclere to fall:

As gladly done thefe homicides all,

That in a wake lie to murdre men.

O falfe murdrer, rucking in thy den :

O new Scariot
y
and new Gauilion,

O Falfe diilimuler, O greke Sinon

That broughteft Troy vttcrly toforowe,
Chaunteclere, accurfed be the morowe,

That thou in thy yerde flew from the bemes :

Thou were ful vvel warned by thy dremes,
That ilke day was

perillous to thee.

But what that God afore wote, rhuft nedes bee,
After the opinion of certain clerkes,
Witnelle of him, that any clerke is,

That in fchole is great altercation

In this matter, and great difputacion
And hath ben of an hundred thoufand men,
But I ne can nat boulte it to the bren,
As can the holy, doitour faint Auflin,
Or Boece, or the hi[hop Bradmardin,
Whether that goddes worthy foreweting,
Strameth me nedely to do a thing :

(Nedely clepe I fimple neceiTite.)

Or if the Tree choice be graunted me
To do the fame thing, or do it nought,
Though God forewote it, or it was wrought :

Or or his weting ftraineth neuer a dele,
But by necefiitie condiciortele,
1 wol not haueto done or fuch mattere,

My tale is of a cocke, as ye fball here,

That
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That toke his counfaile of his wife with (brow,

To \ralk in the yerde vpon die morow,

That he had met the dreme, as I you tolde.

Womens counfailes ben oft ful colde :

Womens counfaile brought vs firfh to wo,

And made Adam fro Paradife to go,

There as he was ful mery, and well at eafc.

But for I not whom I might dilplcate,

If I counfaile of wemen fhould blame,

Parte ouer, I laid it in my game.
Redeth authors, where they trete of fuch mattere,

And what they fay of women, ye mowe. here.

Thefeben thecockes wordes, ond not mine j

I can of women no harm deuine.

Faire in the fonde to bathe her merely,
Lieth Pertelct and all her fullers by,

Ayenft the funne, and Cbamteclere io fre,

Song merier than the Marmaide in the fe,

fotPhifiologus, faith vtterly,

How that they fingen well and merely.
And fo befell, as he caft his eye

Among the wortes on a butterflie,

He was ware of the foxe that laie full lowe,

Nothing than lift him for to crowe,

But cried cocke, cocke, and vp he ftert,

As one that was afraide in his hert.

For naturally beaftes defireth to flie

Fro her contrarie, if he may it fee,

Tho he neuer erli had teen it with his eye.
This Chaunteclere, when began him efpie,

He would haue fled, but the foxe anone
Said : gentle fir, alas, what wol ye done?

Be ye afrayd of me, that am your frende i

Now certes I were worfe than a fende,
If I to you would harme, or villanie :

I am not come your counfaile to elpie.

But truely the caufe of my comming
Was only to here howe ye fing :

For fothly ye haue as mery a lteuen,

As any angel hath, that is in heuen,
Therewith ye haue of muficke more feling,
Than had Boece or any that can fing.

My lorde your father, God his foule bleffe,

And eke your mother of her gentlenefie
Haue in my houle ben, to my great eaie :

And certes fir, full faine would 1 you pleafe.
But for men fpeken of fmging, I woll fey,
So mote I broken wel mine eyen twey,
Saue you, tie herde I neuer man fo ling,
As did your lather in the morning.
Certes it was of hate, all that belong,
And for to make his voice more ilrong,

He
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He would fo paine him, that with both his eyen
He mud winke, Co loude he mull crien,

Andflonden on-his tiptoes thenvithall,

And ftretch forth his neck, long and fmall.

And eke he was of fuch difcrecion,

That tnere was no man in no region,
That him in fonge or wifdome might pafle.

I haue wel redde dan Burnel the alie

Among his verfes, how that there was a Cocke,
For that a prieftes fonne yaife him a knocke

Vpon his legges, while he was yong and nice,

He made him for to lefe his benefice.

But certaine there is no companion
Betwixt the wifedome and difcrecion

Of your father, and of* his fubtiltie.

Now fingeth fir, for faint charitie,

Let fe, can ye your father counterfete I

This Chauntedere his winges gan to bete,

As a man that could not his trefon afpie,
So was he rauiihed with his flaterie.

Alas ye lordcs, many a falfe fiatterour

Is in yourcourte, and many a falfe lefingour,
That pleafe you wel more by my faith,

Than he that fothfaflrieffe vnto you faith.

Redeth Ecclefiafi of flatterie,

Beware ye lordes of her trecherie.

This Chauntedere ftode hie vpon his toos

Stretchin his necke, and held his eyen cloos,

And gan to crowe loud for the nones :

And dan Rutfel the Foxe ftart vp at ones,

And by the gorget hent Chauntedere,
And on his backe, toward the wood him bere.

For yet was there no man that him fued.

O deftinie, that maift notbeefchued.

Alas that Chauntedere fiewe fro the bemes,
Alas his wife rought not of dremes:

And on a Friday fell all this mifchaunce.

O Venus, that art goddefle of pleafaunce,

Sithens that thy feruant was this Chauntedere,

And in thy feruice did all his powere,
More fordelite than the worldeto multiplie,

Why woldft thou fuffer him on thy dai to die?

O Gaulfride, dere maifter, foueraine,

That whan that worthy king Richardwas flain

With fhot, complaindft his deth fo fore,

W7

hy ne had I now thy fcience and thy lore,

The Friday for to chide, as did ye :

For on a Friday (hortly flaine was he.

Than wold I (hetv you how that I coud plaine,]

For Chauntedere's dredeand for his paine.

Certes fuch cry ne lamentacion

Nas neuer of Ladies made, whan that Hion

LIU Was
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Was won, and Pirrus with his bright fwerde

Whan he hent King Priam by the berde,

And Hough him, ("as faicth Eneidos)

As made all the hennes in thecloos,

Whan they had loftc of Cbaunteckre the fight :

But fouerainly dame Pertelot fliright

Well louder than did Hafdrubalks wife,

Whan that her husbond hath loll his lite,

And that the Romalnes had brent Cartage.
She was fo full of torment and of rage,
That wilfully into the fire ihe flerte,

And brent her lelf with a ftedfaft herte.

O wofull hennes, right fo cryed he,

As whan that Nero brent the citie

Of Rome^ cried the Senatours wiues,

For that her husbondes fliould lefe her liues,

Withouten gilte Nero hath hem flaine.

Now wol I turne to my tale againe.
The fely widowe, and her doughters two

Herde the hennes crie and make wo,
And at the dore Herte they anon,
And faw the foxe towarde the wood gon,
And bare vpon his backe the Cocke away :

And cried out harow and well away :

Aha the Foxe, and after hem they ran,
And eke with ftaues many another man :

Ran, Coll our dogge, Talbot, and eke garlondc,
And Malkin, with her diftaffe in her honde :

Ran Cowe and Calfe, and eke the verie hogges,
For they fo fore aferde were of the dogges,
And fliouting of men and of women eke,

They ran fo, her hert thought to breke.

They yellen as fendes do in hell :

The Duckes cried as men would them quell :

The Geefe for feare flewe ouer the trees,
Out of the Hiues came the fwarme of Bees,
Sohidous wasthenoifc, a bencdicite :

Certes Jacke Strawe, ne hismeine,
Ne made neuer flioutes halfe fo

flirill,

Whan that they would any Flemming kill,
As that daie was made vpon the Foxe.
Of brafle they blewe the trompes and of boxe,"
Of home and bone, in which they blew and pouped
Andtherwith theyftiriked and ihoutcd:
It feemed as though heauen fliould fall,
Now good men, I pray you herken all.

Lo how fortune tourneth fodainly
The hope and the pride of her enemy.
This Cocke thatlaie vpon the Foxe backe,
In all his drede vnto the Foxe lie /pake,
And faied, fir, if I were as ye,
Yet fliould I laie, as wife God help me,

Tour-
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Tourneth ayen, ye proud churles all :

A very peftilence ypon you fall.

Now am I come vnto t(iff vjopds fide,

Maugre yoar lied, the Cocke (hall here abide,

I woll him cate in faith, and that anon.

The Foxe ahfwred, in faith it [hal be,don :

*

nd as he fpake

jfiis Cock brake

[nd high upori*a tree

And whan the Foxe faw that he was gon,
Alas Cqd. he) O Cbau/iteclcre, alas,

I haue fqd. he) doe to you trefpas,

In as much as 1 made you aferde,

Whan i you hent, and brought out of your yerde,
But fir, I did it n^e'in no wicked entent *

Come doun, and I flial tel yoilwhat I ment,
I fhall you fay fothe, God helpe me fo.

_ Nay than (cjd. he) I (hrewe vs both two,
Arid firil I fhrewe my felf, both blood and boriesf"

If thou begyleme^fter than ones :

Thou (halt no more with thy ftaterie
*

Doe me fi^wjth a-wjnkins eye. f
.7fOTevtfcat^iriketh when rje ihodkl

fee^ TV ^ v\ >\ \)
All wilfully, God let him neuer thee.

Naie Cqd. theibxe) but God yeue him mifchance,

TA

That is fo indifcrete of gouernaunce
That iangleth, whan that he ihoqld haue pass,

Lo, fuch it is for to be recrfeles
5 " 3f1 *

And negligent, and truft on flatterie.

But ye that holde this tale a lie \a 1o :.wos\0
As of a foxe, of a Cocke, and of a Hen, \ \v.; Sl HdVmX
Taketh the moralitie good men.

For Samt Poule faieth, all that written is, \ .

v

To our do&rine it is written ywis.
v V

Vm
t^

Taketh the fruit, and let the chaffebe (Till. W'j \o
Now good God, if that it be thy will, V

( wioH
As faieth my Lorde, fo make vs all good men :

And bring vs to the high blefle. Amen. , ,
\

\tt<u

L1I1 a
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rte ARGUMENT.
J Gentlewoman out of an Arbor ma Grfye, feeth a

great company of

^nights and Ladies in a Dance upon the
greens Grafs : the which beiw

ended, they all heel down, and do honour to the Dai
Jk, fome to the Flow-

er, and fome to the Leaf. Afterward this Gentlewoman learneth by one

of thefe Ladies tfa meaning hereof which is this : Tl?ey which honour tfo

Flower
,

a
thing fading with every $laft, are fuch as look, after Beauty

and worldly Tleajure
: But they that honour the

Leaf, which abideth

with the (Root, notwithftandiyig
the Fro/Is and Winter Storms, are they

which follow Vertue and during Qualities, without jegard of worldly

%efpeBs.

HEN that Thelus his chaire ofgold fo hie

Had whirled vp the fterrie sky aloft,

And in the Boole was entred certainly,
When fhourcs fweetf-of raine defcended oft,

Caufing the ground fele times and oft,

Vp for to giue many an w hoifome aire,

And euery plaine was clothed fairc

With
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With new grene, and maketh fniall flours

To fpringen here, and there in field and in made,
So very good and vvholfome be the ihoures.

That it reneueth that was old and deede,
In winter timeand out of euery feeder :i nsffcc

,

Springeth the hearbe, fo that euery Wight
Of this feafon wexeth glad and light.

Tftbn

And I fo glad of the feafon ftvete,

Was happed thus ypon a certain niglit,

As I lay in my bid', fle'epe ful vnmete
Was vnto me, but why that I ne might
Reft, I ne wift,'for there nas earthly wight,
As I fuppofe, had more hearts eafe

Then I, for I nad ficknefle rior difeafe.

fiil mib oriv/ I

Wherefore I meruaile greatly of my felfe,

That I fo long withouten fieepe lay,

And vp I rofe three1 hotfres after twelfe,

About the fpringing of the day,
And on I put my geare and mine array,
And to a pleafaunt groue I gan palle,

Long or the bright fonn<3 vp rifen was.

In which were Okes great, flreight ds a Unci,

Vnder the which, the graiTe,
fo freihiof hew,

Was newly fprong,and an eight foot or nine

Euery tree well fro his felow grew,
With braunches brode, lade with leues new,
That fprongen out ayen the fonne ihene,
Some very red, and fome a glad light greae;

Which, as me thought, was right a pleafaunt fight,
And eke the birddes foflg fort here,

Would haue reioifed any earthly wight,
And I that couth not yet in no manere,
Heare the Nightingale of all the yerc,
Full bufily herkened with hert and with

eare,
If I her voice perceiue could any where.

And at the lad a path of litlebreade

I found, that greatly had nocvfed be,

For it forgrowen was. with grafie and weede,
That well vnneth a wight might it fe :

Thouzt I this path fome whider goth parde,
And fo I followed, till it me brought
To right a pleafaunt herber well ywrought,

That benched was, and with turfes new

Freflily turned, whereof thegrcene gras,
So fmall, fothicke, (b fbort, lb freih of hew,

That
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That moil like vnto green wel wot I it was,

The hegge alfo that yede in compas,

Anil doted in all the green herlxre,

With ficamour was let and eglaterc

Wrethen in fere fo wel and cunningly, r

That euery branch and leafe grew by mefure,

Plain as abord, of an height by and by,

I fee ncuer thing I you enfure,

So wel done, for he that tooke the cure

It to make ytrow, did all his peine
To make it pafie, all tho that men haue feyne.

And fhapen wrts this herber roofe and all

As a prety parlour, and alto

1 he hegge, as thicke as a Cartel wall,

7 hat who that lift without to ftond or go,

Though he would all day prien to and fro,

He mould not fee if there were any wight
Within or no, but one within well might

Perceiue all tho that yeden there without

In the field that was on euery fide

Couered with come and grade, that out of doubt,"

Though one would feeke all the world wide,

So rich a field could not be efpide

On no coaft, as of the quantity,

For of all good thing there was plenty.

And I that all this pleafaunt fight fie,

Thought fodainly I felt fo fweet an aire

Of the eglentere, that certainly
There is no heart I deme in fuch difpaire.

Ne with thoughts froward and contraire,

So ouerlaid, but it fhould (bone haue bote,
If it had ones felt this fauour foote.

And as I flood and caft afide mine eie,

I was ware of the faireft Medle tre

That euer yet in all my life I fie,

As ful of blofomes as it might be,

Therein a goldfinch leaping pretile
Fro bough to bough, and as him lift he eet

Here and there of buds and floures fivect.

And to the herber fide wasjoyning
This faire tree, of which I haue you told,
And at the laft the brid began to fing,
Whan he had eaten what he eat wold,
So palling fweetly, that by manifold
It was more pleafaunt than I could deuife,
And when his fong was ended in this wife,

The
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The Nightingale with fo merry a note

Anfwred him, that all the wood rong
So fodainly, that as it were a fote,

I flood aftonied, fo was I with the fong
Thorow rauiihed, that till late and long,
I ne wift in what place I was, ne where,

Andayenme thought fhe fong euen by mine ere.

Wherefore I waited about bufily
On euery fide, if I.her might fee,

And at the laft I gan full well afpy
Where fhe fat in a frefli greene laurey tree,

On the further fide euen right by me,
That gaue fo paffing a delicious fmell,

According to the eglentere full well.

Whereof I had fo inly great pleafure,
That as me thought I furely rauiihed was
Into Paradife, where my defire

Was for to be, and no ferther pafle

As for that day, and on the fote grafle
I fat me downe for as for mine entent,

The birds fong was more conuenient,

And more pleafaunt to me by manyfoki,
Than meat or drinke, or any other thing,
Thereto the herberwas fo frefli and cold,

The wholfome fauours eke fo comforting,
That as I deemed, fith the beginning
Of the world was neuer feen or than

So pleafant a ground of none earthly man.

And as I fat, the birds harkening thus,

Me thought that I heard voices fodainly,
The moft fweeteft and moft delicious

That euer any wight I trow trewly
Heard in their life, for the armony
And fweet accord was in (b good mufike,
That the voice to Angels molt was like.

At the laft, out of a groue euen by,

That was right goodly, and pleafant to fight,

I fie where there came finging lultily

A world of ladies, but to tell aright

Their great beauty, itlieth not in my might
Ne their aray neuerthclefle I fhall

Tell you a part, though I fpeake not of all.

The furcotes white of veluet wcle
fitting,

They were clad, and the femes ech one,
As it were a maner garnifhing,

Wa
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Was fet with Emerauds one and one,

By and by, but many a rich (tone

Was fet on the purfiles out of dout

Of colors, fleues, and traines round about.

As great pearles round, and orient,

Diamonds fine, and rubies red,

And many another ftone, of which I went

The names now, and cuerich on her head,

A rich fret of gold, which without dread

Was full of (lately rich (tones fet,

And euery lady had a chapclet

On her head of frefli and grene,
So wele wrought, and fo merueloufly,
That it was a noble fight to fene,

Some of laurer, and lbme ful pleafauntly
Had chaplets of woodbind, and ladly
Some of Agnus caftus were alfo

Chapelets frefli, but there were many of tho

That daunced, and eke fong ful foberly,
But all theyyede in maner of compace,
But one there yede in mid the company
Soole by her (Life, but all folowed the pace
That (lie kept, whofe heauenly figured face

So pleafaunt was, and her welefhape perfon,
That of beauty me pad hem euerichon.

And more richly befeene by manyfold
She was al(b in euery maner thing,
On her head ful pleafaunt to behold,
A crowne of gold rich for any king,
A braunch of Agnus caftus eke bearing
In her hand, and to my fight trewly,
She lady was of the company.

And die began a roundell luflely,
That Sufe le joyle de vert moy, men call,

Seen & mon
ioly cuer en dormyy

And than the company anfwered all,

With voice fweet entuned, and fo fmall,
That me thought it the fweeteft melody
That euer I heard in my life foothly.

And thus they came dauncing and Tinging
Into the middesof the mede echone,
Before the herber where I was

fitting,
And God wot my thought I was wel bigone>
For than I might auife hem one by one,
Who faireft was, who coud beft dance or

Ting,
Or whomod womanly was in all thing.

They
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They had not daunced but a little throw,
When that I heard not fer of fodainly,
So great a noife of thundering trumps blow,
As though it mould haue departed the skie,.

And after that within a while I fie,

From the fame groue where the ladies come out,

Of men of armes comming fuch a rout,

As all ye men on earth had ben afTembled

In that place, wele horfed for the nones,

vStering fo faft, that all the earth trembled :

But for to fpeake of riches and flones,

And men and horfe I trow ye large wones,
Of Tretir John, ne all his trefory,

Might not vnneth haue bouzt the tenth party.

Of their array who (6 lift heare more,
I flial rehearfe fo as I can a lite :

Out of the groue that I fpakeof before,
I fie come firft all in their clokes white,
A company that were for their delite,

Chapelets frefh of okes feriall,

Newly fprong, arid trumpets they were all.

On euery trumpe hanging a broad banere

Of fine Tartarium were fulrichely bete,

Euery trumpet his lordes armes here

About their necks with great pearles fete,

Colers brode for cod they would not lete,

As it would feeme for their fcochones echone,
Were fet about with many a precious Hone.

Their horie harneis was all white alio,

And after them next in one company,
Came kings of armes and no mo,
In clokes of white cloth of gold richely,

Chapelets of greene on their heads on hye,
The crownes that they on their fcochones bere,

Were fet with pearle, ruby, and Saphere.

And eke great Diamonds many one,

But all their horfe harneis and other geare
Was in a (lite according euerichone,
As ye haue heard the forefaid trumpets were,
And by feeming they were nothing to lere,

And there guiding, they did fo manerely,
And after hem came a greatcompany

Of heraudes and purfeuants eke,

Arraied in clothes of white veluet,

And hardily they were nothing to feke,

M m m m How
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How they on hem fliould the hameis fet,

And euery man had on a chapelet

Scochones and eke horfe harneis in dede,

They had in lute of hem that before hem yede.

Next after hem came in armour bright

All faue their heads, feemely knights nine,

And euery clafpe and naile as to my fight

Of their harneis were of red gold fine,

With cloth of gold, and furred with ermine

Were the trappours of their fledes ftrong,

Wide and large, that to the ground did hong.

And euery boofe of bridle and paitrell

That they had, was worth as I would wene,
A tttoufand pound, and on their heads well

Drafted were crownes of laurer grene,

The bed made that euer I had fene,

And euery knight had after him riding

Three henfh men on him awaiting.

Of which euery on a fhort tronchoun

His lords helme bare fo richly dight,
That the word was worth the raunfoun

Of a king, the fecond a fhield bright
Bare at his neck, the thred bare vpright
A mighty fpheare, ful fharpe ground and kene,
And euery child ware of leaues grene

A frelh chapelet vpon his haires bright,
And clokes white of fine veluet they were,
Their deeds trapped and raied right
Without difference as their lords were,
And after hem on many a frelh corlere,
There came of armed knights fucha rout,
That they befprad the large field about.

And all they ware after their Degree

Chapelets new, made of laurer grene,
Some of oke, and fome of other trees.

Some in their honds bare boughes fliene,

Some of laurer, and fome of okes kene,
Some of hauthorne, and fome of woodbind,
And many mo, which I had not in mind.

And fo they came their horfes frefhly ftering
With bloody fownes of her trompes loud,
There fie I many an vncouth difguifing
In the array of thefe knights proud,
And at the lad as euenly as they coud,

They took their places in middes of the mede,
And euery knight turned his horfe hede

To
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To his fellow, and lightly laid a fpeare

In the reft, and fo iuftes began
On euery part abouthere and there,

Some brake his (pere, fom drew down hors and man,
About the field aftray the deeds ran

And to behold their rule and gouernaunce,
I you enfure it was a great pleafaunce

And fo the iuftes laft and hour and more,
But tho that crowned were in laurer grene,
Wan the prife, their dints were fo fore,

That there was none ayenft hem might fuftene,

And the iufting all was left of clene,

And fro their horfe the ninth alight anon,
And fo did all the remnant everichon.

And forth they yede togider twain and twain,

That to behold it was a worldly fight ,;,
.

Toward the ladies on the green plain,

That fong and daunced as I faid now right
The ladies as foone as they goodly might,

They brake of both the fong and dance,
And ycde to meet hem with full glad fembiance.

And every lady took full womanly
By the bond a knight, and forth they yede
Unto a fair laurer that ftood faft by,

With leues laid the boughes ofgreat brede,

And to my dome there neuer was indede

Man, that had feen halfe fo faire a tre,

For vnderneath there might it wel have be

An hundred pcrfons at their own plefance
Shadowed fro the heat of Phebus bright,
So that they fhould have felt no greuaace
Of raine ne haile that hem hurt might,
The fauour eke reioice would any wight",

That had be lick or melancolius,

It was fo very good and vertuous.

And with great reuerence they enclining low

To the tree fo foot and faire of hew,
'

\

And after that within a little throw

They began to fing and daunce of new,
Some fong of loue, fome plaining of vntrew,

Enuironingthe tree that ftood vpright,

And euer yede a lady and a knight.

And at the laft I caft mine eie afide,

And was ware ofa lufty company
That came roming out of the field vuJe,

Hond in hond a knight and a lady,

The ladies all in lurcotes that richly M m m m % Pur-
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Purfiled were with many a rich ftone,

And euery knight of greene ware mantels on.

Embrouded well fo as the furcotes were,

And euerich had a chaplet on her lied,

Which did right well upon the mining here,

Made of goodly floures white and red,

The knights eke that they in hond led

In lute of hem ware chapelets euerichone
;

And before hem went minftrels many one.

As Harpes, Pipes, Lutes, and Sautry
All in greene, and on their heads bare

Of divers floures made full craftely
All in a fate goodly chapelets they ware,
And fo dauncing into the mede they fare,

In mid the which they found a tuft that was
All ouerfprad with floures in compas.

Whereto they enclined euerichon

With great reuerence, and that full humbly,
And at the lart there began anon
A lady for to fmg right womanly
A Bargaret in praifing the daifie,

for as me thought among her notes fwete

She faid Si doujet & la Margarete.

Then they all anfwered her in fere,'

So paflingly well, and fo pleafauntly,
That it was a blifsful noifeto here,
But I not it happed fodainly,
As about noone the fonne fo fervently
Waxe whote, that the prcty tender floures

Had loft the beauty of her frelh colures.

Forlhronke with heat, the ladies eke to brent,
That they ne will where they hem might bellow,
The knights fwelt for lack of fhade nie fhent,
And after that within a little throw, v i!

The wind began fo fturdily to blow,
That down goeth all the floures euerich one.
So that in all'the mede there laft not one,

Saue fuch as fuccoured were among the leues,
Fro euery ftorme that might hem aflaile,

Growing under heggesand thick greues,
And after that there came a dorm of haile,
And raine in feare, fo that withouten faile,
The ladies ne the knights nade o threed

Dry on them, fo dropping was her weed.

And whan the ftorm wascleane pafled awav,
Tho in White that flood vndcr the be,

'

Tfey

-<*i
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They felt nothing of the great affray,

That they in greene without had in ybe, ,^&
To them they yed for routh and pite,

Them to comfort after their great dileafe,

So faine they were the helpleiie for to eafe.

Then I was ware how one of hem in grene
Had on a crown rich and well fitting,

Wherfore I demed wel flie was a Quene,
And tho in grene on her were awaiting,
The ladies then in white that were coming
Toward them, and the knightes in fere

Began to comfort hem and make hem chere.

The Qyeen in white, that was of great beauty,
Tooke by the hond the queen that was in grene,
And faid, fuller, I have great pity
Of your annoy, and of the troublous tene,
Wherein ye and your company have bene

So long alas, and if that it you pleafe
To go with me, I {hall do you theeafe,

In all the pleafnre that I can or may :

Wherofthe tother humbly as Hie might,
Thanked her, for in right ill array
She was with fiorm and heat I you behight,
And euery lady then anon right
That were in white, one of them took in grene

By the hond, which when the Knights had fene,

In likewife ech ofthem took a knight
Clad in grene, and forthwith hem they fare,
Tc an hegge, where they anon right
To make thele iufts they would not fpare

Boughes to hew down, and eke trees fquare,
Wherwith they made hem (lately fires greatj
To dry their clothes that were wringing wcat.

And after that of hearbs thar there grew,

Thoy made for blifters of the ibnne brenning,

Very good and wholfome ointments new,
Where that they yede the lick faff anointing,
And alter that they yede about gadering
Plcafaunt falades which they made hem eat,
For to refreih their great vnkindly heat.

The lady of thelcafe then began to pray
Her of the floure (for fo tomy 1ecming
They fhould be as by their array)

'fofoupe with her, and eke 'or any thing,
'I hat Ihe fhould with her all her people bring ;

And Ihe ayen in right goodly manere,
Thanketh her of her moft friendly cheare, Saying
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Saying plainly, that flie would obay
With all her hart all her commaundement,
And then anon without lenger delay
The lady of the Leafe hath one yfent

For a palfray after her intent,

Araied well and fair in harnais of gold,

For nothing lacked, that to him long fhold.

And after that to all her company
She made to puruey horfe and euery thing
That they needed, and then full luftily,

Euen by the herber where I was fitting

They pafled all fo pleafantly fmging,
That it would have comforted any wight,
But then I fie a parting wonder fight.

For then the nightingale, that all the day
Had in the laurer fete, and did her might
The whol feruice to fing longing to May,
All fodainly gan to take her Might,
And to the lady of the leafe forth right
She flew, and fet her on her hond foftly,

Which was a thing I marueled of greatly.

The goldfinch eke that fro the medill tre

Was fled for heat into the bullies cold,

Unto the Lady of the Flower gan fle,

And on hir hond he fet him as he wold,
And pleafantly his wings gan to fold,

And for to fing they pairled hem both as fore,

As they had do of all the day before.

And fo thefe Ladies rode forth a great pace,
And all the rout of knights eke in fere,

And I that had fene all this wonder cafe,

Thought I would aflay in fome manere,
To know fully the trouth of this matere,

And what they were that rode lb pleafantly,

And when they were the herber pafled by,

I dreft me forth, and happed to mete anon

Right a faire Lady 1 you enfure,
And flie come riding by hir felf alone,
All in white, with femblance ful demure

Ifalutedher, and bad her goodauenture
Muft her befall, as I coud moft humbly,
And flie anfwered, my doughter gramercy.

Madam (qd. 1) if that I durfl enquere
Of you 1 would iaine of that company
Wit what they be that pad by this arbere,

And



' ... I
I I

Of the Flout-e and the Leafe. 635
And flie ayen anfwered right friendly :

My faire doughter, all tho that pafled hereby
In white clothing, be feruants euerichone-

Vnto the Leafe, and I my (elf am one.

Se ye not her that crowned is fqd. fhe)
All in v, hite ? Madame (qd. I) yes :

That is Diane, goddes of chaflity,
And for bicaufe that fhe a maiden is,

In herhond the braunch fhe bereth this,

That Agnus cafltts men call properly,
And all the ladies in her company

Which ye fe of that hearb chaplets weare,
Be fuch as han kepte alway her maidenhede :

And all they that of laurer chaplets beare,

Be fuch as hardy were and manly indeed,
Victorious name which neuer may be dede,
And all they were fo worthy of ther hond,
In her time that none might hem withftond.

Arid tho that weare chapelets on ther hede

Of frefh woodbind, be fuch as neuer were

To loue vntrue in word, thought, ne dede,

But aye fledfaft, ne for pleafance, ne fere,

Thogh that they fhuld their harts all to tere,

Would neuer flit, but euer were fledfaft,

Till that their hues there afunder braft.

Now faire Madame (qd. I) yet I would pray,
Your ladifhip if that it might be,

That I might know by fome maner way,
Sith that it hath liked your beaute,

The trouth of thefe ladies for to tell me,
What that thefe knights be in rich armour,
And what tho be in greene and weare the flour.-1

And why that fome did reuerence to the tre,

And fome vnto the plot of floures faire :

With rizt good will my fair doughter (qd. fhe)

Sithyoure defire is good and debonaire,

Tho nine crowned be very exemplaire,
Of all honour longing to chiualry,

And thofe certainebe called the nine worthy.

Which ye may fe riding all before,

That in her time did many a noble dede,
And for their worthines ful oft haue bore

The crowne of laurer leaues on their hede,
As ye may in your old bookes rede,

And how that he that was a conquerour,
Had by laurer alway his mofl honour.

And
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And tho that beare bowes in their hond

Of the precious laurer fo notable,

Be fifth as were I woll ye vnderllond,

Noble knights of the round table,

And eke the doufeperis honourable,

Which they bare in the figne of victory,
Jt is witnes of their dedes mightily.

Eke there be knights old of the Garter,

That in her time did right worthily,
And the honour they did to the laurer,

Is for by they haue their laud wholly,
Their Triumph eke and marlhall glory,
Which vnto them is more parfit riches,
Then any wight imagine can or gelle.

For one leafe giuen of that noble tre,

To any wight that hath done worthily,
And it be done fo as it ought to be,
Is more honour than any thing earthly,
Witnes of Rome that founder was truly
Of all knighthood and deeds maruelous,
.Record I take of Titus Liuius.

And as for her that crowned is in greene,
It is Flora, of thefe floures goddehe,
And all that here on her awaiting beene,
It are fuch thatlouedidlenes,
And not delite of no bufmes,
But for to hunt, and hauke, and pley in medes,
And many other fuch idle dedes.

And for the great delite and pleafaunce

They haue to the floure, and fo reuerently

They vnto it do fuch obeifaunce,
As ye may fe now faire Madame (qd. I)
If I durft aske what is the caufe, and why,
Thatknightes haue the figne of honour,
Rather by the leafe than by the floure.

Sothly doughter fqd.ftiee) this is thetrouth,
For knights euer Ihould be perfeuering,
Tofeeke honour without feintife or llouth,
Fro wele to better in all maner thing,
In figne of which with leaues aye lalting,
They be rewarded after their degree,
Whofe lufty green May, may not appaired be.

But aye keping their beauty frefh and greene,
For there nis ftorme that may hem deface,
Haile nor fnow, wind nor frofts kene,

Where-
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Wherefore they haue this propertie and grace,
And for the floure within a little fpace
Woll be loft, fo fimple of nature

They be, that they nogreuahce may endure.

Afi<i euery ftorme will blow them foone i

Ne they 'laft not but for a feafbn,

That if their caufe the very ttouth to faj

That they may no^lsy no way of reafon

Be put to nofuch occupacion,
Madame (qd. I) with all mine whole feruife,

\ thankeyou now in my moft humble wife.

For now I am acertained througliiy

8
tor now l am acertained tnrougniy
Of cuery thing I defired to know, J i fW
I aai right glad that I haue faidjothly (f

Ought to your pleafure if ye will me trow.

f^Qd. (lie) ayen but to whom doe you owe
YourTeruice, and which woll ye honour,

.
Telf me I. pray, this year, the. leafe'or the floure.

- w\
{-J \

Madame (qd. I) though I leail worthy,
OTnto .the leal e I>pwe mine obleruaunce :

That is (qd. (he) right well done*certainly,

And I pray God to honour you auaunce,
And kepeyou fro the wicked remembraunce
Of male bouch and all his crueltie,

And all that good and well condicioned be.

Tor here may T no lenger now abide,

Qlmuft follow die great company ^X '~X rx r\
^hkfz may ice yonder before you ride/1 * ^. 3. "SJ

And forth as I couth moft humbly,
I tooke my leue of her as me gan hie

After hem as faft as euer fhe might,
And I drow homeward, for it was nigh night*

How daril thoir put thy lelfe in prees for dredft/<o\

It is wonder that thou wexeft not rede,

Siththat thou woft ful lite wholhall behold

Thy rude langa'ge, ful boiftoufty vnfold. 3ih ibiriw lO)
tr/1 bnpl zirbzew HA
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rbl!Tke ARGUMENT.

A Batchkr of I(jng ArchurV Court is enjoynecl'bythe Qwtn to tell what

thing it is that women moji (teftre.
,

At
length be is taught it by an old

Woman, who forthafamjiifmprcedto.Manyftt-.

'N the old daies oflMaE'ldttotir,

(Of which the Breto& {p&ktti great hoitour)
All was this lond fulfilled of fairy,

The Elfe quene, with her ioly company
Daunfed full oft in many a grene mede :

This was the old opinion as I rede.

I fpeake of many an hundred yere ago,
But now can no man fe none elfes mo,

I

Epcru>v*tthe great charite and praiersJie great cnante and praiers ,
)urs and otlier holy FrerB/1 flH

That
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That ferchen euery land and euery ftreme,
As thicke as motes in the Sunne beme,

Bliffing halles, chambers kitchens and boures,

Citees, borowes, caftelles, and hie toures,

Thropes, bernes, ftiepens, and deiries,

This rr.aketh, that there been no fairies :

For there as wont to walke was an Elfe,

There walketh now the limitour himfelfe

In vndermeles, and in mornynges,
And faieth his Mattins and his holy thinges
As he goeth in his limitacioun :

Women may go fafely vp and doun
In euery bum, and vnder euery tre,

There nis none other Incubus but he,

And he ne will doen hem no diihonour.

And fo fell it, that this kyng Artour

Had in his houfe a lufty batcheler,
That on a day come riding fro the riuer :

And happed, that alone as he was borne,
He faw a maid walkyng him biforne,

Of which maid anon, maugre her hed^

(By very forced he biraft hermaidenhed :

For which opprefiion was fuch clamour,
And foch purfute vnto king Artour,

That dampned was this knight to be dedde

By courfe of law, and fhould hauc loft his hed.

Perauenture foch was the llatute tho :

But that the Quene, and other ladies mo
So long praiden the king of grace,
Till he his life graunted in that place,
And yaue him to the quene, all at her will

To chefe where that me would him faue or
fpill.

The quene thanketh the king w ith all her might,
And after this thus fpake (he to the knight,
Whan me fey her time on a day :

Thou ftandeth yet Cqd. me) in fuch aray,
That of thy life yet haft thou no fuerte :

Igrauntthee thy life, if that thou canft telle me
What thing is it that women moft defiren :

Beware and kepe thy necke bone from yren.

And if thou canft not tell it me anon,
Yet wol I yeue thee leue for to gon
A twelue moneth and a day to feke and lere

An anfwere fufficient in this matere.

And fuertie wol I haue er that thou pafie,

Thy body for to yelde in this place.

Wo was the knight, and forowfully he fiketh :

But what i he may not don al as him liketh.

And at laft he chefe him for to wende, r-

And come ayen right at the yeres ende

With fuch anfwer as God wold him puruay :

And taketh his leue, and wendeth forth his way.
N n n n x Ks
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He feketh euery houfe and cuery place,

Where as he hopeth for to flnde grace,

To lerne what thing women louen mofl :

But he ne couth ariuen in no cod,
Where as he might find in thismatere

Two creatures according yfere.

Some faid women loued befl richefle,

Some faid honour, fome laid iolynefle,

Some faid riche aray, fome faid luft a bed,

And ofte time to ben widowe and wed.

Some faid, that our herte is mofl y efed

Whan that we ben flattered and y plefed.

He goeth full nye the fothe, I wol not lye,

A man fhall winne vs befl with flaterye,

And with attendaunce, and with bufinefle

Ben we ilymed both more and leffe.

And fome men fain, how that we loven befl

For to ben fre, and do right as vs left :

And that no man repreue vs of our vice,

But fay that we be wife and nothing nice.

For trewly there nis none of vs all,

If any wight wol clawe vs on the gall,

That we nil kike, for that he faith vs fothe :

Aftaye, and he fhal finde it, that fo dothe.

For we be neuer fo vicious within,

We woll be holden wife and cleane of fin.

And fome men fain, that gret delite haue we
For to ben holde liable and eke fecre,

And in o purpofc fledfaftly to dwell,
And nat bewray thing that men vs tell.

But that tale is not worth a rake flele,

Parde we women can nothing hele,

Witnefle of Midas, woll ye here the tale >

Ouide, among other things fmall

Said, Midas had vnder his long heeres

Growing on his heed, two afles eeres :

The which vice he hidde, as he befl might,
Ful fubtelly from euery mannes fight :

That faue his wife, there wifle of it no mo,
He loued her mofl, and trufted her alfo,

He praied her that to no creature

She nolde tellen of his disfigure.
She fwore him nat for all the world to win,

She nolde do that villanie, ne that fin,

To maken her husbonde haue fo foule a name :

She nold nat tell it for her ownc fhame.
But nathcles, her thought that fhedide,
That lhe fo long fliould a counfaile hide,
Her thought it lwol fo fore about her herr,
That nedely fome word (he mud a llert :

And fith fhe durll tellen it to no man,
Doun to amarris tall by fhe ran,
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Til me came there, her hert was on a fyre :

And as a bittour bumbeth in the myre,
She laid her mouth vnto to the water adoun.

Bewray me not thou water with thy foun

Qd. (he, to thee I tell it and to no mo,

My husbonde hath long afles eres two.

Now ismyn hert al hole, now it is out,
I might nolengerkepe it out of dout.

Here mowe ye (e, though we a time abide,

Yet out it mote, we can no counfaile hide.

The remnaunt of the tale if ye will here,

Redeth Ouide^ and there ye may it lere.

This knight, of which my tale is fpeciaUy,
Whan that he fawe he might not come therby,
This is to fay, what women louen mode :

Within his herte forowful was hisgofte.
But home he goth, he might not foiourne,
The day was come, he mud home returne.

And in his way it happed him to ride

In al his care vnder a foreft fide,

Where he (awe vpon a daunce go
Of ladies foure and twenty, and yet mo :

Toward the daunce he drowe him, and that ycrne>
In hope that fome wifdome ihould he lerne.

But certainly er that he came fully there,

Vanifhed was the daunce, he nift not where,
No creature faw he that bare life,

Saue in thegrene, he faw fitting an olde wife :

A fouler wight there may no man deuife.

Againe the knight the olde wife gan arife,

And faid, fir knight, here forth lieth no way,
Tell me what ye feken by your fay,

Peraduenture it may the better be :

This olde folkeconne much thing (qd. fhe.)

My lefe mother (qd. this knight,) certaine,
I nam but dede, but if that I can faine,

What thing it is that women mod defire :

Coud ye me wifle, I wold quite well your hire.

Plight me thy trouth here in my hand ("qd. the)

The next thing that I require of the

Thou lhalt it do, if it be in thy might,
And I woll tell it you, or it be night.
Hauehere my trought (qd. the knizt^ Igraunt.
Than (qd. (he) I may me wel auaunt,

Thy life is fafe, for I wol ftond therby,

Vpon my life the quene will fay as I .*

Let fe, which is the proudefl of hem all

That weareth on a kerchefe or a call,

That dare nay fay, of that I Ihall you teche,
Let vs go forth without Ienger fpeche.
Tho rowned ilie a piftell in his ere,

And bad him to be glad and haue no fere.

Whan
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Whan they ben comen to the court, this knizt

Said, he had hold his day, as he hadhight,

And rcdy was his anfwere as he faid :

Full many a noble wife, and many a maid

And many a widow, for that they be wife,

(The quene her felfe fitting as a iuflife.)

Affembled ben his anfwere tor to here,

And afterward this knight was bode apere.

To euery wight commaunded was filencc,

And that the knight lhould tell in audience,

What thing that worldly women loued belt,

This knight ne ftode not ftill as doth a beft,

But to his queftion anon anfwerd

With manly voice, that all the court it herd.

My liege lady, generally (qd. he)
Women defiren to haue fouerainte

As well ouer her husbonds as her loue,

And for to ben in maiftry hem aboue.

This is your mod deftre, though ye me kill,

Doth as you lift, I am here at your will.

In all the court nas there wife ne maid

Ne widow, that contraried that he faid,

But faid, he was worthy han his life.

And with that word, vp ftert the old wife,

Which that the knight fond fitting on thegrene:

Mercy Cqd. (he) my foueraine lady quene,
Er that your court depart, do me right

-

I taught this anfwere vnto this knight,
For which he plight me his trouth there,

The firft thing I would of him requere,

He wold it do, if it Iffy in his might :

Before the court than pray 1 the, fir knight,

CQd. flie) that thou me take vnto thy wiie,

For wellthou wooft, that I haue kept thy life :

If I fay falfe, lay nay vpon thy fay.

This knight anfwerd, alas and w elaway :

I wot right well that fuch was my beheil,

For Goddes loue chefe a new reqqeft :

Take all my good, and let my body go.

Nay (qd. fhej than I fhrewe vs both two.

For though that I be foule, olde, and pore,
I nolde for al the metal! ne the .ore,

That under yerth is grauc, or lithe aboue,
But if I thy wife^vere and thy loue..

My loue Cqd. he^my my dampnacion
Alas that any of my nacion

Should ever fo foule difparaged be.

Butal for nought, theendeis this, that lie

Conftrained was, that nedesmuft he her wed,
And taketh this olde wife, and goeth to bed.

Now wolden fome men fay perautnture
That for my negligence, I do no cure

To
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To tellen you the Ib'yiaiid

the array.,

That at the f<tew5 that ilke. day.
To the wMefr^ftigarifwere ihortly I mall :

I fay there was r!oi6y we feeft at 4\%
There nas but hetftffetfe and much forowe :

For pritSfely he^d'^i her on a morowe,
And alday after hil<fiimas an oule.

So wo was him his wife; Ibked fo foule.

Gret was the {brow/the knizt had in his thouzt

Whan he was'-Wifcft^frwife'a beddeibrought,
He waloweth, "and tu?rieth.to arid fro.

His olde wife lay frrfiling euermo,

And faid, & !8&l&MmbtfdQ,} benedicite,

Fareth euery knight thus as ye ? .

Is this the law@r

^Plilrig;^^ih6uie ?

Is euery knight of fiiS totab fo datngeroufe 4

I am your own Ifeu^j^rid eke your wife,

I am Ihe, which that faued hath your life,

And certes yet did I ne5uer you vnright.

Why fare ye thusTtfUft-gi* the firfl night i

Ye faren like a man that had 16le his wit.

Fy, what is my gilt ? for gods iouetell me it,

And it flial be amended if I may.
Amended (qd. tiftfr krfiglit)!alas nay nay :

That woll not ben arrieftded neuer mo,
Thou art fo lothlj^'-and fa olde alfo,

And thertocomenpffoJdwe'aiindej
That litle wonder^ tfeftfaz1 ^afcra* and winde,
So would god (qd . he) mm here would brezt. ; .

Is this (qd. ihe)thfc'tofei of youjf.'vnreft
?

Ye certainly (qd. h*T) >rio w6nder; :nis. |j

Now fir (qd.-ffe-
1

? otith amend all this,

If that me lift, er it w#tf<
r

dales three,

So wel ye might b^eyttuf'vnfairie.
But for ye fpeke -ol^fisch gehtiia^iTe,

As is difcended ou^^olde rididle,

That therfore ilftsttfcii y be genitilmen :

Such errogaunce-if^'<WOfthe< anr hen.

Lo who that istWb^^^rtu^us alway,

Preuy and aperte, and moft ent&ndet{i\aye

To do the gentil <&dek-that lie Cariy

Take him for the grealeft '^eiitilfhab.
:

Chrift wuld we clafrhgd-ofc him-'Ourgentilriefip^B f! ?i

Not of our eldcri^ftfr -tilif o,Wti6keisie.

For though theyy"8ftPvsP aft he* heritage,
For which we clay^B &&Miiof -hie 'pipage,

Yet may they not byque^hj i foV' nothing,
To none of vs, hervertifote ljakig^'o?
That made hem gentilmfert

1

i^llddib^,^
And bad vs foliowen htffl'iri foehid&gte.
Wel can the wWpTSMof 'MdWrffe,

That hight DauHtet fytikifrthfcti*eQcor.& T.o,
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Lo in fuch maner rime is Daunte's talc.

Ful fclde yp rifeth by his braunches (male

Prowefie of man : for God of his goodnefle

Wol that we claim of him our gentilnefie
:

For of our elders may we nothing claime

But temporal thing that men may hurt and maimc.

Eke cuery wight wot this as wel as J,

If gentilnes were planted naturally

Vnto a certain linage doun the line,

Preuy and aperte, than wold they neuer fine

To done of gentilnefie the fair office,

They might don no vilany ne vice.

Take fire and beare it into the derkeft hous

Bitwixt this and the mount Caucafw,
And let men fhitte the dores, and go thenne,

Yet wol the fife as fayre lye and brenne

As twentie thoufand men might it beholde :

His office naturall ay wol it holde

Vp peril of my life, till that it dye.
Here may ye fe well how that gentrye

Is not annexed to poflefiiofl,

Sithen fbike don not her operation

Alway as doth the fire lo in his kinde :

For God it wot men may ful often finde

A lordes fonne done fhame and vilany.

And he that wol haue prif6 of his gentry,

For he was born of a gentil houfe,

And had his elders noble and vertuoufe,

And nil him felfe don no gentil dedes,

Ne folow his gentle auncetre that deed is,

He nis not gentil, be he duke or erle.

Fye villaines, finful dedes maketh a cherle.

For gentilnefie nis but the renomie
Of thine aunceters, for her highbountie,
Which is a flrong thing to thy perfone :

The gentilnefie commeth fro God alone.

Than cometh our very gentilnefie pf grace,
It was nothing biqueth vs with our place.

Thinketh how noble, as faith Valerius,

Was thilke Tullius Hojlilius,

That out of poucrtie role to hie noblcfle :

Redeth Seneck
y
and redeth eke Boece,

There fhall yefeen exprefle,'no drede is,

That he is gentile, that doth gentile dedis.

And therefore dere husbond I thus conclude,
Al were it that mine aunceters were rude,
Yet may that hie god, and fo hope I,

Graunt me grace to Hue vertoufly :

Than am I gentil, whan I beginne
To liue vcrtuoufly, and leuen finne.

And there as ye of pouertieme repreue,
The hie God on whom that webileuc,

In
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In wilful pouerte chefe to lede his life :

And certes euery man, maide, and wife

May vnderftond, Jefu heuen king
Ne would not chefe a vicioufe liuing.

Glad pouerte is an honeft thing certain,

This wol Settee k and other clerkes faine :

Who fo would holde him paide of his pouert*

I holde him riche, all had he notfhert.

He that coueiteth is a full poore wight,
For he wold han, that is not in his might.
But he that nought hath ne conceiteth to haue,

Is rich, although ye hold him but a knaue.

Very pouerte is finne properly.

Juuenal faith of pouert merily :

The poore man, whan he goeth by the way
Biforne theues he may fing and play.

Pouert is hatefull good : and as I gefle,

A full great bringer out of bufinefle :

A great amender eke of fapience,
To him that taketh it in pacience.
Pouert is, although it feme elenge,

Pofleiliion, that no wight wol challenge.
Pouerte ful often whan a man is lowe,

Maketh his god, and eke himfelfe to knowe.

Pouert a fpe&acle is, as thinketh me,

Through which one may his very frends fe.

And therefore fin i-W I juu not. gicuc,
Of my pouert, no more me repreue.
Now fir, eke of elde ye repreued me :

And certes fir, though none autorite

Were in no boke, ye gentils of honour,

Saine, that men fhuld an old wight honour,
And clepe hem father for her gentilnefle.
And autours fhal I flnde as I gefle.
Now there as ye fain, that I am foule and olde,

Than drede you not to ben a coke wolde.
For filthe, elthe, and foule, alfo motel the,
Ben great wardeins vpon chaftite.

But natheles, fin I know your delite,

I fhal fulfill your worldly appetite :

Thefe now Cqd. fhe) one of thefe things twey,
To haue me foule and olde, til that Idey,
And be to you a trewe humble wife,
And neuer you difpleafe in al my life :

Or els wol you haue me yong and faire,

And take your auenture of the repaire
That fhal come to your houfe, bicaufe of me,
Or in fome other place, may well be >

Now chefe your feluen whether that you liketh.

This knight auifeth him, and fore fiketh,
But at the lafl he faith in manerc ;

My lady, and my loue, and wife fo dere,

Oooo
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I put me in your wife gouernaunce,

Chefcth your fclfe, which may be more plefaunce

And moll honour to you and me alfo,

I do no force whether of the two :

For as you liketh it fuflileth me.

Than haue I gote of you the maflxy (qd. (he)

Sin I may chefe, and gouerne as my litle :

Ye certes wife (qd.he) l hold it for the belle.

Kille me (qd. me) we be no lenger wrothe:

For by my trueth I wol be to you bothe,

This is to fay, to be bothe faire and good.
I pray to God that I mote flerue wood,
But I to you be alfo good and trewe,

As euer was wife, fithen the world was newe :

And but I be to morowas faire to fene,

As any Lady, Emprelle orQuene,
That is between Ell and eke the Well,
Doth with my life right as you left.

Call vp the courteine, and loke how it is.

And when this knight fawe all this,

Thatfhe fo faire was, and fo yong therto,
For ioye he hent her in his armes two:
His herte bathed in a battle of blifle,

A thoufand times a rowe he gan her kille:

And me obeyed him in euery thing,
That mought done him pleafure or liking.
And thus they liued vnto ner hues nd

In parfiteioye, andjefu Chrifl vsfende

Husbondesmeke, yong, and frelh a bedde,
And grace to ouerliue hem that we wedde.

And I pray to God to Ihorte her Hues,

That will not be gouerned by her wiues.

And olde, and angry nigardes of dilpence,

God fend hemfone a very peftilence.
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